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VICAR OF WREXHILL. 


CHAPTER I. 

TIIK VII,LA<JE <)E WREXHILL.-THE MOWBRAY FAMILY.-— 

' A BIRTHDAY. 

The lie.wulcs of an English village have been so often 
dwelt upon, so often descrilK*d, that I dare not linger long 
upon the sketch of ^\'rexhill, which must of necessity precede 
my introduction of its vicar. And yet not even England can 
show many ])oints of greater beauty than this oak-sheltered 
spot can display. Its peculiar style of scenery, half garden, 
half forest in aspect, is familiar to all who are acquainted witli 
the New Forest, althougli it has features entirely its own. 
One of these is an overshot mill, the sparkling fall of which is 
accurately and most nobly overarched by a pair of oaks which 
have long been the glory of the })arish. Another is the grey 
and mellow hiMuty of its antique church, itself unencumbered 
by ivy, while the wall and old stone gateway of the churchyard 
look like a line and knot of sober green, enclosing it with such 
a rich and unbroken luxuriance of foliage never sear,” as 
seems to show that it is held sacred, and that no hand profane 
ever ventured to rob its venerable mass of a leaf or a berry. 
Close beside the church, and elevated by a very gentle ascent, 
stands the pretty Vicarage, as if placed expressly to keep watch 
and ward over the safety and repose of its sacred neighbour. 
The only breach in the ivy-bound fence of the churchyard, is 
the little wicket gate that opens from the Vicarage garden ; 
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but even this is arched over by the same immortal and unfad¬ 
ing green,— a fitting emblem of that eternity, the Iiojk* of 
tFMch emanates from the shrine it encircles. At this j>ar- 
tieubtr spot, indeed, the growth of the plant is so vigorous, 
that it is controlled with difficulty, and has not obeyed the 
hand which led it over the rustic arch without dropping a 
straggling wreath or two, which if a vicar of the nin^eenth 
century could wear a wng, might leave him in tlie state coveted 
for Absalom hy his father. 'Phe late X'icar of M’^iexhill, how¬ 
ever,— I speak of him v^ho died a f»*w weeks bt'fore my 
story begins, — would never pernjit these graceful ])en(Iants 
to be shorn, declaring that the attitu(ie they enforced (>ii 
entering the cliurchyard was exactly such as befitted a (’hiis- 
tian when passing the threshold of the court of (Jod. 

Behind the \hcarage, and stretching down the side of the 
little hill on which it stood, so as to form a beautiful back¬ 
ground to the church, rose a grove of lofty forcsS-tives, that 
seemed to belong to its garden, hut vvbicb in fact was separated 
from it by the road which led to Mowbray I’ark, o/t llie out¬ 
skirts of which noble domain tliey were situated.' I'his same 
road, having passed behind the church and X'icarage, led to the 
village street of Wrexhiil, and thence, tovvaids various other 
parishes, over a common, stmlded witlt oaks ami boll)-hushes, 
on one side of vvliieh, with shelving grassy hanks that gave to 
the scene the appearatice of noble pleasure-grounds, was a 
sheet of water large enough to la* <lignified by the appellation 
of Wrexhiil Lake. Into this, the little stream that turned 
the mill emptied itself, after meandering very prettily througli 
Mowbray l*ark, where, hy the ln'lj) of a little artifice, ithecanu 
wide enough at one spot to deserve a boat and boat-house 
and at another to give occasion for the erection of one of the 
most graceful jjark-bridges in the county of Ilampshin. 

On one side of the common stands what might be called an 
alehouse, did not tl)e exquisite neatjiess of every feature be¬ 
longing to the little establishment reiuiir this vulgar appellation 
inappropriate. It was in truth just such a ]>lace as a town- 
worn and fastidious invalid might have fixed his eyes upon and 
said, “ How I should like to loilge in that house for a week 
or two !” Roses and lioneysuckles battled together for space 
to display themselves over the porch, and above the windows. 
The little enclosure on each side the post whence swung the 
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Mowbray Arms” presented to the little bay windows of the 
mansion such a collection of odorous plants, without a single 
weed to rob them of their strength, that no lady in the land, 
let her flower-garden l)e what it may, hut would allow that 
Sally Freeman, the daughter, bar-maid, waiter, gardener at 
the “ Mowbray Arms,” understood how to manage common 
flowers as well as any Scotchman in her own scientifle estab¬ 
lishment. 

Industry, neatness, and their fitting accompaniment and 
reward, comfort, were legible throughout the small domain. 
John Freeman brew’cd his own beer, double and single; Doro¬ 
thy, his loving w'ife, baked her own bread, cured her own 
bacon, cluirne<l her own butter, and poached her own eggs, or 
roasted lier own chicken, when they were called for by any 
wandering lover of woodland scenery who w'as lucky enough 
to turn his ste{)s towards Wrexhill. The other labours of the 
household were performed by Sally, except indeed the watering 
of horses, and the like, for which services a stout, decent 
peasant-boy received a shilling a wwk, and three good meals a 
day : ami happy was the cottager whose son got the appoint¬ 
ment, for both in morals and manners the horse-boy at the 
Mowbray Arms might liave set an example to his betters. 

There are many other pretty spots and many more good 
people at ^V'rexhill; hut they must show themselves by 
degrees, as it is high time the business of my story should 
begin. 

The 2nd of May 18.13 was a gay day at Wrexhill, for it 
was that on which (fiiarles Mow’hray came of age, and the 
ftHe given on the occasion w^as intended to include every 
human Ixdng in the parish, besides about a hundred more, 
neighbours and friends, who came from a greater distance to 
witness and share in the festivities. 

A merrier, or in truth a bai>pier set of human beings, than 
those assembled round the breakfast- table at Mowbray Park on 
the morning of that day, could liardly he found anywhere. 
This important epoch in the young heir’s life lia,d been long 
anticipated with gay impatience, and seemed likely to be 
enjoyed with a fulness of contentment that should laugh to 
scorn the croaking prophecy which speaks of hopes fulfilled as 
of something wherein doubtful good is ever blended with 
certain disappointment. The Mowbray family had hoped to 
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wake upon a joyous morning, and they did so: no feeling 
of anxiety, no touch of disease, no shadow of unkindness to 
any being who shared with them the breath of life, came to 
blight the light-hearted glee which pervaded the whole circle. 

Charles Mowbray senior had hardly passed the prime of 
life, though a constitutional tendency to something like cor¬ 
pulency made him look older than he really was. 'I'hroughout 
his fifty summers he had scarcely known an ailment or a 
grief, and his spirit was as fresh within him as that of the 
noble-looking young man on whom his eyes rested with equal 
pride and love. 

Mrs. Mowbray, just seven years his junior, looked as little 
scathed by time as himself; her slight and graceful figure 
indeed gave her almost the appearance of youth ; and though 
her delicate face had lost its bloom, there was enough of beauty 
left to render her still a very lovely woman. 

Charles Mowbray junior, the hero of the day, wds, in vulgar 
but expressive phrase, as fine a young fellow as ever the sun 
shone upon. His mind, too, was in excellent accordance 
with the frame it inhabitetl,—powerful, elastic, unwearying, 
and almost majestic in its unbroken vigour and still-increasing 
power. 

** Aux occurs heureux les vertus sont faciles,” says the pro¬ 
verb ; and as Charles Mowbray was certainly as happy as it 
was well possible for a man to l)e, he must not he overj>raisc(l 
for the fine qualities that warmed his heart and brightened 
his eye. Nevertheless, it is only justice to declare, that few 
human beings ever passed through twenty-one years of life 
with less of evil and more of good feeling than Charles 
Mowbray. 

Helen, his eldest sister, was a fair creature of nineteen, 
whose history had hitherto been, and was probably ever 
doomed to be, dependant upon her affections. As yet, these 
bad been wholly made up of warm and well-re(|uited attach¬ 
ment to her own family; but few j)eople capable of loving 
heartily are without the capacity of suffl'ring heartily also, if 
occasion calls for it, and this strength of feeling rarely leaves 
its possessor long in the enjoyment of such pure and unraixed 
felicity as that which shone in Helen's hazel eye as she threw 
her arms around her brother's neck, and wished him a thou¬ 
sand and a thousand times joy i 
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Fanny Mowbray, the youngest of the family, wanted three 
months of sixteen. Poets have often likened young creatures 
of this age to an opening rose-bud, and it was doubtless just 
such a being as Fanny Mowbray that first suggested the 
simile. Any thing more bright, more delicate, more attract¬ 
ive in present loveliness, or more full of promise for loveliness 
more perfe'et still, was never seen. 

In addition to this surprising beauty of form and feature, 
she j)ossesse<l many of those qualities of mind which are 
attributed to genius. Meditative and imaginative in no 
common degree, with thoughts occasionally both soaring and 
profound, she passed many hours of her existence in a man¬ 
ner but little understood by her family—sometimes devour¬ 
ing with unw^earying ardour the miscellaneous contents of 
the large library, and sometimes indulging in the new delight 
of })ouring forth her own wild, rambling thoughts in prose or 
rhyme. Unfortunately, the excellent governess who had 
attended the two girls from the time that Helen attained her 
eighth year died when Fanny was scarcely fourteen; and 
the attachment of the whole family being manifested by a 
general declaration that it would lie impossible to permit any 
one to supj>ly her place, the consequence was, that the 
cadette of the family luul a mind less well and *«teadily 
regulated than it might have been, had her good goyerness 
been spared to her a few years longer. 

d’hough so many persons were expected before night to 
share tlie hospitalities of Mowbray Park, that, notwithstand¬ 
ing the ample size of its mansion, both the lady and her 
housek£*ej>er w'ere obliged to exert considerable skill in 
arrarigiiig their accommodation, there was but one person 
besides tlie family present at the happy breakfast-table ; and 
she was not a guest, but an inmate. 

Rosalind 'J'orrington was a young Irish girl from the 
province of Ulster, who had passed the first seventeen years of 
her life in great retirement, in a village not far distant from 
the coast, with no other society than the immediate neigh¬ 
bourhood afforded. Since that time her destiny had under¬ 
gone a great change. She was an only child, and lost both 
father and mother in one of those pestilential fevers which 
so frequently ravage the populous districts of Ireland. Her 
father w^as one of that frightfully-wronged and much- 
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enduring race of Protestant clergy, who, during the last 
few years, have suffered a degree of oppression and persecu¬ 
tion unequalled for its barefaced injustice by any thing that 
the most atrocious page of history can record. 

Her motlier, of high English descent, had been banished 
from all intercourse with her patrician family, because she 
refused to use her influence wdth her exemplary husband to 
induce him to abandon his profitless and often perilous pre¬ 
ferment in Ireland, where he felt he had the power as well 
the will to do good, in order to place himself in dej)endence 
upon his "wife’s brother, a bachelor viscount who had invited 
the impoverished family to his house, and promised some 
time or other to do something for him in his jmofession—if 
he could. This invitation was politely but most ])ositively 
refused, and for the last three years no intercourse of any 
kind had taken place between them. At the eml of that time, 
Mr. Torrington and his exemplary wife, while, sedulously 
administering to the sick souls of their poor parishioners, 
caught the fever that raged among them, and ]>erished. 
Mrs. Torrington survived her husband three days ; and dur¬ 
ing that time her thoughts were painfully occupied by the 
future prospects of her highly-connected but slenderly-por¬ 
tioned girl. 

All she could do for her, she di<l. She wrote to her 
haughty brother in such a manner as she thought, from her 
deathbed, must produce some efleet : but lest it should not, 
she addressed another letter to Mrs, Mow’bray, the favourite 
friend of her youth, entreating her protection for her orjjhan 
child. 

This letter enclosed a will fully executed, by which she left 
to her daughter whatever property she might die possessed 
of, (amounting at the utmost, as she supposed, to about five 
thousand pounds,) and constituting Mrs. Mowbray sole guar¬ 
dian of her person and property. 

During the interval which had elapsed since Mrs. Torring- 
ton's estrangement from her noble brother, his lordship had 
contrived to quarrel also with his nephew and heir, and in the 
height of his resentment against him made a will, leaving the 
whole of his unentailed property, amounting to above eighty 
thousand pounds, to his sister. By a singular coincidence. 
Lord Treact died two days before Mrs. Torrington; so that 
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her will was made exactly one day after she had uncon¬ 
sciously become the possessor of this noble fortune. Had this 
most unexpected event been made known to her^ however, it 
would probably have made no other alteration in her will than 
the addition of the name of some male friend, who might 
have taken care of the property during the minority of her 
child > and even this would only have been done for the purpose 
of saving her friend trouble; for such was her opinion of 
Mrs. Mowbray, that no circumstances attending her daughter’s 
fortune could have induced her to place the precious deposit 
of her ])crson in other hands. 

The poor girl herself, while these momentous events were 
passing, \vas stationed at the house of an acquaintance at a 
few miles' distance, whither she had been sent at the first 
appearance of infection ; and thus in the short space of ten 
days, from the cherished, happy darling of parents far from 
rich, she hecanie an heiress and an orplian. 

Rosalind Torrington was a warm-hearted, affectionate girl, 
who ha<l fondly loved her parents, and she mourned for them 
with all her soul. Jhit the scene around her was so rapidly 
and so totally changed, and so much that w'as delightful mixed 
WMth the novelty, that it is not wonderful if at her age her 
grief wore away, and left her, sooner than she could have be¬ 
lieved the change possible, the gay and happy inmate of Mow¬ 
bray Park. 

About four months had elapsed since her arrival, and she 
w'as already greatly beloved by the whole family. In age she 
was about half-way between the two sisters; and as she did 
not greatly resemble eitlicr of them in temper or acquirements, 
she was at this time equally the friend of both. 

In most branches of female erudition Miss Torrington w'as 
decidedly itiferior to the IMiss Movvbra} s; hut nature had 
given lier a voice and a taste for music wdiich led her to 
excel in it; and so much spirit and vivacity supplied on other 
points the want of regular study, that by the help of her very 
pretty person, her good birth, and her large fortune, nobody 
but Charles Mowbray ever discovered deficiency or inferiority 
of any kind in Rosalind Torrington: but he had declared 
vehemently, the moment she arrived, that she was not one 
quarter so pretty as his sister Fanny, nor one thousandth part 
so angelic in all ways as his sister Helen. 
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Such was the party who, all smiles and felicitations, first 
crowded clamorously round the hero of the fete which now 
occupied the thoughts of all, and then seated themselves at 
the breakfast-table, more intent upon talking of its coming 
glories than on doing justice to the good things before them. 

" Oh, you lucky twenty-one !” exclaimed Miss Torriiigton, 
addressing young Mowbray. “ Did any one ever see such sun¬ 
shine ! . . , . And just think what it would have been if all the 
tents of the people had been drenched with rain ! The inward 
groans for best bonnets would have checked the gratulations 
in their throats, and we should have had sighs perchance for 
cheers.” 

T do not believe any single soul would have cared for 
rain, or thought for one moment of the weather, let it have 
been what it would, Rosalind,” observed Helen. “ (diaries,” 
she continued, “ is so adored and doted upon by all the 
people round, both rich and {loor, that I am persuaded, while 
they were drinking his health, there w'ould not have been a 
thought bestowed on the weather.” 

‘^(.)h! .... To be sure, dear Helen .... J quite forgot 
that. Of course, a glance at the Mowbray would be worth 
all the Mackintosh cloaks in the w'orld, for keeping a dry 
skin in a storm ; — but then, you know, the hero himself 
might have caught cold when he went out to shine upon 
them — and the avoiding this is surely a blessing for which 
we all ought to be thankful: not hut wliat I would have 
held an umbrella over him with the greatest pleasure, of 
course .... but, altogether, 1 think it is quite as w'ell as 
It is. 

You won’t quiz my Helen out of her love for me. 
Miss Rosalind Torrington,” replied Cdiarles, laughing ; “ so 
do not hope it.” 

Miss Rosalind Torrington!” .... repeated the young 
lady indignantly. 'I’hen rising and approaching Mrs. .Mow¬ 
bray, she said very solemnly, Is that my style and title, 
madam? Is there any other Miss Torrington in all the 
W'Orld ? .... Is there any necessity, because he is one-and- 
twenty, that he should call me Miss Rosalind .?*.... And 
is it not your duty, oh ! my guardianess! to support me in 
all my rights and privileges ? And won’t you please to scold 
him if he calls me Miss Rosalind again ?” 
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Beyond all question you are Miss Torrington, my dear,’* 
replied Mrs. Mowbray ; “ and were not (lharles unfor¬ 
tunately of age, and therefore legally beyond all control, I 
would certainly command him never to say Rosalind again.’* 
That is not exactly w^hat I said, Most Respected ! ” 
replied the young lady. ‘‘ He may call me Rosalind if he 
will; hut if I am Miss any thing, I am Miss Torrington.” 

‘•You certainly are a lucky fellow, Charles,” said his 
Father, “and Rosalind is quite right in praising the sun¬ 
shine. Helen with her coaxing ways may say what she will, 
but our fete would have been spoilt without it.” 

“ Indeed I think so, sir ... . Pray do not believe me un¬ 
grateful. Besides, I like to see everything accord — and 
your bright beaming faces would have been completely out 
of kee])ing with a dark frowning sky.” 

“ You are quite riglit .... But come, make haste with 
your breakfest . .. let us leave the ladies to give an inquiring 
glance to the decorations of the ball-room, and let you and I 
walk down to the walnut-trees, and see how they are getting 
on with the tents and the tables, and all the rest of it.*’ 

‘‘ I shall be ready in a minute, sir ; but I have been 
scampering round the whole park already this morning, and 
I am as hungry as a hound. Give me one more egg, Helen, 
and then . . . .” 

“It is really a comfort to see what a fine appetite he 
has! — is it not, Helen?” said Rosalind, surrounding his 
j)]ate with rolls of all sorts and sizes. 

“ I will call yon ‘IF/Vd Irush (iirV in the very midst of 
the ball this evening if you tlo not behave better,” said 
young Mowbray. 

“ And if you do, 1 wdll . . . 

“ (’oine along, Cliarles,” said Ins father ; “ her threats may 
put you out of heart for the whole day.” 

“ And might not we too take a walk before any of the 
people arrive ?’* said Fanny. “ I have heard the cuckoo this 
morning for the first time. He was certainly thanking God 
for the sunshine; and 1 really think w'e ought to go our, and 
then we shall do so too.” 

“A most delightful proposal!” crial Rosalind; “and if 
the birds should happen to introduce a jig movement, we 
can practise our dancing steps as we go along.*’ 
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half an hour for me,” said Charles, rising to 
accompany his father, and I will join your party. Let us 
go to the Pebble-Ford, Rosalind ; and you shall all three drink 
my health out of that clear pool beside it, that Ros .... 
Miss Torrington — admired so much the other day.” 

No, no, we can’t wait a moment, ('har .... .Mr. Mow¬ 
bray—” said Rosalind. “ ( -ome, dear girls, let us be gone 
instantly.” 

“ Not wait for him on his birthday !” cried Helen. But 
you are not in earnest, Rosalind 

‘‘ How you do labour and toil to spoil that man, Helen ! *’ 
said Miss Torrington, raising her hands and eyes as he left 
the room, It is a great blessing for him that 1 have cotne 
amongst you! If any thing can save him from utter 
destruction, it is I shall do it.” 

Charles however was waited for, and that for at least three 
times the period he had named; but he came at last, and the 
walk was taken, and the birds sang, and the ])rook sparkled, 
and the health was drunk cordially, even by Rosalind ; and 
the gay party returned in time to see the first carriage ap¬ 
proach, bearing guests invited to be present at the tenants’ 
dinner in the Park. Their morning toilet was hastily re¬ 
adjusted, as another and another equipage rolled onwards to¬ 
wards the house ; and then the business of the day began. Lords 
and ladies, knights and squires, yeomen and peasants, w ere seen 
riding, driving, running, and walking through the spacious 
park in all directions. Then followed the rustic fete and 
the joyous carouse, in w'hich the name of (diaries Mowbray 
made the welkin'ring ' 'and then, the company having retreated 
to the house, came the hurried stejis of a dozen lady’s-maids 
hastening to their various scenes]of action, and valets convert¬ 
ing closets of all sorts and sizes into dressing-rooms for 
unnumbered gentlemen; and then the banquet, and then the 
coffee and the short repose—and then the crowded ball. 

All this came and went in order, and without the interven¬ 
tion of a single circumstance that might mar the enjoyment of 
a day long set apart for happiness, and which began and ended 
more exactly according to the wishes and intentions of those 
who arranged its festivities than often falls out at galas 
planned by mortals. 

At five o’clock on the following morning the joyous din at 
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length sank into silence, and as many as hospitable ingenuity 
could find room for lay down at MoAvbray Park to enjoy 
again in dreams the untarnished gaiety of that happy day. 


CHAPTER II. 

THE MORNINO AFTER THE BIRTHDAY. 

Even the stable-boys deemed themselves privileged to sleep 
later than usual on the <lay after ; and the ploughboy, as he 
w'ent afield, missed the merry smile of the park dairy-maid, 
who, like her superiors, seemed to think on such an occasion 
time was made for very vulgar souls indeed, and that none 
Avho had joined in so illustrious a gala, could be expected to 
recover the full possession of their waking senses for some 
hours after the usual time. 

By slow degrees, however, the different members of the 
cstahlishiTfent l)egan to stretch themselves and give sign of 
reviving animation. The housemaids yawningly opened the 
window-shutters ; the footmen crept after them to aid in re¬ 
moving from one room at least the traces of the jubilee, which, 
like the relics of a lamp that has burnt out, showed but the 
more unsightly from its past splendour ; and at length, to a 
superficial eye, the breakfast-room looked like the breakfast- 
room of former years ; though a more discriminating glance 
might have detected girandoles where no such things had ever 
glittered before, card-tables in the place of work-tables, and 
fiotvers, still blooming in situations as little usual to them as a 
bed of strawberries w'ould have been the day before. 

But it WHS long after these hireling efforts of forced labour 
had prepared the table for the morning meal, that any one of 
the favoured sleepers destined to partake of it left his or her 
downy pillow .... In short .... it was past mid-day 
before the family and their guests began to assemble ; and 
even then many stragglers were still waited for before they 
appeared, and Mrs. Mowbray and Helen began at length to 
talk of breaking up the long session, and of giving orders to 
the butler to take care of all those who should come after. 

It is not very surprii^ing that the Davenports, who never 
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ceased dancing till long after the sun came to look at them,” 
said Helen,—“ it is not all wonderful that they should sleep 
late, and I believe Mr. Vivian makes it a principle to be the 
last on all occasions. But I am quite astonished that papa 
does not appear: was he asleep, mamma, when you came 
down this morning ? 

No, Helen, not quite asleep, for he spoke to me. 'But I 
think he was very sleepy, for I hardly understood what he 
said; and as he appeared extremely tired when he went to bed, 
I told Curtis to darken the room again, and leave him quiet.” 

Another half-hour brought forth the Davenports and 
Mr. Vivian; but still Mr. Mowbray did not appear, and 
Helen, though hitherto she had been quite satisfied by her 
mother’s account of his prolonged slumbers, again began to 
feel uneasy about him. 

“ Do you not think, mamma,” said she, that 1 might 
venture to go up to him ?” 

1 see not the least objection to it, Helen ; especially as w'c 
know, that if it were you who happened to wake him out of 
the soundest sleep he ever enjoyed, the pleasure of seeing you 
near him would quite atone for it.” 

“ Very well, mamma,—then I shall certainly let him sleep 
no longer now and, so saying, Helen left the room. 

Is not Helen Mowbray a charming creature !” said a 
gentleman w'ho was seated next Miss Torrington, and who, 
being neither young, handsome, rich, nor noble, felt that he 
could wound no feelings by expressing his admiration of one 
young lady to another. 

I will tell you wdiat she is,” answered Rosalind w'armly : 

she is just as much better ilian every body else in the world, 
as her sister, there, is more beautiful.” 

And you are . . . said tlie middle-aged gentleman, 
fixing a pair of very intelligent eyes on her face,—“ you are 
• • • « 

But notwithstanding the look of curiosity with which 
Miss Torrington listened, the speaker suddenly stopped, for a 
bell was rung with that sort of sudden and continued vehe¬ 
mence w'hich denotes haste and agitation in the hand that 
gives it movement, 

“ That is my father’s bell! ” said Charles in an accent of 
alarm; and starting up, he was out pf the room in an instant. 
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Mrs. Mowbray immediately followed him, and for several 
minutes a sort of heavy silence seemed to have fallen on every 
individual present—not a word being uttered by any one, and 
the eyes of all fixing themselves on the face of Fanny, who 
kept her place as if spell-bound, but with a countenance that 
expressed a feeling approaching to terror. 

“ This is not to be borne! ” exclaimed Rosalind abruptly. 

Excuse us for a moment,” she added, addressing those who 
still remained in the breakfast-room. — “ Come with me, 
Fanny, and let us know the w'orst at once.” 

The two girls left the room together; and in a very few 
minutes afterwards a servant entered, the violent agitation of 
whose manner announced the news he brought before he 
spoke it. 

“ My master .... my poor master is dead !” were the 
words he uttered; and their effect upon a party assembled for 
an occasion of so much festivity, and who had so lately parted 
with their kind and haj)py host in perfect health, may be 
easily imagined. 

One single w^ord in reply to the eager chorus of inquiry told 
the manner of his death— 

Apoplexy ! ” 

The scene which followed was what such an event must 
necessarily produce. No single creature present, except one 
pretty portionless young lady who thought it very likely that 
Mr. C’liarles might now fall in love with her, could by possi¬ 
bility be benefited by the death of the amiable man who had 
just breathed his last, and it is therefore probable that the uni¬ 
versal expression of regret was sincere in quality, though its 
quantity might have been somewhat preternaturally increased 
by the circumstances in which the parties were relatively 
placed wdien the awful event was made known. Several tears 
were shed, and some glasses of cold water called for, while the 
carriages were getting ready ; the gentlemen all looked grave, 
and many of the ladies pale; but in less than half an hour 
they had all left the house, not one of them, as it happened, 
being on terms of sufficient intimacy with tlie family to justify 
their offering to remain at such a moment. 

It is easy enough to dismiss from the scene persons whose 
feelings were so slightly interested in it; but far different 
would be the task were I to attempt painting the heartfelt 
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anguish of those who remained. Mr. Mowbray had been so 
deeply yet ^ tranquilly loved by every member of his family 
—his intercourse with them had been so uniformly that of 
constant endearment, unchequered by any mixture of rough 
temper or unreasonable caprice, that their love for him was so 
natural and inevitable, that they had never reasoned upon it, 
or were fully aware of its intensity, till the dreadful iiroinoiit 
in which they learned that they had lost him for ever. 

The feelings of Mrs. Mowbray for many hours amounted 
to agony; for till a medical gentleman who exaraine<l the 
body at length succeeded in convincing her that she was mis¬ 
taken, she felt persuaded that her l)eloved husband owed hiS 
death to her neglect, and that if, when she mistook his unin¬ 
telligible speech for sleepiness, she had discovered his condition, 
and caused him to be bled, his precious life might have been 
saved. It was evident, however, from many circumstances, 
that the seizure was of a nature not to be baffled or. ])airied by 
art; and the relief this conviction at length affordtHi the widow' 
was so great, that her having first formed a contrary opinion 
was perhaps a blessing to her. 

The grief of Charles was that of a young, ardent, and most 
affectionate spirit; but his mother and his sisters now seemed 
to hang upon him wholly, and the Being who alone can read 
ail hearts only knew how deep was the sorrow he felt. 'J’he 
young Fanny, stealing away to her chamber, threw herself, in 
an agony of tears, upon her bed, and, forgotten in the general 
dismay that had fallen upon all, wept herself into a sleep that 
lasted till she awakened on the following morning to a renewed 
sense of sorrow which came over her like the dreadful memory 
of some frightful dream. 

But of all those whom poor Mowbray had left to deplore 
his loss, it was Helen—his darling Helen — wlio unquestion¬ 
ably felt it the most profoundly. His love for her had all that 
is most touching in partiality, without one atom of the injus¬ 
tice which renders such a feeling criminal; and its effect upon 
her loving and enthusiastic temper was stronger tlian any words 
can describe. 

Miss Torrington was perliaps beyond any other member 
of the family aware of this, and the tenderest pity for the 
silent, suffering Helen took possession of her. She was in 
truth a looker-on upon the melancholy scene, and as such. 
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was more qualified to judge how sorrow worked in each of 
them than any other could be. Her residence in the family, 
though sufficient to impress her with the kindest feelings 
towards its chief, and the deepest impression of his worth, 
had hardly been long enough to awaken thoroughly her 
affections towards liirn, and she wept more in pity for those 
around her than from any personal feeling of grief for the 
loss she had herself sustained. To soothe poor Helen, to lead 
her thoughts even for a moment from the subject that en¬ 
grossed them, and to keep her as much as possible from 
gazing in vain tenderness and hopeless agony upon the Irody 
of her father, Iwcame the sole occupation of Rosalind during 
the dreadful interval Iwtween the real loss of the beloved being 
to whom the soul of his child still fondly clung, and the 
apparently more final separation still wdiich took place when 
all that w as left of him w as borne from the house. 

Helen macle little ap})arent return to all these tender cares, 

but she was fullv conscious of them. She felt (hat Rosalind 

0 

read lier heart, and knew how' to pity her; and the convic¬ 
tion turnecf liking into love, of that enduring kind which such 
hearts as Helen’s alone know how' to give. 


CHATTER III. 

THE VIC4B OF WKEXUILL. 

Ox the day preceding that appointed for the funeral, 
Mrs. Mowbray received the following letter : — 

Madam, 

“ I trust that, as the minister of your parish, my 
venturing to break in upon your grief w'ill not be considered 
as an intrusion. In the festivities w'hich have ended so 
awfully, your hosjritality invited me and my children to bear 
.a part; and although I declined the invitation, I am most 
anxious to prove to you, madam, and to your family, that no 
deficiency of friendly feeling induced me to do so. But ^ it 
is better to go to the house of mourning than to the house of 
feasting,' and I now therefore ask your jrermission to wait on 
you, with the most earnest hope that the sacred office 1 hold 
may enable you to receive jne rather with a feeling of com- 
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fort than of pain. Be assured, ■ madam, that short as the 
period of my ministry in the Parish of Wrexhill has been, 
it is with deep sympathy in the grief that afflicts you that I 
subscribe myself, madam, 

Your humble servant and friend, 

“ William Jacob Cartwright, 

•* Wrexhill Vicarage, May 9th, 1833.” 

Little calculated as this letter may seem to excite violent 
emotion, it threw poor Mrs. Mowbray into an agony of re- 
hewerl grief. The idea of seeing for the first time since her 
loss a person who, however w'ell-meaning in his wish to visit 
her, must be classed as a stranger, was inexpressibly painful ; 
and, unused to encounter difficulty or inconvenience of any 
kind, she shrank from receiving Mr. Cartvrright with a 
degree of weakness which made her son, who had seldom left 
her side, tremble to think how little she was calculated to 
eydure with firmness the desolation that had fallen upon her. 

“ Oh ! no ! no ! no ! '* she exclaimed vehemently, “ 1 
cannot see him — I can see no one! — keep him from me, 
Charles,—keep every one from me, if you w'ould ‘not see me 
sink to the earth before your eyes ! ” 

My poor mother I . . . .” said (ffiarles, tenderly taking 
her hand, “do not let me see you tremble thus—you will 
make me tremble too I and we have need of strength—we 
have aU great need of strength in this time of trial.” 

But you will not let this clergyman come to me, 
Charles! .... (.)h no! you cannot be so cruel!'’ 

“ The very w'eakness which makes you shrink from this, 
my dearest mother, is the strongest proof that such a visit 
should be sought, and not avoided, ^^here, mother, are we 
any of us to look for the stnMigth we want, except from, Him 
whose minister now seeks to comfort us ?” 

“ He cannot comfort me ! . . . . Can yon, can Helen, 
can my pretty Fanny comfort me? ... . Then how should 
he ? . . . . Charles, Charles, there is no comfort in seeing 
this strange man ; you cannot think there is : then why do 
you still stand with his note in your hand as if doubtful how 
you ought to answer it ?” 

No, mother, I am not doubtful; my very soul seems to 
sink within me, when I think that he whose precepts ...” 

Tears—copious woman-like tears choked the utterance of 
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the athletic youth, who looked as if he could fight and conquer 
in any strife to which fortune or misfortune could lead him. 
But the softness that now mastered him came not of weakness, 
but of strength—strength of every feeling that might do 
honour to a man. For a few mora'ents he gave way to this burst 
of passionate sorrow, and the mother and son wept together. 

My own dear Charles !” said Mrs. Mowbray, taking his 
hand and pressing it to her heart, how could I think for a mo¬ 
ment that you would urge me to do what was so very painful! ” 

“ It can hardly be so painful for you to do as for me to 
urge it, dearest mother ; and yet I must do so ... . because 
I tliink it right. There is no other person in the world, 1 
think, of what rank or station soever, for whose admittance 1 
would plead so earnestly, unless it were one who, like this 
gentleman, offered to visit you as the minister of God.” 

Mrs. Mowbray buried her face in her handkerchief, and 
turned from* him with a movement of impatience. At this 
moment, Helen, and her constant attendant Rosalind, entered 
the room. Mr. Cartwright s note was still in Charles’s hand, 
and he gave it to his sister, saying, Helen, I think my 
mother ought not to refuse this visit ; but she is very averse 
to it. 1 would not pain her for the world; but this is not a 
moment to refuse any one who offers to visit us as the minister 
of Heaven.” 

Helen read the note, and her pale cheeks were washed anew 
with tears as she did so. 

It is meant kindly,’* she said as she laid it upon the 
table ; but it is very soon for roy poor motlier to meet 
a stranger.” 

Rosalind’s eyes rested on the folded note, and some feeling 
suggested by the consciousness that she too was almost a 
stranger brought a flush to her cheek, and led her to step 
back towards a distant sofa. Whether Charles observed or 
understood the movement, she knew not; but he followed and 
placed the letter in her hand. 

The words of Helen seemed to comfort her mother, for she 
again looked up, and addressing Charles, almost reproachfully, 
said, 

“ Your sister Helen thinks as I do, Charles: it would al¬ 
most he an outrage against decency to receive a stranger on 
such a day as this.” 

c 
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Had the request to wait upon you come from our late 
clergyman, mother, would you have refused it ?” 

‘‘ Certainly not: but he was a friend of long standing, not 
a stranger, Charles.” 

** But had he not been a clergyman, mother, you would 
hardly have wished him to choose such a time to make a visit 
here; and our not having yet become familiar with Mr. Cart~ 
wright in the common intercourse of society, seems to me no 
sufficient reason for. refusing to see him in the sacred character 
in which he has offered to come . . . . ” 

Some powerful emotion checked his utterance ; but in a 
moment he added, 

I would wish once more to pray beside my father before 
he goes hence to be no more seen by us on earth.” 

Mother J . . . . ” cried Helen, dropping on her knees 
and throwing her arms round her. 

The appeal was answered by an embrace in which their 
tears mingled, and poor Mrs. Mowbray, whose aching heart 
seemed to dread every new emotion, said, wdiilo something like 
a shudder ran through her frame, “ Do with me •as you will, 
my children .... I cannot bear much more .... But 
perhaps it would be better for me that I should sink to rest 
beside him!” 

“ My dearest friend !” exclaimed Rosalind, corning softly 
towards her and impressing a kiss upon her forehead, ‘‘ you 
have not lost all for which you might wish to live.” 

‘‘ Oh, true .... most true! . . . . Adhere is iny ])oor 
Fannv, Rosalind ? You will answer this letter for me, Charles ? 
.... 1 will be ready to see Mr. ('artwright whenever he 
chooses to come .... It will be a dreadful trial—but I am 
willing to endure it.” 

The y(>ung man left the room, and such an answer w'as 
returned to the clergyman's note as brought him to the door 
within an hour after it was despatchetl. 

Rosalind, in obedience to Mrs. Mowbray’s hint, had sought 
Fanny in her chamber, where she seemed to find a sad con¬ 
solation in versifying all the tender recollections of her lost 
father that her memory could sujtply ; but she instantly 
obeyed the summons, and when Mr. Cartw^right arrived, the 
whole family were assembled in the drawing.room to receive 
him. 
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The person, voice, and address of this gentleman were 
singularly well calculated to touch and soothe hearts suffering 
from affliction; and after the first painful moment in which 
they raised their eyes to meet those of the first stranger who 
had been admitted to look upon their sorrow, there was 
nothing in the interview to justify the terror with which the 
thought of it had inspired the poor widow. 

Either from tact or feeling, Mr. Cartwright seemed to 
avoid speaking to Mrs. Mowbray, and it was to her son that he 
addressed such words as the occasion called for. Meanwhile, 
from time to time his eyes rested with gentle pity on the 
three beautiful girls, whose tears flowed silently as they 
listened to him. 

But though the manner of Mr. Cartwright was full of the 
tenderest kindness, it was apparently embarrassed. He evi¬ 
dently feared to touch or to dwell upon the agonising subject 
which occupied all their thoughts, and it was Cliarles who had 
the courage to turn this melancholy meeting to the only pur¬ 
pose for which it could be desirable, by saying—though witli 
a faltering‘voice,— 

“ Mr. Cartwright .... may we ask you to pray with us 
beside the coffin that contains the body of my father.^” 

The clwgyman started, and his countenance expressed 
a mixture of satisfaction and surprise, his manner instantly 
became more solemn—more devout, and he replied eagerly, 
rising from his chair as he spoke, as if willing to hasten to the 
scene to which he was called, 

‘‘ Most gladly—most joyfully, my dear sir, will I kneel 
with you and your amiable family to implore the Divine 
grace. I did not know .... I had hardly dared to hope 
. . . . Indeed I feared from the festivities .... from the 
style in which.” 

I trust, sir," interrupted young Mowbray almost in a 
whisper, “ that you do not suppose us unused to prayer, 
because we have rejoiced in the blessings which Heaven has 
bestowed ? ” 

I thank my God that it is not so,” replied the clergyman, 
pressing the young man’s hand affectionately; “ and I wdll 
praise His holy name for every symptom I find that the 
world, my dear young friend, has not taken too strong a hold 
upou your heart. May we.through His grace walk righteously 

c 2 
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together in the path in which it hath pleased Him to place us 
side by side !*' 

Charles Mowbray's heart was ever open to every expression 
of kindness; and now, softened by sorrow, and warmed by a 
feeling of the purest piety, he returned the friendly pressure 
with interest, and then, taking his poor mother’s arm within 
his own, led the way to the chamber of death. 

The mourning family knelt beside the cjoffin, and listened 
with suppressed sobs to an extempore prayer, by no means ill 
suited to the occasion, though it was not, as poor Charles had 
expected, chosen from among the many solemn and beautiful 
orisons which the Church has furnished or which the Scrip¬ 
tures might supply for such an hour of need, liut he was 
not disposed at this moment to cavil at any words calculated 
to raise his thoughts and those of the beings he most fondly 
loved to that Power which had hitherto blessed their exist¬ 
ence, and from whence alone they could hope ’for support 
under the affliction with which He had novr visited then». 
Fervently and earnestly he prayed for them and for himself ; 
and when he rose from his knees and again pressctf his sufler- 
ing mother to his heart, it was with a feeling of renovated 
hope and confidence in the future protection of Heaven which 
nothing but prayer uttered with genuine piety can give. 

Mr. Cartwright did not take his leave till he had spoken m 
individual blessing to each of them, w'hich was aceonjpanied 
by a pressure of the hand that seemed to express more sym¬ 
pathy in what each felt than any words could have done. 

Young Mowbray then retired with him to arrange every¬ 
thing respecting the ceremony which was to take place on the 
morrow. His mother expressed a wish to lie dow’n for an 
hour ; and the three girls, after attending her to her room, 
carefully shutting out the light in the hope that she might 
sleep, and each one bidding her do so, with a fond caress, 
retreated to the dressing-room of Helen, when their conversa¬ 
tion naturally turned on Mr. Cartwright. 

This gentleman bad taken possession of the little living of 
Wrexhill only one month before the death of his most dis¬ 
tinguished parishioner. During the week which followed his 
first performance of duty in the church, the family at the 
Park made a visit at the Vicarage: for though Mr. Cart¬ 
wright was a widower, he had •a daughter nearly twenty 
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years of age, who, as mistress of her father’s house, was of 
course visited by the ladies. When this visit was returned, 
the Mowbray family were all absent ; and during the short 
interval which followed before the day on which young 
Mowbray came of age, the preparations for the fete by which 
this event was to be celebrated had prevented Mr. Cartwright 
and his family from receiving any other invitation than that 
which requested their attendance at it. This having been 
declined, he w^as as nearly as possible a personal stranger to 
the whole Mowbray family. 

“ What exquisite benevolence his countenance expresses !" 
exclaimed Fanny : 1 never saw eyes so full of gentleness.” 

His eyes are remarkably handsome,” replied Rosalind ; 

but I am not quite sure that I like him.” 

The moments vre passed with him were moments of 
agony/' said Helen : it wouhl hardly be fair to pronounce 
any judgment upon him from such an interview.” 

Perhaps you are right, dear Helen, and I will endeavour 
to suspend mine/’ replied Rosalind. But at least I may 
venture to*remark that he is a very young-looking father for 
the full-growm son and daughter we have seen.” 

I do not think he can be their father,” observed Fanny. 

Perhaps he is only the husband of their mother ?. 

Don’t you think that is most likely, Helen ? ” 

I don’t know, dear,” answered Helen: 1 believe I 

hardly saw him.” 

“ 1 really doubt if you did, my poor Helen,” said Rosa¬ 
lind ; but if he speak sooth, he could not say the same of 
us. If the revcrciul gentleman be given to sketching of por¬ 
traits, he might, I think, j)roduce a good likeness of either 
of us, for, like Hamlet when he looked at Ophelia, * he fell 
to such perusal of our faces, as he would draw them ’ . . . . 1 
do not tliink 1 shall like this Mr. Cartwright . ... I do not 
mean now, Helen; I speak only of what 1 think I shall do 
when I know more of him.” 

Do you call that suspending your judgment, Rosalind?’’ 
said Helen with a feeble smile. 

‘‘ Well, then, do not try to make a hypocrite of me, dear¬ 
est: it will never answer : Wisdom is of too slow a grow'th 
for my little unprofitable hotbed of an intellect, which forces 
every thought to run up to full growth, lanky and valueless, 
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as soon as it is sown. But by-and-by you sliall transplant 
some of my notions, Helen, into the fine natural soil of your 
brain ; and then, if they flourish, we shall see what they are 
really worth.” 

For all reply, the pale Helen shook her head, as one who 
knows not well what has been said to him ; and the qonver- 
sation languished and, dropped, as every other had done since 
the blow had fallen which had levelled her young and joyous 
spirit to the dust 


CHAPTER IV. 

THE WILL. 

The day w'hich saw the honoured remains of Mr. Mowbray 
committed to the tomb was one of dreadful suff'erhig to his 
family, and to none more than to his son, who wdtli a heart 
swelling with the most genuine grief, was obligeil to assume 
the garb of ceremony, and do the now gloomy honours of 
the mansion to many of the same friends and neighbours 
•who had so recently received tlie joyous greeting of his 
father. Most thankful was he for the relief wdiich followed the 
departure of the last of those who came to do honour to these 
splendid obsequies; and most soothing was it to his wounded 
and tveary spirits to fi!id Iiimsclf once more surrounded only 
by those who could read in a look all he wished to exj)ress, 
and who required no welcome to share in the sorrow: of that 
bitter day. 

But, like all other periods of human life, whether marked 
by sorrow^ or by joy, it passed away with as even and justly- 
measured a pace as if no event distinguished it from its 
fellow days; and then, by slow but sure degrees, the little 
trifling ordinary routine of daily circumstance came with its 
invisible and unnoticed magic, to efface, or at least to weaken, 
feelings which seemed to have been impressed by the stamp of 
burning iron on their souls. 

Charles Mowbray had not yettaljen his degree, and wishing 
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to do fio as soon as possible^ he was anxious to return to 
Christ Church without delay; but his father’s will had not 
yet been opened, andj, at the request of his mother, he post¬ 
poned his departure till this could be done. This important 
document was in the hands of Sir Gilbert Harrington, an in¬ 
timate friend and neighbour, who being in London at the time 
of Mr. Mowbray’s death, had been unable to obey the sum¬ 
mons sent to him in time to attend the funeral; but within 
a week after he arrived, and the following morning was fixed 
upon for this necessary business. 

The persons present were Sir Gilbert Harrington, Mr. Cart¬ 
wright, a respectable solicitor from the country town who had 
himself drawn the instrument, and Charles Mowbray. 

It was dated rather more than ten years back, and, after 
the usual preamble, ran thus: 

In order that my children, or any other persons whom it 
may concern, may know the reason and motive of the dis¬ 
position of my property which 1 am about to make, it is 
necessary that 1 should therewith state the manner of my 
marriage with Clara Helena Frances, my dearly-beloved wife. 
Notwithstanding her vast possessions, 1 wooed and married 
her solely because I loved her; and this she had the generosity 
to believe, though 1 was nearly penniless, having nothing hut 
ray true affection and good blood to offer in return for all the 
wealth she brought. For several months she withstood my 
earnest solicitations for an immediate union, because, had she 
married before she became of age, her guardian would have 
insisted upon settlements and restrictions, which w’ould have 
tleprived mt; of all control over lier property ; nor would she 
subse(iuentiy sign any document whatever previous to her 
marriage, thereby rendering me the sole possessor of her for¬ 
tune. \Fiikrefore, to show my sense of this unparalleled 
confidence and generosity, 1 hereby make her the sole inheri¬ 
trix of all I possess, to be ultimately disposed of according 
wholly and solely to her own own will and pleasure.” . . . - 
And then followed, w’ith every necessary and unnecessary 
technicality of the law, such a disposition of his property as 
left liis children entirely dependent on their mother both for 
their present and future subsistence. 

That this will was very different from anything that Charles 
Mowbray expected, is most certain, and there might per- 

c 4 
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haps have been some slight feeling of disappointment at 
finding himself dependent even upon his mother; but if such 
there were, it was not sufficiently strong to prevent liis doing 
justice to the noble feeling which had led to it; and, in truth 
he felt so certain of the fond affection of his mother, that not 
a shadow of fear either for his own interest or that of his 
sisters crossed his mind. 

The lawyer who read aloud the deed he had penned, had 
of course no observation to make upon it, and Mr. (jartwright 
only remarked that it was a proof of very devoted love and 
confidence. 

Of the small party present at this lecture, Sir Gilbert Har¬ 
rington was the only one who testified any strong emotion 
respecting it; and his displeasure and vexation were expressed 
in no very measured terms. His warmth was at length 
checked, not because he had uttered all he Iiad to say, but 
because he met the eye of Mr. f'artwright fixed upon him 
with a sort of scrutiny that w^as unpleasing to his feelings. 
He therefore stopped short in the philippic he was pouring 
forth upon the infernal folly of a man’s acting in matters of 
importance without consulting his friends, and taking the arrti 
of Charles, walked througli tlie hall into the grounds without 
appearing to remember that as he was left joint executor with 
Mrs. Mowbray to the will, it might be expectetl that he 
should make some notification of its contents to her before he 
left the house. 

“Shall we not speak to my mother, Sir Gilbert?” said 
Mowbray, endeavouring to restrain the eager step of the 
Baronet as he was passing through the hall-door. 

“ No, sir,” was the laconic reply ; and on he stalked with 
a more rapid step than before. 

The conversation which passed between them during the 
hour which intervened before Sir Gilbert clambered up to his 
saddle and galloped off, was made up of something hetw'een 
lamentation and anathema on his side, and the most earnest 
assurances that no mischief could ensue from his fatlier's will 
on the part of Charles. The testy old gentleman could not, 
however, be wrought upon to see the widow, who, as he said, 
must have used most cursed cunning in obtaining such a will; 
of which, however, poor lady, she was as innocent as the babe 
unborn ; and he at length left the Bark, positive that he should 
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have a fit of the gout, and that the widow Mowbray would 
marry within a year. 

As soon as he had got rid of his warm-hearted but passion¬ 
ate old friend, Mowbray hastened to repair the neglect he bad 
been forced into committing, and sought his mother in the 
drawing-room. But she was no longer there. 

The room, indeed, appeared to be wholly untenanted, and 
he w'as on the point of leaving it to seek his mother elsewhere, 
when he perceived that Miss Torrington was seated at the 
most distant corner of it, ahnost concealed by the folds of the 
fartliest window-curtain. 

‘^Rosalind I” .... he exclaimed, '^are you hid there.'* 
.... Where are all the rest ? and how come you to be left 
alone ?” 

I am left alone, Mr. Mowbray .... because I wished it. 
Helen and Fanny are with your mother, I believe, in her room.’* 

('harles wished to see them all, and to see them together, 
and had almost turned to go ; but there W'as something in the 
look and manner of Rosalind that puzzled him, and going up 
to her, he‘said kindly, Is anything the matter, Rosalind? 
You look as if something had vexed you.’’ 

To his great astonishment she burst into tears, and turning 
from him as if to hide an emotion she could not conquer, she 
said, “ Go, go, Mr. Mowbray—go to your mother—you 
ought to have gone to her instantly,” 

Instantly ? . . . . ‘VYhen ? . . . . What do you mean. 
Miss Torrington ?” 

Miss Torrington means, Mr. Mow'bray, that it would in 
every way have been more proper for you to have announced 
to your mother yourself the strange will it has pleased your 
father to leave, instead of sending a stranger to do it.” 

“Who then has told her of it, Rosalind? Was it die 
lawyer? was it Mr. Humphries?” 

“No sir—it was Mr. Cartwright.” 

“ But why should you be displeased with me for this, dear 
Rosalind ? Sir Gilbert led me out of the library by force, 
and would not let me go to my mother, as I wished to do, 
and 1 have but this instant got rid of him ; but 1 did not 
commission either Mr. Cartwright or any one else to make a 
communication to her which I was particularly desirous of 
making myself.” 
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You did not send Mr. Cartwright to her ?’* said Rosalind 
colouring, and looking earnestly in his face. 

** No, indeed I did not. Did he say I had sent him ?” 

How very strange it is,’* she replied after a moment’s 
consideration, that I should be perfectly unable to say 
whether he did or did not! 1 certainly do not remem^r that 
he explicitly said ' Madam, your son has sent me here 
but this I do remember—that somehow or other 1 under¬ 
stood that you had done so.” 

“ And how did he announce to my mother that she .... 
1 mean, how did he communicate to her the purport of my 
father’s will } ” 

“ Charles Mowbray ! ” exclaimed Rosalind passionately, 
clenching her small hands and stamping her little foot upon 
the ground—‘‘ I may be a very, very wicked girl: 1 know I 
am wilful, headstrong, obstinate, and vain ; and call me also 
dark-minded, suspicious, what you w’ill; but I (to hate that 
man.” 

Hate whom, Rosalindsaid Charles, inexpressibly 
astonished at her vehemence. What is it you mean ? . . . . 
Is it Mr. Cartwright, our good friendly clergyman, that you 
hate so bitterly ? ” 

Go to your mother, Mr. Mowbray. 1 am little more 
than seventeen years old, and have always been considered 
less instructed, and therefore sillier of course than was to be 
expected even from my age and sex ; then will it not be 
worse than w’aste of time to inquire W'hat 1 mean — esj)ecla!ly 
when I confess, as 1 am bound to do, that 1 do not well 
know myself ? . . . . Go to your mother, Charles, and let 
her know exactly all you feel. You, at least, have no cause 
to hide your faults.” 

1 will go — hut 1 wish I knew what has so strangely 
moved you.” 

‘'^Ask your sisters — they saw and heard all that I did ; 
at least, they were present here, as J w'as ; — ask them, ex¬ 
amine them, but ask me nothing; for I do l)elieve, Charles, 
that I am less to be depended on than any other person in 
the w'orld.” 

And why so, my dear Rosalind replied Mowbray, 
almost laughing. Do you mean that you tell fibs against 
your will 
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Yes . . . .1 believe so. At least, I feel strangely 
tempted to say a great deal more than I positively know 
to be true; and that is very much like telling fibs, I 
believe.’' 

Well, Rosalind, I will go, for you grow more mysterious 
every moment; only, remember that I should greatly like 
to know all the thoughts that come into that strange little 
head of yours. Will you promise that I shall ?” 

No, ” was the ungracious reply; and turning away, she 
left the room by a door that led into a conservatory. 

On entering his mother’s dressing-room, Mowbray found 
her seated between her two daughters, and holding a hand 
of each. 

She looked up as he entered ; the traces of tears were on 
her cheeks, and her eyes rested on him with an expression of 
melancholy reproach such as he had never read in them 
iHjfore. 

JMy dear, dear mother !” he exclaimed as he approached 
her, “ has my absence then vexed you so grievously ? . 

1 could not ‘help it, mother ; Sir Gilbert literally made me 
his prisoner.” 

“ Sir Gill)ert, Charles, might have shown more respect to 
the memory of the friend he has lost, than by keeping his 
son to listen to bis own wild invectives against the wife that 
friend so loved and trusted.” 

“ ’l\’‘hoevcr has repeated to you the hasty expressions of 
Sir Gilbert, my dear mother, in such a manner as to leave a 
painful impression on your mind against him, has not acted 
well. You know his temper, but you know' his heart also; 
and I should not have thought that it could have been in the 
power of any one to make you doubt the real friendship of 
Sir tiilbert for us all.” 

Surely, Charles, it was no symptom of friendship to me, 
to say that your dear father had made an accursed will! ” 

(lood heavens! . . . , what a strange misrepresentation, 
mother ! . . , . and all hanging, as it should seem, upon 
one little syllable ! . . . . Our friend, as you well know, 
is what Rosalind calls a manish man; he denies the supre¬ 
macy of woman, and might, and I verily believe did say, 
that a will which vested power in her must be a cursed will. 
But we know too w’ell his long-licensed coarseness of expres- 
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sion to greatly marvel at that; hut for the solemn and most 
awful word ac-cursed, believe me^ mother, he never said it.'* 

It matters little, my dear son, what particular words of 
abuse Sir Gilbert uttered against me, provided that your 
heart did not echo them.” 

Mother ! dearest mother !” cried Helen, rising and going 
towards her brother, who seemed petrified at the Mrords he 
heard, how for a single moment could you believe that 
Charles’s heart could echo auy word that spoke not honour 
and love towards you ! ” 

‘^He might have been mistaken, Helen,” replied her 
mother with a heavy sigh : ‘‘ Charles could not indeed sus¬ 
pect that the mother his dear father so fully trusted should 
prove unworthy of the trust. — But let us quit this painful 
theme ; and believe me, my children, that the first wish of 
my heart is to prove myself worthy of his trust and your 
love." 

Such words are just what we might expect to hear from 
you, mother,” said Mowbray, were any profession from you 
to us necessary ; but I -would gladly forget that you have ever 
thought such an assurance calletl for.” 

He bent dowm and kissed her fervently ; and then making 
a sign to Helen, who seemed about to follow him, that she 
should remain where she was, he walked out for a couple of 
hours among the darkest thickets he could find, with more of 
melancholy feeling than had ever before rested on his spirits. 


CHArXEll V. 

THE ABISTOCBACY OP WREXUILI^ 

There was no longer any thing to prevent (diaries Mow¬ 
bray’s return to Oxford, and the following day the time of 
his departure was canvassed, and at length fixed for the early 
part of the following week. During the few days that inter¬ 
vened, Mrs. Mowbray seemed quite to have forgotten their 
painful conversation respecting the will; she resumed all her 
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former confiding tenderness of manner, and told him before 
they parted, that henceforward his liberal allowance would be 
doubled. 

The day preceding his departure was Sunday, and for the 
first time since their heavy loss the whole family appeared at 
church. They had all dreaded the moment of reappearing 
before the eyes of the little village world, and of thus giving 
public notice, as it were, that they no longer required to be 
left to mourn in secret: but this painful ceremony came, and 
was endured, like tliose that had preceded it; and poor Helen, 
as she laid her head upon her pillow, exclaimed, What is 
there that we could not bear, and live.” 

The sad parting of the next morning having also passed 
over them, they at once, and by necessity, fell into the mode 
of life which they were hereafter to pursue. But dreary and 
heavy was the change that had fallen on them, and it was long 
ere the mere ‘act of assembling for their daily meals ceased to 
be a source of suffering — for fearful was the blank left by the 
absence of the kind, the gentle, the beloved, the venerated 
being, w^hosb voice was used to speak a blessing and a welcome 
over every repast. But our natures seize with avidity the 
healing balm which time and occupation offer: much variety 
of disposition was, however, manifested in the manner in 
which each one of the family sought the consolation they 
needed. 

Mrs. Mowbray became evidently, though perhaps uncon¬ 
sciously, better both in health and spirits from the time that 
her neighbours, according to their different ranks, resumed their 
visits of friendship, civility, and respect. She had testified 
outwardly, excepting to such an eye as Rosalind’s, more intense 
suffering than any other member of the family. Nor was this 
in the smallest degree the result of aff'ectation : she felt all, and 
more than all, that she had ever expressed, and would gladly, 
for the sake of her poor children, have concealed a part of it, 
had the fibre of her character permitted her doing so. But she 
was demonstrative by nature : with great softness and sweet¬ 
ness of temper, was joined that species of weakness wliich is 
often said to be the most attractive feature in the female cha¬ 
racter;—a weakness that induced her to seize gladly and 
gratefully any hand extended to lead her, and which, while it 
made her distrust herself, gave most sovereign sway and mas- 
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terdom to any one ready and willing to supply the strength 
and decision of purpose which she wanted. 

Many female philippics have been^enned, 1 believe, against 
that manly passion for superiority which leads our masters to 
covet in a companion chosen for life the temper of mind here 
described; but I am tempted to think that this longing to pos¬ 
sess a being that wants protection, far from demonstrating a 
disposition prone to tyranny, shows a nature disposed to love 
and to cherish, in a manner perfectly accordant to the most 
perfect heau ideal of married life. But, on the other hand, 
there may perhaps be more of fondness than judgment in those 
who make such mallability of mind their first requisite in a 
choice so awfully important. 

Mrs. Mowbray, however, had a thousand good qualities to 
justify the devoted affection of her husband. Generous, un¬ 
suspicious, and confiding, she was almost as incapable of 
doubting the goodness of others, as of deserving* such doubts 
herself. Though heiress to immense property, no feeling in 
the slightest degree approaching to pride had even for a sirigle 
instant swelled her heart; and though good, beautiful, and 
accomplished, her estin)ate of herself was lower than that 
formed of her by any other human being. Her heart was 
now more than ever opened to every expression of sympathy 
and kindness, and she experienced the most salutary effects 
from admitting those w'ho uttered such, yet she w'as still a 
mourner in her very heart and soul; and there were moments 
in which she felt so bitterly that all her youthful affections 
were buried, and every hope of earthly happiness past, that 
the fair young faces of the three affectionate girls who were 
ready to devote themselves to her seemed too bright arul l)eau- 
tiful to be kept within the influence of her meiancholy, and 
she often sent them from her to their music-room, their flower- 
gardens, or the Park, with a sort of feverish anxiety, lest their 
youth and health should be sacrificed to their affection for her. 

Helen had all the tenderness with none of the weakness of 
her mother’s character. She soon ceaK?d to speak of her father, 
except occasionally, when walking or sitting quite alone with 
Rosalind, when sheltering boughs or thickening twilight might 
conceal the working features of her face even from her. At 
such a moment, if some kind caress from her young companion 
touched unawares the feelings over which she unceasingly kept 
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guard, as if they were a secret treasure too precious to be ex¬ 
posed to vulgar eyes, she would from time to time give way to 
the sacred pleasure of discoursing on the character of tlie father 
she had lost. 

But she had resumed all her former occupations, and added 
to them the far from unplcasing task of imparting to Rosalind 
much that had either been ill taught or altogether neglected in 
her early education. This, as well as their daily-increasing 
aflection for each other, kept them much together, without any 
blameable desertion either of Mrs. Mowbray or Fanny : for the 
former was really wretched if she thought they confined them¬ 
selves too much to her drawing-room and herself ; and the 
latter was hourly becoming more devoted to solitary study, and 
to speculations too poetical and sublime to be shared by any 
one less romantic and imaginative than herself. 

The tieighbourhood was not a large one: Mowbray Park, 
and the estate attached to it, stretched itself so far in all direc¬ 
tions, tliat Oakley, the residence of Sir Gilbert Harrington, the 
jiearest landed proprietor, w’as at the distance of more than a 
mile. The.little village of Wrexhill, however, had one or two 
pretty houses in it, inhabited by ladies and gentlemen of mo¬ 
derate but independent fortune, with whom the family at the 
Park associated on terms of intimacy. 

Among these, the late Vicar and his family had been the 
decided favourites of the whole race of Mowbravs,—and most 
deservedly so; for the father was a man of piety, learning, 
and most amiable deportment; his wife, a being whose temi>er, 
to say nothing of sundry other good qualities, had made her 
the idol of the whole parish ; and his two sons and two daugh¬ 
ters, just such sons and daughters as such parents deserved to 
have. But, as Gregory Dobbs, the old parish clerk, observed, 
after officiating at the funeral of Mr. Mowbray, Death seemed 
to have taken a spite against the village of Wrexhill, for within 
one short month he had mowed down and swept away the two • 
best and most powerful men in the parish, and ’twas no easy 
matter to say how long the inhabitants might be likely to wear 
mourning.*' 

The dispersion and departure of the good Vicar’s family was 
an additional misfortune that his pari^ioners had not looked 
for. The living, more valuable for its pleasant house and 
pretty glebe than for its revenue, was in the gift of one who 
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through life had been, not in appearance or profession only, but in 
most true sincerity, the attached friend of the late incumbent; 
and Edward Wallace, his eldest son, was bred to the church with 
the express understanding that the next presentation should be 
his. With this persuasion, the young man’s first act on the 
death of his father was to tell his mother and sisters that they 
should continue to inhabit the home they had so long loved. 
But this arrangement was speedily overthrown; for in reply 
to the letter which announced the death of his father to Sir J. 
C. Blackhouse, the patron of the living, he received the fol¬ 
lowing answer: 

My dear Fellow, 

As the devil would have it, I am now a cabinet mini¬ 
ster, and I no more dare give the living to your Tory father’s 
son, than I dare blow up Westminster Hall, or pull the Lord 
Chancellor’s nose in public. I do assure you I atm very sorry 
for this, for I believe you are likely to be as good a man as 
your excellent father, who, when he was my tutor, had cer¬ 
tainly no notion that I should turn out such a first-rate Radi¬ 
cal. However, there is no resisting destiny; and so here I 
am, just going to give my pretty little living to some Reverend 
Mr. Somebody tliat 1 don’t care a straw about, because my 
Lord M-t— says, that though a bit of a saint, he is a capital 
clerical Whig. I wish, E<lward, you’d try to forget all the 
fusty old nonsense about Church and State,—upon my life I 
do. By-gones are by-gones, my dear fellow; and if you 
could get up a clever pamphlet on the l^ithe Laws, or on the 
Protestant affinities to the Church of Rome, or anything else 
with a good rich vein of whiggery running through it, 1 really 
think I might still be able to do something for you. Ho think 
of this, and believe me. 

My dear fellow, 

“ Very affectionately. 

Your friend, 

J. C. Blackhouse.” 

This most unlooked-for disappointment of course banished 
the Wallace family from Wrexhill; and the regret their 
departure left was so general, that it would be hardly saying 
too much to declare that no interference of the Whig govern- 
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mentj however personal or tyrannical, ever produced a stronger 
sensation of disgust in the circle to which its influence ex¬ 
tended tlian this. 

It was greatly owing to the influence of Mr. Mowbray, that 
Mr. Cartwright, his son and daughter, were visited by the 
neighbourhood on their arrival; but the obvious injustice and 
impropriety of treating with indignity and disrespect the 
clergyman who was placed among them, solely because they 
would have preferred one of their owm choosing, had led the 
benevolent owner of “ the great house ” to banish the painful 
feelings to which this unpoi)ular appointment had given rise, 
and before he died, he had the satisfaction of knowing that 
those who looked up to him as authority had followed his 
example, and that the new Vicar had lieen called upon by all 
the visiting families of AV^rexhill. 

The handsomest house in the village was inhabited by a 
widow lady -still young enough to be called handsome, an<l 
living with sufficient show to be supposed rich. She played a 
little, sang a little, sketched a little, and talked and dressed a 
great deal.* Some ptople declared that when she was young, 
her complexion must have been as beautiful as that of Miss 
Fanny Mowbray: but these were only the young farmers, 
who did not know rouge when they saw it. This lady, whose 
name was Simpson, had one little girl, a pretty little creature 
of eight years old, who w^as sometimes petted and played with 
till she w-as completely spuiletl, and sometimes left in the 
nursery for days together, while her mamma was absorbed in 
the perusal of a new novel or the fabrication of a new dress. 

At the next turn of the village street was the entrance to a 
little place of much less pretension, but infinitely prettier, and 
in better taste: this also w'as tenanted by .a fair widow, who, 
had she not been surrounded by three daughters, all taller 
than herself, might have passed for being as young and as 
handsome as Mrs. Simpson. She was, however, as little like 
her as possible in every other respect, being subject to m> 
caprice, remarkably simple in her (Iress, and her hair and her 
cheeks always remaining of the colour that pleased God. 
This lady had been early left a widow by the gallant and 
unfortunate Colonel Richards, who lost a life in a skirmish 
with the native troops of India which might have done 
honour to his country in^ a nobler field. WJiat his young 
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widow endured in returning from a remote part of the country 
to Madras, with her three infants and very little means, had 
doubtless contributed, with the good gifts born with her, to 
make her what she was; for there was a firmness and 
strength of mind enveloped in her miniature frame, which 
seemed as if her brave husband had bequeathed to her the 
legacy of his dauntless spirit to sustain her under* all the 
privations and misery his early death left her to encounter 
alone. 

The character of her three girls will be easily understood 
hereafter. 

Mrs. Richards’s cottage w'as the only residence in Wrcxhill 
except the Vicar’s that did not open upon the village street, so 
that she had no immediate neighbour; but close to the corner 
of the pretty field that fronted her dwelling and fed her cow, 
lived a bachelor half-pay officer, who among many other ex¬ 
cellent qualities possessed one which made him |we-cniinently 
interesting in her eyes;—he had known Colonel Richards 
well, and less than half the reverence he felt for his memory 
has often sufficed to enrich the church of Rome with a saint. 
It was not Major Dalrymple’s fault if the widow* of his 
umqwhiie commanding officer had not long ago exchanged 
her comparative poverty for his very comfortable indepen¬ 
dence ; and considering that he was five years younger than 
the lady, w*as the presumptive heir to a noble Scotch cousin 
who was thought consumptive, played the flute exquisitely, 
and W'as moreover a tall and gentlemanly figure, W'ith no 
other fault imputed to him than a somewhat obstinate per¬ 
tinacity of attachment to herself, many ])eople both in and 
out of Wrexhill wondered at her obduracy, especially as she 
had never been heard to say, even by her most intimate 
friends, that her heart was buried in the grave of her dear 
Richards.” 

The remaining aristocracy of Wrexhill need hardly be 
enumerated, as they will not make any very considerable 
figure in the following pages. But there was an attorney, an 
apothecary, and a schoolmaster. The latter, indeed, was an 
excellent person, of whom we may hear more in the sequel ; 
but a catalogue raisonn^ of names makes but a dull chapter. 
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chaptp:r VI. 

THE PRINCIPAL PERSON IN THE VILLAGE.-THE VICAr’s 

FAMILY. 

Two tlays after the Mowbray family appeared at church, 
the village gentry began to ofler their visits of condolence, 
which, happily however for the tranquillity of the per¬ 
sons chiefly concerned, were performed in the improved 
manner of motlern times ; that is to say, every allusion to 
the recent event lieing by all but their intimate friends 
most cautiously avoided by all parties. 

The first }»ersou who entered the drawing-room was 
]\Irs. Simpson. On all occasions, indeed, this lady exerted 
herself to sustain the position of “ the principal person in 
the village.” She seldom gave an order for the fly,” which, 
w'eak as were its own springs, was, in truth, the main-spring 
of all the rural visitings ; she seldom ordered this indis- 
])ensable commodity without ad<ling to her instructions, 
“ Pray he punctual, Mr. Sims, — I say this for your sake as 
well as my own; for if the principal person in the village is 
made to wait, you may depend upon it an opposition will 
he started immediately, and in that case, you know, I 
shouhl be obliged to give it my patronage.” In like man¬ 
ner, the butcher and baker in the village, the ruddy-faced 
milkman out of it, the shoemaker, the dressmaker, the car¬ 
penter, the glazier, the tlealer in small wares and all 
wares, were severally and collectively given to understand 
that Mrs. Simpson, as the principal person in the village, had 
a right to expect the first-fruits of their civility, attention, 
industry, and general stock-in-trade. 

Her entrance into the presence of Mrs. Mowbray was as 
pregnant with sentiment and sympathy as the degree of 
intimacy to which she was admitted would permit. The 
hand-shaking was performed with a little pressure and a 
little sigh ; every pause in the conversation was made to 
speak volumes by the sad tone in which the next sentence 
was spoken : in short, if the minds of Mrs. Mowbray, her 
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eldest daughter, and her ward, who kindly volunteered to 
sustain this ordeal with her, had not been fully occupie<l by 
the recent event, almost every w'ord, look, and gesture of the 
principal person of Wrexhill were calculated to recall it. 

Mrs. Simpson was accompanied by her pretty little girl, 
flowered and furbelowed into as near a resemblance to a 
bantam chicken as it w^as possible for a pretty little girl to 
take. 

The distance from the village to the Park was almost too 
great for so young a child to walk, and the poor little thing 
looked heated, cross, and weary; but her mamma declared 
that a ramble through those delicious fields was the greatest 
treat in the w'orld. I trust in Heaven,” she continued, 
using her near-sighted eye-glass to look at a drawing which lay 
on the table, “ that Mimirna” (her abbreviation of Jemima) 
win have my taste for sketching — I like to take her out 
with me, dear }»et, she enjoys it so! but at this lovely season 
it is the most difficult thing in the worljl not to sketch as 
one goes. Indeed, when the mind is pre-occupied” — (a 
sigh) — “ every object, however” — (a pause) -— I beg 
your pardon, but it is so difficult — ” 

“ C’ome to me, Jemima,” said Helen, holding out her hand, 
and let me take your bonnet off.” 

The child put up her shoulder, and pressed with distress¬ 
ing closeness upon the delicate lilac of her mother’s new’ silk 
dress. 

“ It is such a shy puss!” said Mrs. Simpson ; “ I often 
think what would become of her”—(a sigh). I Ijeg your 

pardon—but sad thoughts will press—” 

Little girl, do you love eau de Cologne ?” said Rosalind, 
taking a bottle from the tjible and holding it towards her. 

Either the look, the accent, or the action of Rosalind had 
attraction sufficient to draw’ the child towards her ; wlien 
she good-humouredly relieved the glowing cheeks from the 
stifling encumbrance of a very close pink bonnet and thick 
green veil, and then copiously bedew’ed the pretty head with 
the fragrant and refreshing water. 
l>o you like it, dear ? ” 

Yes, very much ; do it again ! again !” said the child, 
laughing aloud. 

Mimirna ! —what did I tell'you, dear ! Alas ! —young 
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heads — I beg your pardon—"(a sigh). You are too 
good ! — I fear you will spoil her. Miss Torrington.” 

I am only trying to cool her a little, ma’am; she looks 
quite in a fever.” 

‘‘ She has sported along before me like a little fawn ! I 
brought ray maid and the man servant, as 1 thought they 
might tarry her bettveen them if she vras tired ; but she 
would not hear of it — the step of childhood is so elastic ! — 
Alas ! — I beg your pardon ! —” 

Don’t you like to ride a~eitshiori, Miss Jemima ?” said 
Rosalind, struck by the idea of the maid and the man carrying 
the young lady between them. 

“ What is that ?” inquired the cliild. 

Rosalind laughed a little, and coloured a little, at being 
obliged to explain herself; hut making the best of it, she took 
Miraima’s little hands and interlaced them with her own, after 
the most approved manner of preparing to treat somebody with 
riding a~(yut(hion. 

No persons resent ridicule so much as those who are perpe¬ 
tually exposing themselves to it. Mrs. Simpson out-glowed 
her rouge as she said, “ I did not mean, Miss Torrington, that 
my servants were to carry the child together, — I really won¬ 
der such a very droll idea.— 1 beg your pardon—but at such 
a time—” 

Miss Torrington looked at her for a moment, and then rose 
and left the room. 

Mrs. Simpson saw that she had offended the heiress, and 
from that moment conceived towards her one of those little 
feminine antipathies, which if they donotas often lead to daggers 
and bowls in the higher ranks of society as to black eyes and 
broken noses in the lower, are nevertheless seldom quite in¬ 
noxious. 

'I'he conversation now began to languish, for the principal 
person in Wrexbill was decidedly out of humour, and Helen 
was painfully seeking for what she was to say next, w'hen the 
door was thrown open, and Mr. and Miss f'arttvright, and 
Mr. Jacob Cartwright, were announced. 

No sudden and unexpected burst of sunshine ever produced 
a greater change in the aspect of a watery landscape, than the 
entrance of this party on the countenance of the handsome 
widow. Had Rosalind bc^n present, she would have found 
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some amusement, or at least some occupation, in scekinj? to 
discover whether it were the father or son who possessed this 
vivifying power. To the pale, hollow-eyed daughter she 
would certainly have attributed no such influence. But as 
we have not her help to decide the doubt, we must leave the 
matter to the slower hand of time. 

Mr. Jacob Cartwright was a tall, straight, young m’an, but 
as yet a little inclining to that line of contour, which can only 
be described by tlie expressive word lanky. Neither was his 
hair handsome, for, designated as ‘Might” by his ])articular 
friends and admirers, it was called “ sandy ” by the rest of the 
world. But the young gentleman had a flnely-fornicd mouth, 
witla a very beautiful set of teeth, anti a large clear light blue 
eye, which many ])ersons declared to be beautiful. 

This young man w’as said to resemble greatly the mother he 
had lost : to his father he was certainly as unlike as possible. 
Mr. CartW'right, though somewhat above the midtile height, 
was shorter than his son, and his person incomparably better 
built; his features were very regularly handsome, and the 
habitual expression of his countenance gentle and attractive. 
His eyes were large, dark, and very beautifully formed, and bis 
hair and beard as black as those of a Spaniard, save here anti 
there a silver line wdiicli about the temples began to mix itself 
wdth the sable. His mouth and teeth ])erhnps uiight have 
been said to resemble those of his son, had not the expression 
]K*en so different. In the son these constituted merely a well- 
formed feature ; to the father they seemed to give a power 
when he spoke that might w’ork wonders cither for good or 
evil. 

Henrietta Cartw'right resembled neither of them : of the two, 
she would have been said to be most like her father, because 
her hair and eyes were dark ; but the form of the head and 
face, and above all, the cynic expression of the mouth, were in 
perfect contrast to his. Like her brother she was extremely 
thin ; hut she was not proportionably tall, and in her this as¬ 
cetic form seemed rather the result of ill health than of make. 
She was moreover deadly pale, and seldom spoke in general 
society if she could possibly avoid it. 

Mrs. Mowbray received all the party with cordial kindness. 
In Helen's manner there was a sliade of coldness, especially 
to the father, whose offered hand she did not appear to see ; 
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but the whole trio shared the affectionate greetings of Mrs. 
Simpson. 

Ilow irri/ lucky 1 am to meet you ! Such a dismal long 
walk, all alone!—but now we can return together. How 
are you, my dear Miss Henrietta ? has your beadach left you ? 

— No ? — ()1», how I grieve to see you suffer so ! I need not 
inquire* for you, Mr. Jacob—what a picture of youth and 
activity you are ! Mirairna, come here. Don’t you remember 
your friend ? —don't you remember Mr. Jacob Cartwright ? 

— Ah ! I thought you could not forget him ! You would 
not be your mother's child, dearest, if you could ever forget 
kindness.” 

In her address to the elder gentleman there seemed to he a 
little more caution in the exi)ression of her affectionate feel¬ 
ings ; but she looked at him, and she listened to him, and 
more than once repeated what he said, as if to impre.ss the 
precious words on her memory. In sliort, from the moment 
the \’icar and his family entered the room, it was evident the 
ladies of the Park were completely put 

. . “ It) 1)0)1 calej” 

and this, considering the undeviating respect which through 
life Mr.s. Simpson had ever paid to wealth and station, was no 
trifling proof of the sincerity of that friendship which she 
professed for her new friends. 

I hope your youngest daughter is well, and Miss Torring- 
ton also ? ” said Mr. Cartwriglit. 

Quite well, thank you. Helen, do you know w'bere your 
.sister is ? " 

In the library, I believe, mamma.” 

Miss Cartwright, would you not like some refreshment? 
.... Do ring the bell, Helen. 1 am sure, Mrs. Simpson, 
you ought to take some wine-and-water after your long walk.” 

It was not difficult to see that this civility was the result 
of a strong and painful effort on the part of Mrs. Mowrbray, 
and Helen was provoked with the whole party for not declin¬ 
ing it ; but no choice was left her—the bell was rung, and 
the tray arrived. One comfort she had, and that no trifling 
one : neither herself nor her mother had any further occasion 
to seek subjects of conversation; ISlrs. Simpson took the 
whole of this troublesomesi business upon herself, and for the 

i> 4 
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period that the luncheon lasted was so completely engaged in 
eating and talking, that she had not time for a single sigh. 
The two gentlemen and the little girl were very nearly as 
busily employed as herself; but Miss Cartwright sat silently 
apart, and a feeling as nearly allied perhaps to curiosity as 
politeness, induced Helen to change her place and seat herself 
near her. 

Will you not take some refreshment. Miss Cartwright ? 
.... Let me get you some grapes.” 

I thank you — none.” 

Not even a little soda-water and wine ? The morning 
seems unusually warm.^’ 

Nothing, I thank you.” 

Are vou a great walker ?” 

« Yes.” 

This is a charming country for it—-such a beau ful 
variety of lanes and fields.” 

I seldom vary my walk.” 

Indeed ! And what is the favourite spot you have 
chosen ?” 

The ugliest and most gloomy I could find, that I might 
be sure of never meeting any one.” 

Helen was silenced—she had not courage for another 
word, and in order to cover her retreat, moved towards the 
table, and bestowed her attention on the little girl, who, 
totally forgotten by her mamma, was quaffing long draughts 
of wine from a tumbler which Mr. Jacob had been preparing 
for himself, but which he had willingly yielded to her, and 
novr seemed waiting for the inevitable effect of such excess 
with a sort of sly and covert glee that made Helen very angry. 

Your little girl will make herself ill, J am afraid, 
Mrs. Simpson, by the quantity of wine she is taking: J am 
afraid there is no water with it.” 

The lady, who was talking very earnestly in an under tone 
to Mr. Cartw^right, started at this appeal, and with a glance 
of more anger than the age of the child could justify, drew 
her back from the table and made Jier stand at some distance 
from it. 

I really think that it is Mr. Jacob Cartwright who 
should be punished,” said Helen : for he knew a great deal 
more about the matter than the little girl herself.” 
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** Oh no ! . . . .naughty little thing !*'—said the mamma. 

1 am very sorry if 1 have been the occasion of the little 
girl’s doing what was wrong,” said Mr. Jacob slowly and in 
a very gentle tone. I did not think she would have taken 
so much ; and she looked very tired and warm.” 

Mrs. Simpson made some civil answer, and turned to renew 
her conversation with the \'icar; but he was gone. She 
positively started, and looked about her with great interest to 
discover what had become of him. The windows of the 
room opened upon the lawn, and though she had not seen his 
exit, she very naturally guessed that it must have been made 
in that direction. After rising from the table, and making 
one or two unmeaning movements about the room, taking up 
a book and laying it down again without looking at its title, 
examining a vase on the chimney-piece and a rose on the 
fiovver-stand, she gradually drew towards the open window, 
and after pausing for half a minute, walked through it upon 
the grass. 

The little girl trotted after her ; Mr. Jacob followed, pro¬ 
bably hoi»in/S; to sec her stagger about a little; and Helen, 
though sadly vexed at this new device to prolong the tedious 
visit, oouhl flo no less than walk after them. 

The conservatory, drawing-room, and library, formed this 
side of the house, the whole range of windows opening uniformly 
upon the lawn. As Helen stepped out, she perceived that 
the party who had preceded her were entering hy the window 
of the library, {iiul she quickly followed them, thinking it 
probable that Fanny might be startled and vexed at this 
unexi)ectcd interruption, when, as w'as very likely, she might 
be in tlie very act of invoking the ‘‘sacred nine.” 

Upon entering the room, however, she found her sister, to 
her great surprise, conversing earnestly with IMr. Cartwright, 
and appearing to be hardly yet conscious of the presence of 
the others. 

Mrs. Simpson gave a little, almost imperceptible toss of 
the head, at discovering how the gentleman was engaged. 

“ We could not think whither you had vanished, Mr. Cart¬ 
wright,” said she, in her sweetest voice; “ but you really were 
very lucky to ramble in this direction. Miss Fanny ought 
to have her picture taken in this fine room, with all her books 
about her.” 




44^> 


THE VICAR OF WREXHILL. 


While she said this, Mr. Cartwright continued in a whisper 
to finish what he was addressing to Fanny ; and having done 
so, he turned to the party which had followed him, saying, 
The bright verdure of your beautiful lawm, Miss Mowbray, 
tempted me out ; but I hope our intrusion has not disturbed 
your sister ? ” 

Fanny answered eagerly that she was very glad to*see him. 
At that moment Helen chanced to turn her eyes towards the 
window by which they entered ; when she perceived that 
Miss Cartwright had followed them. She was, however, 
more than half concealed by a large orange tree which stood 
in a high square box beside the Avindow ; but her head was 
bent forward to look into the room, and a sneer of such very 
singular expression rested on her lip and in her eye as she 
looked at her father and Fanny, who w'cre still standing close 
together, that Helen remained perfectly still, staring at her. 
In another moment Miss (Cartwright changed the direction of 
her eyes, and encountered those of Helen fixed upon her with 
a look of unconcealed astonishment; but her own did not 
sink before them, and she turned away wnth a smile quite as 
strange and unintelligible as the look she had bestowed on 
Fanny. 

At length this tedious visit was brought to its conclusion ; 
the bonnet of the tipsy and now very pale little girl ivas 
replaced, a number of civil speeches spoken, and the Avholc 
})arty walked off together across the law'u to a gate which 
w'as to take them by a short cut through the Park. 

1 quite envy Mrs. Simpson her walk home ! ” said Fanny. 

I see she has taken Mr. C'artAvright’s arm : 1 really do 
think he is the very handsomest and most agreeable man 1 
ever saiv in my life ! 


CHAPTER VII. 

THE FIRST IMPRESSIONS MADE BY MB. CAUTWRIOIIT.-EETTKR 

FROM LADY IIAKRINOTON. 

The three girls rallied round Mrs. Mowrbray as scon as the 
guests had departed, all kindly anxious to see how she bore 
this first step back into a world so wholly changed for her. 
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She looked pale, and there was an air of languor and 
weariness about her: nevertheless, to the great surprise of 
Helen, she ^expressed herself much pleased by the visit : 

Mr. Cartwright,” said slie, “ appears to me to be one of 
the most amiable men I ever saw ; every tone of his voice 
speaks kindness, and indeed, if he did not speak at all, one 
look of his has more feeling and pity in it than other people 
could express by a volume of words.” 

Do you really think so, mamma?” said Helen eagerly, 
but suddenly stopped herself, aware that in truth she had no 
grounds whatever for the strong feeling of dislike towards 
him of which she w'as conscious. She remembered, too, that 
her father had expressed himself greatly pleased by the 
urbanity of Ids manners, and that the last act of the benign 
indueiice he was wont to exercise on those around him had 
been to conquer the prejudice against him, to which the 
exclusion of the AV'allace family had unjustly given rise. 
Helen remembered all this in a moment; the colour mounted 
to her cheeks, and she was silent. 

llosalind,*too, was silent, at least from words; but her 
eyes could speak as many volumes at a glance as Mr. (’art- 
wright’s, and she fixed them for an instant on Helen with a 
look tliat told her plainly her prejudices against their new 
neighbour, however unreasonable, w'ere fully shared by her. 

Meainvhiie Fanny had throwm her arms round her mother's 
neck in a sort of rapture at hearing her own opinions con¬ 
firmed by such authority. “ Oh, liow true that is, dearest 
tnamma ! ' she exclaimed ; how' exactly I feel the same 
when he speaks to me ! . . . . Such goodness, such gentleness, 
so nmcli superiority, yet so much humility ! Poor dear 
Mr, Wallace tvas an excellent good man, certainly, but no 
more to be compared to Mr. Cartwright than I to Hercules !” 

“ How many times have you seen Mr. Cartwright, Fanny?” 
said Rosalind. 

“ 1 have heard him preach three times,” she replied, 
and they were all the most l)eautiful sermons in the world; 
and 1 have seen and spoken to him four times more.” 

Poor Mr. Wallace 1” said Rosalind. “ It w'as he who 
christened you, Fanny ; and fro«n that time to the hour of his 
death, you seldom passed many days together, I believe, 
without seeing and receiving, affectionate words and kind looks 
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from him : and yet four times speaking to this gentle gentle¬ 
man has driven the memory of ^e poor old man from your 
heart! ” 

' 4 ' 

No, it has not, Rosalind,” replied Fanny, deeply blushing: 

1 am sure I did not say that, did 1, mamma? — But 
my loving and remembering Mr. AVallace all the days of my 
life need not make me dislike everybody else, I suppose ? ” 

** It would be a great misfortune to you if it did, Fanny,” 
said Mrs. Mowbray. 1 am delighted to see, both in you 
and many others, that the violent and most unjustifiable 
prejudice which was conceived against Mr. ('artwright before 
he was seen and known, is giving way l)t*fore his amiable and 
excellent qualities : I have no doubt that he will soon be quite 
as popular in the parish as Mr. Wallace was.” 

“ And Miss Cartwright, mamma?” said Helen ; do you 
think tve shall love her as well as we did Emma M'allace ? ” 

1 know nothing whatever of Miss Cartwright as yet, 
Helen ; she appears very shy, but we must try to give her 
courage, my dear girls, I hope we shall be on terras of as 
great intimacy with our new Clergyman as vrith* our former 
one : it was a sort of association that your dear father ])ar- 
ticularly approved, and that alone is a sufiicient reason for our 
wishing to cultivate it.” 

This allusion was too solemn to admit any light conversa¬ 
tion to follow it. Mrs. Mowbray strolled with Fanny into the 
conservatory, ami Bosalind persuaded Helen that they slmuld 
find the shrubberies infinitely cooler and more agreeable than 
the house. 

But even under the thickest cover that the grounds could 
offer, Helen could not be empted fully to open her heart upon 
the subject of Mr. Cartwright, an indulgence which Rosalind 
certainly expected to obtain when she proposed the w’alk ; but 
the name of her father had acted like a spell on Helen, and all 
that she could be brought positively to advance on the subject 
of the Cartwright family was, that she did not think Miss 
Cartwright was shy. 

Within the next fortnight nearly every one who claimed 
a visiting acquaintance with the Mowbray family, both in the 
village and the neighbourhood round it, had called at the Park. 

“^All the calling is over now,” said Helen, and 1 am 
very glad of it.” 
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“ Every body has been very kind and attentive,” replied her 
mother, “ and next week we must begin to return their calls. 
1 hope nobody will be offended, for some of them must be 
left for many days; the wea theris very hot, and the horses 
must not be overworked.” 

“ I w'onder why that charming little person that I fell in 
love with — the widow, I mean, that lives in the Cottage at 
W rexhill,” said Rosalind, — I w'onder she has not been to 
see you ! She appeared to like you all very much.” 

“ I have thought of tliat two or three times,” replied Helen. 

I think, if they had any of them been ill, we should have 
lieanl it; and yet otherwise I cannot account for such in¬ 
attention.” 

“ It is merely accidental, I am sure,” said Mrs. Mowbray. 

But there is one omission, Helen, that cuts me to tlie 
heart! ” Tears hurst from her eyes as she spoke. 

Poor Helen knew not how to answer: she was weU arvare 
that the omission her mother alluded to was that of Sir 
Hilbert and Lady Harrington ; and she knew too the cause of 
it. Lady Harrington, who, with one of the best hearts in 
the world, was sometimes rather blunt in her manner of 
showing it, had sent over a groom with a letter to Helen, her 
god-daughter and especial favourite, very fully explaining the 
cause of their not calling, but in a manner that could in no 
degree enable her to remove her mother’s uneasiness respect¬ 
ing it. This letter, which by her ladyship’s especial orders 
was delivered privately into the hands of Helen, ran thus: 

My darling Child ! 

“ Can’t you think what a way I must be in at being 
prevented coming to see you? Sir Gilbert excels himself 
this time for obstinacy, and wilfulness. Every breakfast, 
every dinner, and every tea since it happened, William and 1 
do nothing hut beg and entreat that I may he permitted to go 
over and see your poor mother! Good gracious ! as I tell 
him, it is not her fault — though God knows I do think just 
as much as he does, that no man ever did make such ji tom¬ 
fool of a will as vour father. Such a man as Charles ! as 
Sir Gilliert says. 'Twas made at the full of the moon, 
my dear, and that’s the long and the short of it; he was just 
mad, Helen, and nothing else. But is that any reason that 
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your poor dear mother should be neglected and forsaken 
this way ! God bless her dear soul ! she’s more like a baby 
than any thing I ever saw, about money ; and as to her being 
an heiress, why 1 don’t believe, upon my honour, that she 
has ever recollected it from the day she married to the time 
that your unlucky, poor dear distracted madman of a father 
threw all her money back at her in this wild w'ay. ‘ He had 
much better have pelted her with rotten eggs, Helen ! Such 
a friend as Sir Gilbert, so w’arm-licarted, so steady, and so 
true, is not to be found every day — old tiger as he is. But 
what on earth am I to do about it? 1 shall certainly go 
mad too, if I can’t get at you; and yet, I give you my Avord, 
I no more dare order the coachman to drive me to MoAvbray 
Park than to the devil. You never saw such a tyrannical 
brute of a husband as tSir Gilbert is making himself about it 1 
And poor William, too — he really speaks to him as if he 
Avere a little beggar*boy in the streets, instead of a colonel 
of dragoons. "WilliaTn said last night something very like, 

‘ 1 shall ride over to AVrexhill to-morroAv, and perhaps I 'shall 
see the family at Moav . . . I Avisli you had *8000 him — 
I only AA'ish you had seen Sir (.Albert, Helen, for half a 
moment! — you would never have forgotten it, my dear, 
and it might have given you a hint as to choosing a luishand. 
Never marry a man Avith great, wide, open, light-coloured 
eyes, and enormous black eyebrows, for fear he should 
swallow you alive some day before you know Avhere you are. 

' See them ! ’ roared Sir Gilbert. * If you do, by (*—d, sir. 
I’ll leave every sou 1 have in the Avorld to some cursed old 
woman my.self ; hut it shan’t he to you, madam,’ turning 
short round as if he would bite me:— ‘ laugh if you Avill, but 
go to Mowbray if you dare I’ 

“ * But are we never to see any of the family again, sir ?’ 
said the colonel very meekly. ‘ 1 ncATr told you so, (.'olonel 
Booby,' was the reply. You may see that glorious felloAv 
Charles as often as you Avill, and the more you see of him the 
better; and I’ll manage if I can, as soon as he has taken this 
degree that his heart’s set upon, to get a commission for him 
in your regiment; so you need not palaver about my Avanting 
to part you from him. And as for you, my lady, 1 give you 
full leave to kidnap the poor destitute, penniless girls if you 
can; but if 1 ever catch you doing any thing that can be 
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construed into respect or civility to that sly, artful hussy 
who cajoled my poor friend Mowbray to make that cursed 
will, may 1 .... You shall see, old lady, what will come 
of it! ’ 

Now what on earth can I do, dear darling? I believe 
your mother’s as innocent of cajoling as I am, and that’s say¬ 
ing something ; and as for your being destitute, sweethearts, 
you’ll have fifty thousand pounds apiece if you’ve a farthing. 
I know all about the property, and so does Sir Gilbert too; 
only the old tiger pretends to believe, just to feed his rage, 
that your mother will marry her footman, and bequeath her 
money to all the little footboys and girls that may ensue: for 
one principal cause of his vengeance against your jioor mother 
is, that she is still young enough to have children. ^Yas 
there ever such a man! — But here have I, according to 
custom, scribbled my paper as full as it will hold, anti yet have 
got a hundred thousarul more things to say; but it would all come 
to this, if I were to scrawl over a ream. I am miserable 
because 1 can’t come to see your mother and you, and yet 
1 can’t help njyseif any more tlian if I wore shut up in Bride¬ 
well : for I never did do any thing that my abominable old 
husband desired me not to do, and 1 don’t think I could do it 
even to please you, my pretty Helen ; only don’t fancy 1 
have forgotten you: but for God’s sake don’t write to me! 1 
am quite sure 1 should get my ears boxed. 

Believe me, darling child, 

“ Your loving friend and godmother, 

Jane Matieua Hakrinoton." 

P S. I am quite sure that the colonel would send pretty 
messages if he knew what 1 was about; but 1 tvill not make 
him a i)arty in my sin. I w'as just goitig to tell him this 
morning; but my conscience smote me, and I turned very 
sublimely away, muttering, in the \vords of JMacbeth—‘ Be 
innocent of this, my dearest chuck !’ ” 

This coarse but well-meaning letter gave inexpressible pain 
to Helen. She dared not show' it to her motlier, who, she 
felt quite sure, would consider the unjust suspicions of Sir 
Gilbert as the most cruel insult: not could she, after Lady 
Harrington’s prohibition, attempt to answer it, though she 
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greatly wished to do it, in the hope that she might i)e able to 
place her mother’s conduct and feelings in a proper light. 
But she well knew that, with all her friend’s rhodoinoiitade,' 
she was most devotedly attached to her excellent though hot 
headed husband, and that she could not disoblige her more 
than by betraying a secret which, under the present circum¬ 
stances, would certainly make him very angry. 

But the sight of her mother’s tears, and her utter inability 
to say any thing that might console her very just sorrow, 
inspired Helen with a bold device. To Rosalind only had 
she shown Lady Harrington’s letter, and to Rosalind only did 
she communicate her project of boldly writing to the enraged 
baronet himself. 

** Do so, Helen," said Rosalind promptly ; “ it is the only 
measure to j)ursue—unless indeed you and I were to set otl‘ 
and surprise him by a visit.’’ 

But my mother replied Helen, evidently struck 

by the advantages of this bolder scheme over her own,— 
what would my mother say to our going ? ’’ 

If she knew of it, Helen, I sns{)cct it Would lose all 
favour in Sir (iill>f.‘rt’s eyes, and you would have no chance 
whatever of softening liis rage towards her. 'fhe expedition, 
if undertaken at all, must be a secret one. AThen he learns it 
is so, 1 think it will touch his tough heart, Helen, for he 
knows, 1 fancy, that such escapades are not at all in your line. 
I only hope that he will not find out that 1 proposed it, as 
that might lessen your merit in his eyes.” 

“ No, no, that would do no harm. My doing it would be 
quite proof enough how near this matter is to my heart.” 

Well, then, Helen, shall we go.^” 

Let me sleep upon it, Rosalind. If we do go, it must, I 
think, be <[uitc early in the morning, so as to have no <jues- 
tions asked before' we set out. It is not a long walk. Shall 
we see if he will give us some breakfast.^” 

A most diplomatic ]»roject!’’ replied Rosalind; for 
it will erdist his hospitality on our side, and ten to one 
but the rough coating of his heart will thaw and resolve 
itself into a dew, as Fanny would say, by the mere act of 
administering coffee and hot cakes to us; and then the field 
is won.” 

«I think we will try,” said. Helen, smiling with a sort of 
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inward strengthening, from the conviction that such would 
very probably be the result. 

A few more words settled the exact time and manner of the 
♦ xpedition, and the friends parted to dress for dinner. 


CHAPTER VIII. 

MBS. IIICHARDS AKD HEB 1>AIT«HTEBS.-THE TEA-PABTY. 

On the evening of that day, the three girls for the first time 
induced Mrs. Mowbray to go beyond the limits of the flower- 
garden, and w'alk under the avenue of beautiful elms in the 
Park. The simple apd unostentatious tone of her character 
had iiifluenceil all her habits, and Mrs. Mowbray was a better 
and more constant walker than ladies generally who have two 
or three carriages ready to attend them. She appeared to 
enjoy the exercise from which for several weeks she had been 
debarred ; and when tlie en«l of the avenue was reached, and 
Fanny almost mechanically opened the wide gate at the bottom 
of it, her mother passed through it without making any obser¬ 
vation, and in truth forgetting at that moment all that had 
happened since she had last done so. The gate opened upon 
a road, which, according to long-established custom, they 
crossed nearly at right angles, and then mounted and de.scended 
half a dozen steps, which conducted them into a wide and 
beautiful meadow, now fragrant with the new-made hay that, 
several waggons were conveying to augment a lofty rick in a 
distant corner of it. 

It was not till Mrs. Mowbray perceived another party seated 
round the base of a haycock which an empty waggon had 
nearly reached, tliat she remembered all the circumstances 
which made every casual meeting a matter of importance 
and agitation to her. The group which seemed a very 
merry one, retained their places, till two stout haymakers 
saucily but playfully presented their pitch-forks as if to dis¬ 
lodge them. They tlien started to their feet to the number 
of five ; and the Park family recognized Mrs. Richards, her 
three daughters, and Major JDalrymple. 
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I have not seen them yet, Helen ! *’ said Mrs. Mowbray 
with nervous trepidation : — ‘‘ how very wrong I have been 
to come so far !” 

‘‘ Why so, my dearest mother ? ” replied Helen, I am 
sure it is less painful to meet thus, than at those dreadful 
visits in the drawing-room/’ 

But they have not called, Helen .... certainly, we 
had better go back.” 

Dear mamma, it is not possible,” said Fanny, stepping 
forward to meet a favourite companion in the youngest 
Miss Richards: you see Rosalind has got to them already.” 

It was indeed too late to retreat; nor did the wish to 
do so last long. Mrs. Richards pressed the band of Rosa¬ 
lind, who had taken hers, but, throwing it off at the same 
moment, hastened forward to greet the widowed friend she 
had wanted courage to seek. Her colour was heightened, 
perhaps, from feeling it possible that the cause of her absence 
had been mistaken ; but large tears trembled in her dark eyes, 
and when she silently took the hand of Mrs. Mowbray and 
pressed it to her lips, every doubt upon the ‘subject was 
removed. 

Major Dalrymple and the three girls followed ; and the 
first moment of meeting over, the two parties seemed mu¬ 
tually and equally pleased to join. Mrs. Richards was the 
only person in the neighbourhood to whom Rosalind, during 
her six months’ residence in it, had at all attached herself: 
there was something about her that had fascinated the young 
heiress’s fancy, and the circumstance of her being the only 
good second in a duet to be found within the circle of the 
Mowbray Park visitings had completed the charm. 

With the two eldest Misses Richards, Helen was on that 
sort of intimate footing which a very sweet-tempered, unpre¬ 
tending girl of nineteen, who knows she is of some conse¬ 
quence from her station, and is terribly afraid of being sup¬ 
posed to be proud, is sure to be with young ladies of nearly 
her own age, blessed with most exuberant animal spirits, and 
desirous of making themselves as agreeable to her as possible. 

Louisa and Charlotte Richards were fine, tall, showy young 
women, with some aspirations after the reputation of talent; 
but they were neither of them at all like their mother, who 
was at least six inches shorter, tlian either of them, and 
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aspired to nothing in the world but to make her three 
children happy. 

Little Mary, as her sisters still persisted to call her, ap¬ 
proached much nearer to the stature, person, and character 
of Mrs. Richards: she was not quite so mignonm in size, 
but she 

■ , “ Had her features, wore her eye, 

, Perhaps some feeling of her heart,” 

and was, spite of all the struggles which her mother could 
make to prevent it, the darling of her eyes and the hope of 
her heart. Moreover, little Mary was, as we have before 
hinted, the especial friend of Fanny Mowbray. 

The delights of a balmy evening in the flowery month of 
June — the superadded delights of a hay-field, and above all, 
the suj)reme delight of unexj>ectedly meeting a party of 
friends, were all enthusiastically descanted upon by the two 
tall Misses Richards. They had each taken one of Helen’s 
slight arms, and borne her along over the stubble grass with 
a degree of vehemence which hardly left her breath to speak. 

I do not think mamma is going any farther,” she con¬ 
tinued to utter, w'hile Miss Louisa st 02 )ped to tie a shoe¬ 
string. 

“ Oh, but you must screamed Miss Charlotte, attempt¬ 
ing to drag her onward singly. 

Stop, Charlotte! . . . . stop! ” cried the eldest sister, 
snapping off the shoe-string in her haste — you shall not 
carry lier away from me. What a shame ! Isn’t it a shame, 
when it Is such an age since we met ?” 

There is nothing against which it is so difficult to rally, as 
the exaggerated exprcsssion of feelings in which we do not 
share. ’I'he quiet Helen could not lash herself into answer¬ 
ing vehemence of joy, and having smiled, and smiled till she 
was weary, she fairly slipped from her companions, and has¬ 
tened back with all the speed she could make to the tranquil 
party that surrounded her mother. 

The lively young ladies galloped after her, declaring all the 
way that she %vas tJhe cruellest creature in the world. 

Mrs. Mowbray now said that she hoped they would all 
accompany her home to tea ; — a proposal that met no dis¬ 
senting voice; but it was some time before the whole party 
could be collected, for Fanny* Mowbray and little Mary were 
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nowhere to be seen. Major Dalrymple, however, who was 
taller even than the Misses Richards, by means of standing 
upon the last left haycock, at length discovered them sitting 
lovingly side by side under the shelter of a huge lime-tree that 
filled one corner of the field. He was dismissed to bring 
them up to the main body, and executed his commission with 
great gallantry and good-nature, but not without feeling that 
the two very pretty girls he tlius led away ca])tive ' would 
much rather have been without him; for as he approached 
their lair, he perceived not only that they were in very 
earnest conversation, but that various scraps of written paper 
lay in the lap of each, which at his approach were hastily 
exchanged, and conveyed to reticules, pockets, or bosoms, 
beyond the reach of his eye. 

They nevertheless smilingly submitted themselves to his 
guidance, and in order to jirove that he was not very trouble¬ 
some, Fanny so far returned to their previous conversation as 
to say. 

We must ask your judgment, Major Dalrymple, upon 
a point on which we were disputing just before you joined 
us; whicli do you prefer in the pidpit — and out of it — 
Mr. Wallace, or Mr. CartwTight ?” 

“You were disputing the point, were you?” he replied. 
“ Then 1 am afraid, Miss Fanny, I must give it against you ; 
for I l)elieve I know Mary’s opinion already, and I perfectly 
agree with her.” 

Tlien I shall say to you, as I say to her,” replied Fanny, 
eagerly that you are altogether blinded, benighted, deliuled, 
and wrapt up in prejudice ! I liave great faith botli in her 
sincerity and yours, major; and yet 1 declare to you, that 
it does seem to me so impossible for any one to doubt the 
superiority of Mr. Cartwright in every way, tliat I can hardly 
persuade myself you are in earnest.” 

“ What do you mean by every ivayy Miss Fanny ? — you 
cannot surely believe him to be a better man than our dear 
old vicar ? ” said the major. 

“ We can none of us, I think, have any right to make 
comparisons of their respective goodness — at least not as 
yet,” replied Fanny. When I said every way, 1 meant in 
the church and in society.” 

‘^Ou the latter point I suppose I ought to leave the 
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question to be decided between you, as in all cases of the 
kind where gentlemen are to be tried, ladies alone, 1 Ijelieve, 
are considered competent to form the jury ; — not that Mary 
can have much right to pronounce a verdict either, for I 
doubt if she has ever been in a room with Mr. Cartwright 
in her life.” 

Yes, 1 have,” said Mary eagerly, '‘^and he is perfectly 
delightful ! ’ 

“ Indeed ! — I did not know you had seen him.” 

“ Yes — wc met him at Smith’s.” 

Oh ! you saw him in a shop, did you ? — and even that 
was sufficient to jirove him delightful 

“ Quite enough !” replied Mary, colouring a little as she 
observed Major Dalryinple smile. 

“ The more you see of him, the more you will be aware of 
his e-xcellence,” said I’^anny, coming to the aid of her friend, 
and with an air of gravity that was intended to check the levity 
of the major. “ I have seen him repeatedly at the Park, 
MajorIJalrymple, and under circumstances that gave sufficient 
o])portunity to show the excellence of his heart, as well as the 
charm of liis friendly, affectionate', and graceful manner. ” 

“ He has certainly been a very handsome man,” said the 
major. 

Has been ! ” exclaimed both the girls at once, 

“ He is still very well-looking, ” added the gentleman. 

“ "W^'cll-looking ! ” was again indignantly echoed by the ladies. 

You do not think the term strong enough } but when a 
man gets on the wrong side of forty it is, J think, as much 
as he can expect. ” 

“ I don’t care a farthing what his age maybe,” cried Mary; 
do you, Miss Mowbray If be were a hundred and 

forty, with that countenance and that manner, I should still 
think him the handsomest and most perfect person I ever saw.” 

Dear Mary !” replied Fanny affectionately, how exactly 
we feel alike about him ! 1 love you dearly for fighting his 
battles so warmly.” 

“ There is surely no fighting in the case,” said Major Dal- 
ryraple, laughing, — at least not with me. But have a care, 
young ladies: such perfect conformity of taste on these sub¬ 
jects does not always, I believe, tend to the continuance of 
female friendship. What a. sad thing it would be if those two 
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little hands were some day to set pulling caps between their 
respective owners! ” 

There is not the least danger of any such dismal cata¬ 
strophe, I assure you. Is there Mary ?” 

‘'Good heavens, no !” replied little Mary in a voice of great 
indignation. " What a hateful idea! ” 

“ One reason why it is so delightful to love and admire 
Mr. Cartwright,” rejoined Fanny, “is, that one may do it 
and talk of it too, without any danger that rational people, 
Major Dalryraple, should make a jest of it, and talk the same 
sort of nonsense that every body is so fond of doing whenever a 
lady is heard to express admiration for a gentleman. But we 
may surely love and admire the clergyman of the parish ; 
indeed I think it is a sort of duty for every one to do so.” 

“ 1 assure you,” replied the major, “ that I both loved and 
admired Mr. Wallace exceedingly, and that I sliall gladly pay 
the same homage to his successor as soon as I know' him to 
deserve it. But 

“ Cautious age and youth .... 
you know the song, Mary.^*’ 

“ 1 know your meaning, Major Dalrymple : you are always 
boasting of your age; but I don’t know any one but yourself 
who thinks so very much of .... ” 

“ . . . . My antiquity and my wisdom.” 

“Just that . . . .But, good heavens! Fanny Mowbray, 
who is that to wdiom your mother is speaking on the lawm 

“It is Mr. Cartwright!” cried Fanny with animation; 
“ and now. Major Dalrymple, you will have an opportunity of 
judging for yourself.” 

“ I fear not,” he replied, taking out his watch ; “ it is now 
eight o’clock, and Mn« Richards seldom walks much after nine.” 

The two girls now withdrew their arms, and hastened for¬ 
ward to the group of which Mr. Cartwright made one. Fanny 
Mowbray held out her hand to him, which w'as taken and 
held very affectionately for two or three minutes. 

“You have been enjoying this balmy air,” said he to her 
in a voice sweetly modulated to the hour and the theme. “It 
is heaven’s own breath. Miss Fanny, and to such a mind as 
yours must utter accents worthy of the source from whence it 
comes. 



THE VICAB OF WREXHILL. 55 

Fanny’s beautiful eyes were fixed upon his face, and almost 
seemed to say, 

" When you speak, I’d have you do it ever.'* 

“ I do not think he recollects me,’^ whispered Mary Rich¬ 
ards in her ear: ‘‘ 1 wisli you'd introduce me.” 

Fanny Mowbray started, but recovering herself, said, 

Mr. Cartwriglit, give me leave to introduce my friend Miss 
Mary Ricliards to you. She is one of your parishioners, and 
one that you will find capable of appreciating the happiness of 
being so.” 

• Mr. C'artwright extended his pastoral hand to the young 
lady with a most gracious smile. 

Bless you both ! ” said he, joining their hands between 
both of his. “ To lead you together in the path in which 
we must all wnsh to go, would be a task that might give a 
foretaste of the heaven we sought! ” 

lie then turned towards Mrs. Mowbray, and with a look 
and tone which shotved that though he never alluded to her 
situation, he never forgot it, he inquired how far she had ex¬ 
tended her ramble. 

Much farther than I intended when I set out,” replied 
Mrs. Mowbray. “ But ray children, the weather, and the 
hay, altogether beguiled me to the bottom of Farmer Bennets 
great meadow.” 

“ Quite right, quite right,” replied Mr. (’artwright, with 
something apjiroaclnng almost to fervour of approbation : 
‘‘ this species of quiet courage, of gentle submission, is just 
w'hat I expected from Mrs. Mowbray. It is the sweetest in¬ 
cense that you can offer to Heaven; and Heaven will repay it.” 

Mrs. Mow’bray looked up at his mild countenance, and saw 
a moisture in his eye that spoke more tender pity than he 
would permit his lips to utter. It touched her to the heart. 

Mrs. Richards, who was something of a flori.st, was exa¬ 
mining, with the assistance of Rosalind, some new geraniums 
that were placed on circular stands outside the drawing-room, 
filling the spaces between the windows. As this occupation 
had drawn them from the rest of the party from the time 
Mr. Cartwright approached to join it, they had not yet re¬ 
ceived that gentleman’s salutation, and he now went up to 
them. 
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Miss Torrington looks as if she were discoursing of her 
kindred. Are these fair blossoms the children of your especial 
care ? ” 

“ They are the children of the gardener and the greenhouse, 
I believe,” she replied carelessly, and stepped on to another 
stand. 

“ Mrs. Richards, 1 believe ?” said the graceful vicar, taking 
off his hat to her. 

I hope you are well, Mr. Cartwright replied the lady, 
following the steps of Rosalind. 

The two eldest Misses Richards were still assiduously be¬ 
sieging the two ears of Helen ; but as the subjects of which 
they discoursed did not always require the same answers, she 
begati to feel considerable fatigue from the exertion necessary 
for carrying on this double conversation, and was therefore 
not sorry to see Mr. Cartwright approach them, which must, 
she thought, produce a diversion in her favour. But she 
found that the parties were still personally strangers to each 
other; for though his bow was general, his address tvas only 
to herself. 

“ And have you, too, Miss Mowbray, been venturing upon 
■as long a walk as the rest of the party ?*” 

We have all walked the same distance, Mr. Cartwright; 
hut I believe we none of us consider it to he very far. Wc 
are all gtfckl walkers.” 

1 rejoice to hear it, for it is tlie way to become good 
Christians. Where or how can we meet and meefh/ examine 
the works of the great C»'eator so well as on tlte car})et he has 
spread, and l)eneath the axure canopy which his hamls have 
reared above us? — The Misses Richards, 1 believe? May 
I beg an introduction. Miss Mowbray ? ” 

Mr. Cartwright, Miss Richards — Miss ('harlotte Bich- 
ards,” said Helen, without adding another word. 

I need hardly ask if you are walkers,” said the vicar, as 
he passed a smiling and apparently an approving glance over 
their rather remarkable length of limb. “ Your friends, Miss 
Mowbray, look like young antelopes ready to bound over the 
fair face of Nature; and their eyes look as if Uiere were in¬ 
telligence within wherewith to read her aright.” 

Mamma is goinginto tea, I believe,” said Helen, moving off. 

The whole manner and demeanour of the two Misses 



THK VICAB OP WBEXHILL. 


57 


Richards had changed from the moment Mr. Cartwright ap¬ 
proached. They became quite silent and demure; but as 
they followed Helen, one on each side of him, they coloured 
with pleasure as he addressed a gentle word, first to one, then 
to the other ; and when, after entering the drawing-room, he 
left them for the purpose of making his farewell bow, or the 
semblance of it, to Mrs. Mow'bray, Miss Louisa whispered to 
Miss ( 'harlotte, Little Mary is quite right: he is the most 
delightful man in the world.” 

You are not going to leave us, Mr. (’artwright ?” said 
Mrs, Mow'bray kindly. We are going to tea this moment.” 

“ You are very obliging ; but I had no intention of in¬ 
truding on you thus.” 

IVay do not call it an intrusion. We shall be always 
most happy to see you. 1 only wish your son and daughter 
were with us also.” 

“ My (laughter, thank you, is a sad invalid; and Jacob 
generally wanders farther afield in such weather as this. . . . 
Is that gentleman Major Halryniple ? May I ask you to in¬ 
troduce me ?" 

1 shall have much j)icasure in doing so, 1 am sure. He 
is a very andable and estimable person.” 

]\Irs. Mowbray crossed the room towards him, follow'ed by 
the vicar. 'Flie introduction took place, and the two gentle¬ 
men conversed together for a few minutes on the ordinary 
topics of Russia, the harvest, the slave-trade, and reform. On 
every subject, except the harve.st, wdiich Mr. Cartwright de¬ 
spatched by declaring that it wmuld be peculiarly abundant, 
the reverend gentleman expressed himself with an unusual 
flow of words, in sentences particularly w'ell constructed ; yet 
nevertheless his opinions seemed enveloped in a mist; and 
when Mrs. Richards afterwards asked the major his opinion 
of tlu> new vicar, he replied that he thought his manners very 
gentlemanlike and agreeable, but that he did not perfectly 
remember what opinions he had expressed on any subject. 

At first the company seemed inclined to disperse them¬ 
selves in knots about the room ; but by degrees Mr. t’art- 
wrigbt very skilfully contrived, on one pretence or another, to 
collect them all round a table that was covered with tlie usual 
incitements to talk, and the conversation became general. At 
least Mr. Cartwright was very generally listened to ; the major 
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did not speak at all; and the ladies did little more than agree 
with and applaud from time to time the placid, even, dulcet 
flow of words which fell like a gentle rivulet from the lips of 
their new vicar. This description, indeed, would not apply 
quite generally to all the ladies ; but the majority in his 
favour was five to three, and with this advantage, — that 
whereas his admirers were loud and eloquent in their expres¬ 
sions of approval, the minority contented themselves by pre¬ 
serving silence. 


CHAPTER IX. 

HELEN AND ROSALIND CALL VFON SIR GIimERT 
IIAURINCTON. 

Helen Mowbray knew that the choleric friend whose 
gentler feelings she wished to propitiate was an early riser him¬ 
self, and was never better disposed to be well pleased with 
others than when they showed themselves ca})able of following 
his example. She was therefore anxious to arrive at his 
house in time to have the conversation she sought, yet 
dreaded, before nine o'clock, the usual family breakfast-hour ; 
though in the shooting-season Sir Gilbert generally contrived 
to coax my lady and her housekeeper to have hot rolls smoking 
on the table by eight. But, luckily for the young ladies’ 
morning repose, it v'as not shooting-season ; and they calcu¬ 
lated that if they started about half past seven they should 
have time for their w'alk, and a reasonably long conversation 
afterwards, before the breakfast, to which they looked as the 
pacific conclusion of the negotiation, should be ready. 

At half past seven, accordingly, the fair friends met at the 
door of Rosalind’s dressing-room, and set off, fearless, though 
unattended, through the shrubberies, the park, the flowery lanes, 
and finally, across one or two hay-fields, which sejiaratcd 
the two mansions. 

Nothing can be better calculated to raise the animal spirits 
tlian an early walk in the gay mouth of June; and on those 
not accustomed to the elasticity, the freshness, the exhila¬ 
rating clearness of the morning air, the effect is like enchant¬ 
ment. All the sad thoughts which had of late so constantly 



THE VICAK OP WRBXmjUE. 59 

brooded round Helen's heart seemed to withdraw their painful 
pressure, and she again felt conscious of the luxury of Hfe, 
with youth, health, and innocence, a clear sky, bright verdure, 
flowery banks, and shady hedge-rows, to adorn it. 

Rosalind, by an irresistible impulse of gaiety, joined her voice 
to those of the blackbirds that carolled near her, till she was 
stopped by Helen's exclaiming, “ Rosalind, I feel courage for 
anything this morning!” 

Yes," answered her companion, let Sir Gilbert appear 
in any shape but that of the Vicar of Wrexhill, and 1 should 
great hini with a degree of confidence and kindness that I am 
positive would be irresistible." 

I’hey were now within a short distance of the baronet’s 
grountls, and another step brought their courage to the plbof; 
for on mounting a stepping-stile which had originally been 
placed for the es]>ecial accommodation of the Mowbray ladies, 
they jrerceived the redoubtable Sir Gilbert at the distance of 
fifty paces, in the act of removing an offending dock-root 
with his spud. 

He raised his eyes, and recognising his young visitors, 
stepped eagerly forward to meet them. To Rosalind, however, 
tliougli usually a great favourite, he now paid not the slightest 
attention; but taking Helen in his arms, kissing her on both 
cheeks and on the forehead, and then looking her in the face 
very much as if he W'ere going to weep over her, he exclaimed, 
“ My poor, poor child ! . . . M’hy did not you bring poor 
Fanny too? ... . You are right to come away, quite right, 
my dear child ; it’s dreadful to live in dependence upon any 
one’s caprice for one’s daily bread ! Your home shall be here, 
Helen, and Fanny's too, as long as you like. Come, my dear, 
take my arm : my lady wdll dance, you may depend upon it, 
when she sees you, for we have had tlreadful work about keep¬ 
ing her from Mowbray ! I 'd just as soon keep a wild cat in 
order as your godmother, Helen, when she takes a fancy: 
but you know, my dear, her going to Mowbray was a thing not 
to be thought of, You are a good girl to come—it shows tliat 
you see the matter rightly. I wish Fanny were here too ! ” 
i\ll this was said with great rapidity, and without pausing 
for any answer. Meanwhile he had drawn Helen’s arm 
within his, and was leading her towards the house. 

Rosalind followed them quietly for a few steps ; and then. 
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either moved thereto by the feeling of courage her walk had 
inspired, or from some latent consciousness of the baronet’s 
partiality to herself, she boldly stepped up and took his arm 
on tlie other side. 

Bless ray soul. Miss Torrington! .... by the honour 
of a knight, I never saw you; nor do I think I should have 
seen a regiment of young ladies, though they had been all as 
handsome as yourself, if they had happened to come with my 
poor dear Helen. It was very good of you to walk over with 
her, poor little thing 1 . . . . Your fortune is quite safe and 
independent, my dear, isn’t it? Nobody’s doing a foolish thing 
can involve you in any way, can it ?” 

“ Not unless the foolish thing happened to be <lonc by 
myself. Sir Gilbert.” 

That’s a great blessing, my dear,—a very great bles.s- 
ing! . . . . And you’ll be kind to our two poor girls, won’t 
you, my dear?” 

1 have more need that they should be kind to me— and 
so they are,—anti we are all very kind to one another; and 
if you will be but very kind too, and come and*see us all as 
you used to do, we shall be very happy again in time.” 

Stuff and nonsense, child ! . . . You may come bore, 1 
tell you, and see me as much as you like, under my own roof, 
— because 1 know who that belongs to, and all about it; but 
I j)roniise you that you will never see me going to houses that 
don’t belong to their right owner,—it would not suit me in 
the least—quite out of my way ; T should be making some 
confounded blunder, and talking to poor Charles about bis 
estate and his property:—poor fellow! and he not wortli 
sixpence in tlie world.” 

During all this time Helen bad not spoken a word. They 
had now nearly reached the house; and drawing her arm away, 
she held out her hand to Sir Gilbert, and said in a very hum¬ 
ble and beseeching tone. 

Sir Gilbert I . . . . may I speak to you alone for a few 
minutes ? ” 

Speak to me, child ? — what about ? Is it about a sweet¬ 
heart ? Is it about wanting pocket-money, my poor child ? — 
I’m executor to your father’s will, you know, Helen; and if 
you were starving in a ditch, and Fanny in another, and j»oor 
(Charles begging his bread on the high road, 1 have not the 
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povrer of giving either of ye a shilling of his prc^rty, though 
he has left above fourteen thousand a year ! ” 

Sir Gilbert was now lashing himself into a rage tliat it was 
evident would render the object of Helen's visit abortive if she 
attempted to bring it forward now. She exchanged a glance 
with Rosalind, who shook her head, and the next moment con¬ 
trived to whisper in her ear, “ Wait till after breakfast." 

Sir Gilbert was now striding up the steps to the hall-door: 
the two girls silently followed him, and were probably neither 
of them sorry to see Colonel Harrington coming forward to 
meet them. 

This young man had for the two or three last years seen 
but little of the Mowbray family, having been abroad during 
nearly the whole of that time ; but he returned with some¬ 
thing very like a tender recollection of Helen’s having been 
the prettiest little nym])h at fifteen that he had ever beheld, 
and her appearance at this moment was not calculated to make 
him think she had lost her delicate beauty during his absence. 
Her slight tall figure was shown to great advantage by her 
mourning <lress; and tlie fair and abundant curls that crowded 
round her face, now a little fluslied by exercise and agitation, 
made her altogether as pretty a creature in lier peculiar style 
as a young soldier would wish to look upon. 

'J’he coal-black hair and sparkling dark eyes of Rosalind, 
her ruby lips and pearl-like teeth, her exquisite little figure, 
and the general air of piquant vivacity which made her per¬ 
fectly radiant wijen animated, rendered her in most eyes the 
more attractive of tlie two ; but Colonel Harrington did not 
think so ; and giving her one glance of curiosity,—for he had 
never seen Iicr before,—he decided, that neither she, nor any 
other woman he had ever beheld, could compare in loveliness 
with his former friend and favourite. 

His greeting to Helen was just what might be expected from 
a man who had known her 'with great intimacy when she was 
some half-dozen inches shorter, and who felt the strongest 
possible desire to renew the acquaintance with as little delay 
as possible. 

Helen Mowbray ! ” he exclaimed, springing forwani and 
seizing her hand, how delighted I am to see you ! How is 
dear little Fanny ?—how is Charles ? I trust you have none 
of you forgotten me 
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Helen blughed deeply at the unexpected ardour of this ad¬ 
dress from a very tall, handsome, fashionable-looking personage, 
whose face she certainly would not have recognised had she 
met him accidentally: but a happy smile accompanied the 
blush, and he had no reason to regret the politic freedom of 
his first salutation, which had thus enabled him to pass over 
an infinity of gradations towards the intimacy he coveted, at 
one single step placing him at once on the footing of a fami¬ 
liar friend. It was indeed nearly impossible that Helen could 
be offended by the freedom; for not only was it sanctioned 
by the long-established union of their two families, but at this 
moment she could not but bo pleased at finiling another dear 
old friend in the garrison, who would be sure to add his in¬ 
fluence to that of her godmother, that what she so greatly 
wished to obtain should not be refused. 

Before they reached the breakfast-room, therefore, the most 
perfect understanding was established between them. Her 
friend Miss Torrington was gaily introduced, for her heart felt 
gladdened by this important addition to her supporters in the 
cause she had undertaken ; and she was disposed to believe that 
Rosalind’s proposal to make this alarming visit would turn 
out to have been one of the most fortunate things that ever 
happened. 

Within the breakfast-room, and approachable by no other 
access, was a small room, known throughout the mansion, and 
indeed throughout the neighbourhood also, as “ My Lady’s 
Closet." This sacred retreat was an oblong room, about eigh¬ 
teen feet by eight; a large and lofty window occupied nearly 
one end of it, across which was placed a deal-dresser or table of 
three feet wide, filling the entire space between the walls. The 
whole room was lined with shelves and drawers, the former of 
which were for the most part sheltered by heavy crimson da¬ 
mask curtains. A few small tables stootl scattered here and 
there; and the sole accommodation for sitting consisted of one 
high stool, such as laundresses use when ironing. 

To the door of this apartment Sir Gilbert approached, 
and there reverently sto])ped; for by the law of the land, 
even he, though a pretty extensively privileged personage, 
was permitted to go no farther, unless licensed by an especial 
warrant from its mistress. 

My lady," he said, in the cheerful lusty voice that 
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announces agreeable tidings,—My lady, I hive brought 
home company to breakfast.” 

** Have you. Sir Knight ? ” replied Lady Harrington, 
without turning her head, or otherwise interrupting herself in 
the performance of some apparently delicate process upon 
which she was occupied. 

“ I’d rather have Mrs. Bluebeard for a wife than such an 
incurious old soul as you are!” said the testy baronet,— 
“ And so you have not even the grace to ask who it is ?” 

“ Why, my dear Sir Tiger, I shall be sure to know within 
two minutes after Tomkins gives his passing thump to 
announce that he is carrying in the coffee; then why should 
I disturb this fairest of the Pentandria class ? — my charming 
high-dried mirabiiis ? ” 

“ The devil take you, and all your classes, orders, and 
tribes, to his own hothouse ! — 1 ’ll be hanged if I don’t lock 
you into your den while I breakfast with her ; — you shan’t 
see her at all I ” 

‘‘Mother! mother!” exclaimed the colonel hastily, to 
anticipate the execution of the threat — “ it is Helen Mow» 
bray !” 

“ Helen Mowbray !” cried the old lady, thrusting her hot 
smoothing-iron on one side, and her blossom blotting-paper 
on the other, while the precious mirabiiis fell to the ground; 
“ Helen Mowbray ! ” and pushing aside the baronet by no very 
gentle movement of her tall and substantial person, she 
rushed forward, and Helen was speedily folded in a very close 
embrace. 

“ There, there, tliere! don’t stifle the girl, old lady! — 
And supposing you vrere to bestow one little monosyllable of 
civility upon this pretty creature. Miss Torrington, who 
stands smiling at us all like an angel, though every soul 
amongst us is as rude as a bear to her. — I don’t believe you 
ever found yourself so entirely neglected before, my dear ? ” 

“ I have never witnessed attention more gratifying to me 
than that which 1 have seen displayed this morning,” replied 
Rosalind. 

“ You are a good girl, a very good girl, my dear, and I 
shall always love you for coming over with this poor dear 
disinherited child.” 

“ Miss Torrington, I am* delighted to see you, now and 
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ever, my dear young lady,” said Lady Harrington, who, 
when she chose it, could be as dignified, and as courteous too, 
as any lady in the land. 

You have walked over, 1 am sure, by the bright freshness 
of your looks. Now, then, sit down one on each side of me, that 
I may be able to see you without hoisting a lunette iVapproche 
across this prodigious table.” 

“ And so, because your ladyship is near-sighted,” said Sir 
Gilbert, “ William and I are to sit at this awful distance 
from these beautiful damsels ? You are a tiresome old soul 
as ever lived ! ” 

“ And that’s the reason you appear so profoundly melan¬ 
choly and miserable at this moment,” said Lady Harrington, 
looking with no trifling degree of satisfaction at the radiant 
good-humour and happiness which the unexpected arrival of 
Helen had caused to be visible in the countenance of her 
boisterous husband. “ Do you find William much altered, 
Helen?” she continued. “ I wonder if any one has had 
the grace to present Colonel Harrington to Miss Torringlon ?” 

Helen did me that kind office,” said the colonel, and I 
suppose she must do the same for me to little Fanny. I long 
to see if she continues as surpassingly beautiful as she was 
when I took ray sad, reluctant leave of Mowbray Park.” 

Rosalind immediately became aiisw^erable for the undimi- 
nishcd beauty of Fanny, a<lding to her report on this point 
a declaration that the whole family were anxious to renew 
their acquaintance vdth him. 

This w'as the nearest approach that any of the party 
ventured to make towaids the mention of Mowbray Park or 
its inhabitants. Nevertheless, the breakfast passed cheerfully, 
and even without a word from Sir Gilbert in allusion to the 
destitute condition of Helen, and her brother an<l sister. 
But when even the baronet had disposed of his last egg-shell, 
pushed the ham fairly away from him, and swallowed bis last 
bowl of tea, the beautiful colour of Helen began gratlually to 
deepen ; she ceased to speak, and hartUy seemed to bear what 
was said to her. 

Rosalind took the hint, an<l with more tact than is usually 
found in the possession of seventeen and a half, she said to 
Lady Harrington, 

If 1 promise to keep my hands not only from picking h 
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and stealing, but from touching, will your ladyship in¬ 
dulge me with a sight of your press, and your boxes, and a 
volume or two of your hortus siccus ? for 1 feel consider¬ 
able aspirations after the glory of becoming a botanist 
myself.’* 

My ladyship will show you something infinitely more to 
the purpose, then, if you will come to the hothouse with me,’* 
replied Lady Harrington, rising, and giving an intelligible 
glance to her son as she did so, which immediately caused 
him to rise and follow her. ** I cannot take you where I 
should be sure to overhear them, my dear,” she added in a 
whisper as she led Rosalind from the room ; for if my 
rough diamond should chance to be too rough with her, I 
should infallibly burst out upon them ; and yet I know well 
enough that 1 should do nothing but mischief.” 

Helen was thus left alone with the kind-hearted but per¬ 
tinacious baronet. He seemed to have a misgiving of the 
attack that was about to be opened upon him ; for he made a 
fidgetty movement in his chair, pushed it back, and looked so 
very mucli inclined to run away, that Helen saw no time w'as 
to be lost, and, in a voice not over-steady, said, 

“ 1 w'ant to speak to you. Sir Gilbert, about my dear 
mamma. I fear from what you said to tliarles, and more 
still by nobody’s coming from Oakley to see us, that you are 
angry with her.— If it is about the will. Sir Giltert, you 
do lier great injustice : I am very, very sure that she neirfier 
wished for such a will, nor knew any thing about it,” 

“It is very pretty and dutiful in you. Miss Helen, to 
say so, and to think so too if you can. Perhaps I might 
have done the same at ninettvn ; but at sixty-five, child^ one 
begins to know a little better what signs and tokens mean.— 
There is no effect witliout a cause, Miss Helen. The effect in 
this affair is alreat^ pretty visible to all eyes, and will speedily 
become more so, you may depend upon it. The cause may 
be still hid from babes and sucklings, but not from an old 
fellow like me, who knew your poor father, girl, before you 
were hatched or thought of, — and knew liitn to be both 
a good and a wise man, wdio would never have done the 
deed he did unless under the influence of one as ever near and 
ever dear to him as your mother.” 

“You have known my mother too. Sir Gilbert, for many, 
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many years:—did you ever see in her any symptom of 
the character you now attribute to her ? ” 

If I had, Miss Helen, I should not loathe and abominate 
her hypocrisy as I now do. I will never see her more — 
for all our sakes: for if I did, I know right well that I 
could not restrain my indignation within moderate bounds.” 

Then certainly it would be l)etter that you should not see 
her,” said the weeping Helen : “ for indeed, sir, I think such 
unmerited indignation would almost kill her.” 

“ If you knew any thing about the matter, child, you would 
be aware that merited indignation would be more likely 
to disagree with her. Unmerited indignation does one no 
harm in the world, as I can testify from experience ; for my 
lady is dreadfully indignant, as 1 dare say you guess, at 
my keeping her and William aw'ay from Mowbray Park : and 
it’s ten to one but you will be indignant too, child ; — but I 
can’t help it. I love you all three very much, Helen ; but 1 
must do what I think right, for all that.” 

Not indignant. Sir Gilbert; — at least, that would not 
be the prevailing feeling with me, though a sense of injustice 
might make it so with my poor mother. What 1 shall feel 
will be grief — unceasing grief, if the friend my beloveil 
father most valued and esteemed continues to refuse his coun¬ 
tenance and affection to the bereaved family he has left.” 

From the time this conversation began. Sir Gilbert had 
been striding up and down the room, as it was always his 
custom to do when he felt himself in a rage, or was conscious 
that he was about to be so. He now stopped opposite Helen ; 
and while something very like tenderness almost impeded his 
utterance, he said. 

That’s trash—abominable false trash! Miss Helen. After 
what’s passed to-day, to say nothing of times past, you must 
know' well enough that I’m not likely to refuse niy coun¬ 
tenance and affection to your father’s children ; — bereaved 
they are, sure enough ! You know as well as 1 do, that I love 
you all three — for your own sakes, girl, as well as for his ;— 
and your pretending to doubt it, was a bit of trumpery 
womanhood, Helen, — so never make use of it again: for you 
see I understand the sex, — and that’s just the reason why I 
like my old woman better than any other .v/te in the wide 
world j— she never tries any make-believe tricks upon me.” 
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Believe me, Sir Gilbert,” said Helen, smiling, I hate 
tricks as much as my godmother can: and if it were other¬ 
wise, you are the last person I should try them upon. But 
how can we think you love us, if you will not come near 
Mowbray ? ” 

“ You may think it, and know it, very easily, child, by the 
welcome you shall always find here. It is very likely that 
you may not be long comfortable at home; and before it 
happens, remember I have told you that you shall always have 
a home at Oakley : but it must not Ik* on condition of bringing 
your mother writh you; for see her I will not, — and there’s 
an end.” 

Helen remained silent. She felt painfully convinced that, 
at least for the present, she sliould gain nothing by arguing 
the cause of her mother any farther ; and after a long pause, 
during which Sir Gilbert continued to pace up and down 
before her, she rose, and sighing deeply, said, 

“I believe it Is time for us to return.— Good-b’ve, Sir 
Gilbert,” 

There w^as something in the tone of her voice which very 
nearly overset all the sturdy resolution of the baronet; but 
instead of yielding to the weakness, as he w'ould have called 
it, like a skilful general he marched off the field with his 
colours still flying, and certainly without giving his adversary 
any reasonable ground to hope for victory- 

They are all in the hothouse, I believe,” said he, walking 
before Helen to a door of the hall which opened upon the 
beautiful gardens. “ You have not seen my lady's heaths for 
many a day, Helen: — she’ll be savage if you go without 
taking a look at them.” 

Helen followed without sfiying a word in reply, for her 
heart was full; and when she joined the trio who had so 
considerately left her to the uninterrupted possession of Sir 
Gilberts ear, there was no need of any questioning on their 
part, or answ'ering on hers, to put them all in full possession 
of the result of the tete-a-tete. 

It would be difficult to say which of the three looked most 
vexed : perhaps Lady Harrington gave the strongest outward 
demonstrations of what she felt on the occasion. 

She glanced frowningly at Sir Gilbert, who looked as if he 
intended to say something amiable, and seizing upon Ilelen’.s 
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two hands, kissed them both, exclaiming, Dearest and best! 
what a heart of flint must that being have who could find the 
cruel strength to pain thee ! ” 

Colonel Harrington, who, discomposed and disappointed, 
had thrown himself on a bench, gave his mother a very 
grateful look for this; while Rosalind, after examining her 
sad countenance for a moment, pressed closely to her f^riend 
and whispered, Let us go, Helen." 

Poor Helen had no inclination to delay her departure ; 
and knowing that her partial godmother W'as fully capable 
of understanding her feelings, she said, returning her 
carresses, 

“Do not keep me a moment longer, dearest friend, for 
fear I should weep ! and then I am sure he w'ould call it a 
trick." 

“I will not keep you, Helen," replied Lady Harrington 
aloud. “You have come on a mission of love and peace; 
and if I mistake not that heavy eye and feverish cheek, 
you have failed. Poor child! she does not look like the 
same creature that she did an hour and a half ago—does she, 
William ? ” 

“ Adieu, Lady Harrington !" said Helen, the big tears 
rolling down her cheeks rlesjrite her struggles to prevent 
them. “Good morning. Colonel Harrington;—farewell, 
Sir Gilbert!" 

“This is hard, Miss Torrington!" said the baronet, turn¬ 
ing from Helen's oiTered ^hand ; “ this is confoumled hard ! 
I 'ra doing my duty, and acting acconling to rny conscience 
as a man of honour, aiul yet 1 shall be made to believe that 
Nero was a dove, and Bluebeard a babe of grace, compared 
to me! ” 

But Miss Torrington being in no humour to answer him 
playfully, said gravely, 

“I am very .sorry wo broke in upon you so unadvisedly. Sir 
Gilbert. It is plain our hoj)es have not been realisetl." 

The young lady bowed silently to tlie colonel, and taking 
a short farewell 'of Lady Harrington, but one in which 
mutual kindness was mutually understood, she took the arm 
of her discomfited friend, and they proceeded towards a little 
gate in the iron fencing which divided the garden from the 
paddock in front of the house. 
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And you won’t shake hands with me, Helen ! ” said Sir 
Gilbert, following. 

Do not say so, sir,” replied Helen, turning back and 
holding out her hand. 

And when shall we see you here again ? ” 

“ Whenever you will come and fetch me, Sir Gilbert,” she 
replied, endeavouring to look cheerful. He took her hand, 
wrung it, and turned away without speaking. 

Your interdict, sir,” said Colonel Harrington, *‘does not, 
I hope, extend beyond Mowbray Park paling?—I trust 1 
may be permitted to take care of these young ladies as far as 
die lodges ? ” 

If you did not do it, you know very well that I should, 
you puppy ! ” replied his father : and so saying, he turned into 
a walk which led in a direction as opposite as possible from 
that which his ireful lady had chosen. 

Colonel Harrington felt that it required some exertion of his 
conversational powers to bring his fair companions back to the 
tone of cheerful familiarity which had reigned among them all 
at the breakfast-table ; but the exertion was made, and so 
successfully, that before the walk was ended a feeling of per¬ 
fect confidence was established between them. AV'hen they 
were about to part, he sai<l, 

My mother and I shall labour, and cease not, to work our 
way through the rcorce to the kernel of my good father’s 
heart; anci there we shall find exactly the material we want, 
of which to form a reconciliation lietween your mother and 
him. — Farewell, Helen! — farewell. Miss Torrington ! I 
trust that while the interdict lasts, chance will sometimes 
favour our meeting beyond the forbidden precincts." 

He stepped forward to open the Park gate for them, shook 
hands, uttered another Farewell! ” and departed. 
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CHAPTER X. 

MBSS. MOWBRAY CONSULTS MB. OAKTM'RKJIIT UPON THE SUBJECT 
OP llEB LATE husband’s WILL. 

The first person they encountered on entering theTiouse was 
Fanny. 

“ Where hax'e you heen ! ” she exclaimed. “ My mother 
is half frightened to death. Do go to her this moment, Helen, 
to set her heart at ease. ” 

Where is she, Fanny?” inquired Helen, with a sigh, as 
she remembered how little the answers she must necessarily 
give to the questions she would be sure to ask Avere likely to 
produce that effect. 

In her dressing-room, Helen. But where haw you been?” 

To Oakley. ” 

“Good gracious, Helen! — and without asking mamma’s 
leave ? 

“ I did it with a good intention, Fanny. Do you think 1 
Avas wrong in endeavouring to restore the intimacy that has 
l)een so cruelly interrupted ? Do you think mamma Avill Ik* 
very angry ? I am sure it was chiefly for her sake that 1 Avent.” 

“ No, 1 am sure she Avill not when you tell her tliat. But 
come directly : 1 do assure you she has been seriously uneasy. 
— Did you find Sir Gilbert very savage, Rosalind ? ” 
mal, my dear.” 

Another moment brought them to Mrs. Mowbray. “ Thank 
Heaven I” Avas her first exclamation on seeing them ; and 
the repetition of Fanny’s emphatic “Where hui'e you been ?” 
follow^ed it. 

“ Dearest mother’.” said Helen, fondly embracing her, “ do 
not chide us very severely, even if Ave have been wTong; for 
indeed we meant to be very, very riglit ; and Avhen Ave set out 
the expedition appeared to us anything but a pleasant one. 
We have been to Oakley.” 

“ I am too thankful at seeing you returned in safety, my 
dear girls, to be very angry at any thing. But do tell me, 
Helen, what could have induced you to volunteer a visit to 
the only people who ha\'e been unkind to us since your poor 
father’s death ? ” 
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In the hope, mamma, of putting an end to an estrange¬ 
ment which I thought was very painful to you." 

Dearest Helen ! it was just like you ! And have you 
succeeded, my love ? " 

No, mamma, I have not.” 

Mrs. Mowbray coloured. 

“ And pray, Helen, have they explained to you the cause 
of their extraordinary and most unfeeling conduct ?" 

“ Do not say theij, dearest mother ! Lady Harrington is 
greatly distressed at Sir (Till)ert’s conduct: so is the colonel, 
who is just come home. Whatever fault there may be, it is 
Sir Gilbert’s alone," 

Did he, then, explain himself to you ?” 

Helen remained silent. 

must request, Helen,” resumed her mother, ^^that you 
make no farther mystery about the Harringtons, 1 am willing 
to excuse the strange step you took this morning; but I shall be 
seriously displeased if you refuse to tell me what passed during 
your visit. Of what is it that Sir Gilbert accuses me ? ” 

I pointed out to him, mamma, the injustice of being 
angry with you because papa made a will that he did not 
approve.” 

Well, Helen ! and what did he say to that? ” 
r^pon my word, mamma, 1 could not find a shadow of 
reason in any thing he said.” 

‘‘ Vou evade my questions, Helen. I insist upon know¬ 
ing what it is that Sir Gilbert lays to my charge. — Helen ! — 
do you refuse to answer me ? ” 

“ Oh no, mamma ! — but you cannot think how painful 
ii W'ould l)e for me to repeat it! ” 

“ 1 cannot help it, Helen: you have brought this pain on 
yourself hy your very unadvised visit of this morning. But 
since you have gone to the house of one who has declared 
himself my enemy, you must let me know exactly what it is 
he has chosen to accuse me of; unless you mean that I 
soould imagine you wi.sh to shield him from my resentment 
because you think him right.” 

“ (.)h, my mother !” cried Helen ; ** what a word is that!’’ 
Weli, then, do not trifle with me any longer, but repeat 
at once all that you heard him say.” 

Thus urged, poor Helen. stated Sir Gilbert’s very unjust 
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suspicions respecting the influence used to induce Mr. Mow¬ 
bray to make the will he had left. It was in vain she en¬ 
deavoured to modify and soften the accusation, — the resent¬ 
ment and indignation of Mrs. Mowbray were unbounded; 
and Helen had the deep mortification of perceiving that the 
only result of her enterprise was to have rendered the breach 
she so greatly wished to repair a hundred times wider than 
before. 

“ And this man, with these base and vile suspicions, is the 
person your father has left as joint c’xecutor wdth me ! —> 
What a situation does tliis place me in ! Did he make any 
allusion to this, Helen ? — did he say any thing of the neces¬ 
sary business that we have, most unfortunately, to transact 
together 

“ No, mamma, he did not.” 

A long silence followed this question and answer. Mrs. Mow'- 
bray appeared to suffer greatly, and in fact she did so. No¬ 
thing could be farther from the truth than the idea Sir <5ill)crt 
Harrington had conceived, and its injustice revolted and 
irritated her to a degree that she never before experienced 
against any human being. That Helen should have listened 
to such an accusation, pained her extremely; and a feeling 
in some degree allied to displeasure against her mingled with 
the disagreeable meditations in which she was plunged. 

“My head aches dreadfully !” she said at last. “ Fanny, 
give me my shawl and parasol: 1 will try wdiat a walk in the 
fresh air wdll do for me.^’ 

“ May 1 go with you, mamma?” said Helen. 

“No, my dear; you have had quite walking enough. 
Fanny has not been out at all: she may come with me.” 

These words were both natural and reasonable, but theie 
was something in them that smote Helen to the heart. She 
fondly loved her mother, and, for the first time, she suspected 
that her heart and feelings were not understood. 

Mrs. Mow'hray and Fanny had just walked through the 
library windows into the garden, wrhen they perceived 
Mr. Cartwright approaching the house. They both uttered 
an exclamation of pleasure at perceiving him, and Fanny said 
eagerly, “ He must see us, mamma ! Do not let him go all 
the way round to the hall-door! May we not walk across 
and meet him ? 
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To be sure. Run forward, Fanny ; and when he sees 
you coming to him, he will turn this way,” 

She was not mistaken : Fanny had not made three steps in- 
advance of her mother, before Mr. Cartwright turned from 
the road, and passing through a gate in the invisible fence, 
joined her iu a moment. 

How kind this is of you !” said he as he drew near; 
— “ to ap]>ear thus willing to receive again an intruder, 
whose quick return must lead you to suspect that you are in 
danger of being haunted by him ! And so I think you are. 
Miss Fanny ; and 1 will be generous enough to tell you at once, 
that if you greet me thus kindly, I shall hardly know how to 
keep away from Mowbray Park.” 

Rut mamma is so glad to see you,” said Fanny, blushing 
beautifully, that 1 am sure you need not try to keep away !” 

Mrs, Mowbray now drew near to answer for herself; wdiich 
she did very cordially, assuring him that she considered these 
friendly and unceremonious visits as the greatest kindness he 
could show^ her. 

Jt will long, I think,” said she, “ before I shall 
have courage sutficient to invite any one to this mournful and 
sadly-altered mansion : but those whose friendship 1 really 
value will, I trust, have the charity to come to us without 
waiting for an invitation.” 

I wish I could prove to you, my dear madam,” replied 
Mr. Cartwright with respectful tenderness, how fervently 
1 desire to .serve you : but, surrounded by ohl and long-tried 
friends as you must be, how can a new-comer and a stranger 
hope to l)e useful f ” 

This was touching a very tender point—and it is just 
possible that Mr. Cartwright was aw’are of it, as he was 
present at the reading of the will, and heard Sir (iilbert Har¬ 
rington’s first burst of rage on becoming acquainted with its 
contents. But Mrs. Mowbray had either forgotten this cir¬ 
cumstance, or, feeling deeply disturbed at the fresh proof 
which Helen had brought her of the falling off’ of an old 
friend," was disposed to revert anew to it, in the hope of moving 
the compasssion and propitiating the kindness of a new one, 

Alas I my dear sir,” she said feelingly, even old friends 
will sometimes fail us ; and then it is that we ought to thank 
God for such happy accidents as that which has placed near 
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Tis one so able and kindly willing to supply their place as 
yourself.Fanny, my love, the business on which I have to 
speak is a painful one: go to your sister, dearest, while I 
ask our kind friend’s advice respecting this unhappy business.” 

Good-b'ye then, Mr. Cartwright,” said Fanny, holding 
out her hand to him.— But perhaps I shall see you again as 
you go away, for I shall be in the garden.” 

“ Bless you, my dear child!” said he fervently, as he led 
her a few steps towards the shrubberies; “ God bless, and 
have you in his holy keeping! ” 

AVhat an especial blessing have you, my dear frien<l,” he 
said, returning to Mrs. Mowbray, “ in that charming child ! 
—Watch over her, and guard her from all evil! for she is 
one who, if guided in that only path which leads to good, 
will be a saving and a precious treasure to all who belong to 
her; but if led astray — alas! the guilt that the downfall of 
so pure a spirit would entail on those wrhose duty it is to 
watch over her !” 

She is indeed an excellent young creature!” said the 
proud mother, whose darling the lovely Fanny ha’d ever been ; 
“ but I think she wants less guiding than any child I ever 
saw, — and it has always been so. She learned faster than 
she could be taught ; and her temper is so sweet, and her 
heart so affectionate, that I really do not rerncinber that she 
has ever deserved a reprimand in her life.” 

“ May the precepts of her admirable mother ever keep lier 
thus! ” said Mr. Cartwright, as they seated themselves in the 
library, into- which they had entered. “ But, oh ! my dear 
lady ! know you not that it is just such sweet and gifted 
creatures as your Fanny that the Evil One seeks for his own,^ 
—Nay, look not thus terrified, my excellent, ray exemplary 
friend,—look not thus terrified ; if it be thus, as most surely 
it is—think you that we are left without help to resist } My 
dear, my admirable Mrs. Mowbray! yours is the hand 
appointed to lead this fair and attractive being unspotted 
through the world. If great—awfully great, as assuredly it 
is, be the responsibility, great—unspeakably groat, will be the 
reward. Then tremble not, dear friend ! watch and pray, 
and this unmeasurable reward shall be yours ! ” 

Mrs. Mowbray, however, did tremble; but her trembling 
was accompanied by a sweet and well-pleased consciousness of 
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being considered by the excellent man beside her as capable of 
leading this darling child to eternal happiness and glory. 
The look, the accent of Mr. Cartwright went farther than his 
words to convince her that he believed this power to be hers, 
and she gazed at him with something of the reverence and 
humble love w'ith which Catholics contemplate the effigies of 
the saints they worship. 

Hut what was the business, the painful business, my poor 
friend, u[)on which you wished to consult me, before that 
vision of light had drawn all our attention upon herself.^ What 
w'as it, iny dear Mrs. Mowbray, you wished to say to rne?” 

“ J am hardly justified, 1 fear, Mr, Cartwright, thus early in 
our acquaintance, in takiiig up your valuable time in listening 
to my sorrow's and my wrongs; but in truth I have both to 
l)ear ; and 1 have at this moment no friend near me to w'hora 
I can ajiply for advice how to proceed with business that 
puzzles almost as much as it distress€*s me. May I, then, my 
dear sir, intrude on your kindness for half an hour, while I 
state to you the singular predicament in which I arn placed 

tTe it not, as most assuredly it is—were it not, dearest 
Mrs. Mowbray, a true and deep-felt pleasure to me to believe 
that I might possibly be useful to you, it wmuld be my especial 
and bouiiden duty to strive to be so. For what are the 
ministers of the Most High placed amidst the people,^ where¬ 
fore are their voices raised, so that all should hear them Is it 
not, my friend, because their lives, their souls, their bodies, are 
devoted to tlie service of those committed by Providence to 
their care ? And, trust me, the minister who would shrink 
from this is unwortliy—utterly unw'orthy the post to w'hich he 
has been called. Sj)eak, then, dearest Mrs. Mowbray, as to 
one bound alike by duty and the most fervent good-will to aid 
and assist you to the utmost extent of his power.” 

The great natural gift of Mr. C'artw'right was the pow'cr of 
making his voice, his eye, and the flexible muscles of his hand¬ 
some mouth, echo, and, as it were reverberate and reiterate 
every word he spoke, giving to his language a power beyond'its 
owm. What he now said w'as uttered rapidly, but with an ap¬ 
parent depth and intensity of feeling that brought tears of 
mingled gratitude-and admiration to the eyes of Mrs. MoAvbray. 
After a moment given to this not unpleasing emotion, she said, 

“ It was from you, Mr. Cartwright, if 1 remember rightly. 
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that I first heard the enactments of my husband’s will. When 
1 give you my word, as I now most solemnly do, that I had 
never during his life the slightest knowledge of what that will 
was to be, I think you will believe me.” 

Believe you ! ” exclaimed Mr. Cartwright. “ Is there on 
earth a being sufficiently depraved to doubt an assertion so 
vouched by you?” 

Oh, Mr. Cartwright! if all men had your generous, and, 
I will say, just confidence in me, I should not now be in the 
position I am! But Sir Gilbert Harrington, the person most 
unhappily chosen by Mr. Mowbray as joint executor with my¬ 
self, is persuaded that this generous will was made in my 
favour solely in consequence of ray artful influence over him ; 
and so deeply does he resent this imputed crime, that instead 
of standing forward, as he ought to do, as the protector and 
agent of his friend’s widow, he loads the memory of that 
friend with insult, and oppresses me with scorn an<l revilings, 
the more bitter because conveyed to me by my own child.” 

Mrs. Mowbray wept.—Mr. Cartw'right hid his face with 
his hands, and for some moments seemed fearful of betraying all 
he felt. At length he fixed his eyes upon her—eyes moistened 
by a tear, and in a low, deep voice that seemed to indicate an in¬ 
ward struggle, he uttered, Vengeance is mine, jfaith thi Lord! ” 

He closed his eyes, and sat for a moment silent,—then 
added, Perhaps of all the trials to which w'e are exposed in 
this world of temptation, the obeying this mandate is the most 
difficult I But, like ell uttered by its Divine Author, it is 
blessed alike by its authority and its use. APithout it!—my 
friend ! without it, would not my hand be grappling the throat 
of your malignant enemy ?—Without it, should I not even 
now be seeking to violate the laws of God and man, to bring 
the wretch who can thus stab an angel woman’s breast to the 
dust before her ? But, thanks to the faith that is in me, 1 know 
that his suspicious heart and cruel soul shall meet a vengeance 
as much greater than any I could inflict, as the hand that 
wields it is more powerful than mine ! I humbly thank Heaven 
for this, and remembering it, turn with chastened spirit from 
the forbidden task of punishing him, to the far more Christian 
one of offering aid to the gentle being he would crush.—Was 
it indeed from the lips of your child, my poor friend, that 
these base aspersions reached you ? ” 



77 


THE VICAB OF WBEXB1LI>. 

It was indeed, Mr. Cartwright; and it was this which 
made them cut so deeply. Poor Helen knew not what she 
was about when she secretly left her mother’s roof to visit this 
man, in the hope of restoring the families to their former 
habits of intimacy !” 

Did Helen do this?” said Mr. Cartwright, withasortofsliiver. 

Yes, poor thing, she did; and perhaps for her pains may 
have won caresses for herself. But, by her own statement — 
most reluctantly given, certainly,—she seems to have listened 
to calumnies against her mother, which 1 should have thought 
no child of mine would have borne to hearand again 
Mrs. Mow'bray shed tears. 

Gracious Heaven ! ” exclaimed Mr. Cartwright, fervently 
clasping his hands. “ Dear, tortured Mrs. Mow’bray, turn your 
weeping eyes to Heaven I those drops shall not fall in vain. 
It w'as your child—a child nurtured in that gentle bosom, 
who repeated to you this blasphemy ? Oh, fie ! fie ! fie ! But 
let us not think of this, — at least, not at this trying moment. 
Hereafter means must be taken to stay this plague-spot from 
spreading over the hearts of all whom nature has given to love 
and honour you. Your pretty, gentle Fanny! she at least 
will not, 1 think, be led to listen to any voice that shall speak 
ill of you : — sweet child ! let her be near your heart, and that 
w'ill comfort you. — But, alas! my poor friend, this maternal 
disap})ointment, grievous as it is, will not be all you have to 
bear from this wretch, whom Heaven, for its good but inscru¬ 
table purposes, permits to persecute you. There must be 
business, my dear Mrs. ]\lowbray, business of great importance 
that this man must he immediately called upon to execute with 
you, — the proving the will, for instance; he must either do 
this, or refuse to act.” 

“ Would to Heaven he might refuse!” said Mrs. Mowbray 
eagerly; “ wbat a relief would this In* to me, Mr.Cartwrigbt I Do 
you think there would be any possibility of leading him to it?” 

Of leading'hiin,—certainly not; for it is very clear, from 
his conduct, that whatever you appeared to wish, t/iat he w ould 
be averse to do. Your only hope of obtaining what would 
most assuredly be an especial blessing for you, his ibrnial re¬ 
nunciation of the executorship, would, I think, he from writing 
to him immediately, and imperatively demanding his joining 
you forthwith in proving tl>e will. In such a state of mind 
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as he must be in before he would bear to utter his vile suspi¬ 
cions to your daughter, I think it very likely he may refuse.” 
And what would happen then, Mr. Cartwright ?” 

You must place yourself in the hands of a respectable 
lawyer, totally a stranger and unconnected with him, and he 
would put you in a way to prove it yourself; after which he 
could give you no further trouble of any kind: unless, indeed, 
your misguided children should continue to frequent his house, 
and so become the means of w’ounding your ears and your 
heart by repeating his calumnies. Hut this, I trust, the source 
of all wisdom and goodness %vill give you power to prevent.*’ 
With your help and counsel, Mr. Cartwright, 1 may yet 
hope to weather the storm that seems to have burst upon njc; 
but indeed it could hardly have burst upon any one less capa¬ 
ble of struggling with it! In what language should 1 WTite to 
this cruel man, who has so undeservedly bt^come my enemy ?” 

** There is no difficulty there, my friend. The shortest 
and most strictly ceremonious form must be the best.’’ 

Mrs. Mowbray drew towards her materials for writing,— 
opened the portfolio, which between its leaves of blotting- 
paper contained sundry sheets of wire-wove, black-edged post, 
—placed one of them before her, — took a pen and curiously 
examined its tip-—dipped it delicately in the ink, and finally 
turned to Mr. Cartwright, saying. 

How very grateful I should be if you would have the 
great kindness to write it for me! ’* 

‘‘ But the handwriting, my dear lady, must be yours.” 

Oh yes ! I know. But it would be so much more satis¬ 
factory if you would sketch the form 1” 

“ Then 1 am sure I vi'ill do it most readily.” He drew 
the paper to him and wrote, 

Mrs. Mowbray presents her compliments to Sir (iilbert 
Harrington, and requests to know on what day it Avill suit him 
to meet her and her lawyer in London, for the purpose of 
proving her late husband’s will at Doctors’ Commons. The 
amount of the real property may be ascertained by the rent- 
roll ; that of tlie personal, by means of papers left by the 
deceased, and a valuation of the effects made by competent 
persons. Mrs. Mowbray begs leave to intimate that she 
wishes as little delay as possible to intervene before the com¬ 
pletion of this transaction.” 
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Mr. Cartwright turned what he had written towards her, 
saying, This is the sort of letter which I should think it 
advisable to send.’* 

Mrs. Mowbray drew forth another sheet, and transcribed it 
so rapidly that it might be doubted whether she allowed her¬ 
self time to read it as she did so. 

“ And this should be desjiatched instantly, should it not?” 
she said, folding and directing it. 

Indeed, 1 think so.’^ 

‘‘ Then will you have the kindness to ring the bell, 
Mr. Cartwright?” 

Bring me a lighted taper, John,” said Mrs. Mowbray to 
the servant who entered ; “ and let Thomas get a horse ready 
to take this letter immediately to Oakley.” 

The taper was brought, the letter sealed and delivered, with 
instructions that the bearer was to wait for an answer. 

'J'his iin|)ortant business conclutled, Mr. (’artwright rose to 
go, saying, You have filled my heart and my head so com- 
])letely by the communication of Sir Gilbert Harrington's 
conduct, that J protest to you I do not at this moment recol¬ 
lect why it was I troubled you with a visit this morning. 1 
shall recollect it, 1 dare say, when I see you no longer; and if 
I do, you must let me come back before very long to tell you.” 

But whether you recollect it or not,” replied Mrs. Mow¬ 
bray in a plaintive tone, “ I trust you will not let it be long 
Ixdbre I see you : otherwrise, Mr. Cartwright, I shall not know 
how to jrroceed when 1 receive Sir Gilbert’s answer.’’ 

I'his aj)j)eal w^as answered by an assurance, uttered in a tone 
of the most soothing kindness, that he would never be far 
from her when she wished him near ; and then, with a pas¬ 
toral and affectionate pressure of her hand, he left her. 

Fanny kept her w'ord, and w'as w'alking up and dow’n about 
a dozen yards from that end of the shrubbery which termi¬ 
nated in the road leading to the house. Mr. Cartwright looked 
in that direction as he stepped from the library window, and 
W’alking quickly to the spot, conversed with her for several 
minutes as she stood leaning over the gate. Fanny smiled, 
blushed, and looked delighted; her hand, too, was pressed 
with affectionate kindness; and Mr. Cartwright returned to 
his vicarage and his early dinner. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

RELENTS MISERY AT HER MOTHEb’s DISPLEASURE.'-SIR 0. 

Harrington’s letter on the subject of the will. 

WHEN Miss Torrington and Helen retreated to the dressing- 
room appropriated to the former, which was the apartment in 
which they generally pursued their morning studies, they sat 
down disconsolately enough to review the results of their en¬ 
terprise. 

Everything is ten times worse than it was before, Helen !” 
said her friend ; and it is all iny fault!” 

Your fault ? — Oh no ! But I believe we are both of us 
too young to interfile, with any reasonable hope of doing 
good, between those who in age and wisdom are so greatly our 
superiors. Oh, Rosalind I 1 fear, 1 fear that my dearest 
mother is very angry with me !” 

I cannot believe it, Helen. 1 hardly know how far a 
^dutiful daughter may be permitted to act like a rational 
human being ; but to the best of my knowledge and belief,, 
your conduct has been such as to ensure you the aj)probation 
and gratitude of any mother in the world — at least of any 
reasonable mother. You know, Helen, how truly fond I have 
become of iny sweet-tempered guardiariess. — Is there such a 
word ? — 1 believe not ; — of my guardian, then. During 
the eight months that I have made one of her family, 1 have 
never yet received a harsh word or unkind look from her, 
though 1 have not the slightest doubt that I have deserved 
many : but nevertheless, iny own dear Helen, if slie should 
blunder so egrcgiously as to be really angry with you for 
acting with such zealous, tender affection as you have done 
this morning merely because that obstinate old brute Sir Gil¬ 
bert was not to be brought to reason ; if she should really act 
thus—which I trust in God she vrill not—but if she should, 
I do verily believe, in all sincerity, that 1 should hate Iter.” 

No, you would not,—you would not be so unjust, Rosa¬ 
lind. What right had we to volunteer our silly services ? 
What right had 1, in particular, to fancy that if Sir Gilbert 
would not listen to the remonstrances of his excellent aud very 
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clever wife, he would listen to mine ? — I really am ashamed 
of my silly vanity and most gross presumption ; and if my 
dear, dearest mother will but forgive me this once, as all 
naughty children say, I do not believe she will ever have cause 
to chide me for meddling again. Oh, Rosalind ! if she did 
but know how I love her, she could never have looked so 
coldly on me as she did when she told me 1 had had walking 
enough !'’ 

“ 1 hope you are mistaken ; I hope she did not look coldly 
on you. 1 hoj)e she is not angry ; for if she be .... I 
shall go over to the enemy, Helen, as sure as my name is Ro¬ 
salind, and you may live to see me patting the rough hide of 
that very shaggy British bull-dog. Sir Gilbert, every time he 
says something impertinent against your mother.” 

“ There is one thing,” said Helen, slightly colouring, that 
does in some little degree reconcile me to the unfortunate visit 
of this morning — and that this . . . .” 

“ The having met Colonel Harrington I ” cried Rosalind, 
interrupting her. “ Is it not so 

You are right,” replied her friend composedly. “ Wil¬ 
liam Harrington, when he was simply William Harrington, 
and not a dashing colonel of dragoons, was kindness itself to 
me, when I was a puny, fretful girl, that cried when I ought 
to have laughed. I cannot forget his good-natured protecting 
ways with me, and I should have been truly sorry if he had 
left the country again, as I supi>ose he will soon do, without 
my seeing him.” 

I'ruly, 1 believe you, my dear,” replied Rosalind, laugh¬ 
ing. And your plain William Harrington, too, seemed as 
willing to renew tJie acquaintance as yourself. To tell you 
•the truth, Helen, I thought 1 saw symptoms of a mighty 
pretty little incipient flirtation.” 

How can you talk such nonsense, when have so much 
to make us sad ! Hon’t you think I had l)etter go and see if 
mamma is come in, Rosalind 1 cannot express to you how 
miserable I shall be as long as 1 think that she is angry with me." 

At this moment the bell which announced that the luncheon 
was ready, sounded, and poor Helen exclaimed, “^Gh, 1 am 
so sorry ! I ought to have sought her again, before meeting 
her in this manner. But come! perhaps her dear face will 
look smilingly at me again : how 1 will kiss her if it does !*’ 
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But the warm heart was again chilled to its very core by 
the look Mrs. Mowbray wore as the two girls entered the 
room. Fanny was already seated next her. This was a 
place often playfully contested between the sisters^ and Helen 
thought, as she approached the door, that if she could get it, 
and once more feel her mother's hand between her own, she 
should be the happiest creature living. 

But nothing could be less alike, than what followed her 
entrance, to the imaginings which preceded it. Mrs. Mow'bray 
was unusually silent to them all, but to Helen she adtiressed 
not a single word. This w^as partly ow'ing to the feeling of 
displeasure which had recently been so skilfully fastened in 
her breast, and partly to the anxiety she felt respecting the 
answer of Sir Gilbert to her note. 

In the middle of the silent and nearly untasted meal, the 
poetical Fanny being in truth the only one who appeared to 
have much inclination to eat, a salver w^as presented to 
Mrs. Mowbray, from whence, wdtlj a heightened colour and 
almost trembling hand, she took a note. She instantly rose 
from table and left the room. Helen rose too, but not to 
follow her; she could no longer restrain her tears, and it was 
to hide this from Fanny, and if possible from llosalind, that 
she hastened to leave tl»ein both, and shut herself in her owui 
chamber to weep alone. 

The present emotion of Helen cannot be understood vrith- 
out referring to the manner in wdiich she had hitherto lived 
W'ith her mother, and indeed to the general habits of the 
family. Mystery of any kind was unknown among them; 
and to those who have observed the effect of this, its pro¬ 
digious influence on the general tone of family intercourse 
must he well known. To those w'ho have not, it tvould be 
nearly impossible to convey in words an adequate idea of the 
dittereiice which exists in a household where the ]»arenls make 
a secret of all things of important interest, and where they 
do not. It is not the difference between ease and restraint, or 
even that more striking still, Itetween sweet and sour tempers 
in the chief or chiefs of the establishnu'nt; it is a thousand 
times more vital than cither. Without thi.s easy, natural 
spontaneous confidence, the family union is like a rope of 
sand, that will fall to pieces and disappear at the first touch 
of any thing that can attract and draw off its loose and un- 
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bound particles. But if it be important as a general family 
habit, it is ten thousand times more so in the intercourse be¬ 
tween a motljer and her daughters. Let no parent believe 
that affection can be perfect without it; and let no motfier 
fancy that the heart of her girl can be open to her if it find 
not an open heart in return. Mothers! if you value the 
precious deposit of your dear girls’ inmost thoughts, peril not 
he treasure by chilling them with any mystery of your owm ! 
It is not in the nature of things that confidence should exist 
on one side only: it must be mutual. 

Never was there less of this hateful mildew of mystery than 
in the Mowbray family during the life of their father. What¬ 
ever were the questions that arose, — whether they concerned 
the purchase of an estate, or the giving or accepting an invita¬ 
tion to dinner, — whether it were a discussion respecting the 
character of a neighbour, or the flavour of the last packet of 
tea, — they were ever and always canvassed in full assembly; 
or if a)iy inetnbers were wanting, it was because curiosity, 
which lives only by searching for what is hid, laekingits proper 
aliment, had perished altogether, and so set the listeners free. 

This new-born secrecy in her mother struck therefore like a 
bolt of ice into the very heart of the sensitive Helen. Have 
1 lost her for ever! ” she exclaimed aloud, though in solitude. 
‘‘ Mother ! mother ! — is it to be ever thus ! — If this be the 
consequence of my poor father’s will, w'ell might Sir Gilbert 
deplore it! How happily could 1 have live<l for ever, depend¬ 
ent on her for my daily bread, so 1 could have kept her heart 
for ever as open as my own ! ” 

At this period, Helen Mowbray had much suffering before 
her ; but she never perhaps felt a pang more bitter in its new¬ 
ness than that which accoirrpanied the conviction that her mo¬ 
ther had a secret which she meant not to communicate to her. 
She felt the fact to be what it really w'as, neither more nor 
less ; she felt that it announced the dissolution of that sweet 
and i)erfect liarmony which had hitherto existed between them. 

The note from Sir Gilbert Harrington was as follows : 

Sir Gilbert Harrington presents his compliments to 
Mrs. Mowuray, and begs to inform her that he has-* not the 
slightest inientiou of ever acting as executor to the very sin¬ 
gular and mysterious docuraqnt opened in his presence on the 

« 2 
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12th of May last past, purportinp; to be the last will and testa¬ 
ment of his late friend, Charles Mowbray, Esquire. 

« Oakley, June 29th, 1834. ” 

*‘The lady had gone to her secret bower ” to peruse this 
scroll ; and it was fortunate perhaps that she did so, for it pro¬ 
duced in her a sensation of anger so much more violent than 
she was accustomed to feel, tliat she would have done herself 
injustice by betraying it. 

Mrs. Mowbray had passed her life in such utter ignorance 
of every kind of busine.ss, and such blind and helpless de¬ 
pendence, first on her guardians, and then on her husband, 
that the idea of acting for herself was scarcely le.ss terrible 
than the notion of navigating a seventy-four would be to 
ladies in general. Her thoughts now turned toivards Mr, t’art- 
wright, as to a champion equally able and willing to help and 
defend her, and she raised her eyes to Heaven with fervent 
gratitude for the timely happiness of liaving met with such a 
friend. 

That friend had pointed out to her the fault committed by 
Helen in a manner that made it appear to her alrno'st unpardon¬ 
able. To have doubted the correctness of his judgment on 
this, or any point, would have been to doubt the stability of 
that staff which Providence had sent her to lean upon in this 
moment of her utmost need. She doubted him not: and Helen 
was accordingly tlirust out, not without a pang j)crhaps, from 
that warm and sacred station in her mother’s heart that it had 
been the first happiness of her existence to fill. Poor Helen ! 
matters were going worse for her — far w'orse than she ima¬ 
gined, though she w-as unhappy and out of s])irils. She believed, 
indeed, that her motlier was really angry ; but, terrible as her 
forebodings w’crt*, she dreamed not that she W'as already and 
for ever estranged. 

As soon as the first burst of passionate anger had been re¬ 
lieved by a solitary flood of tears, Mr.s. Mowbray called a council 
with herself as to whether she should immediately despatch a 
messenger to request Mr. (’artwright to call upon her in the 
evening, or whether she should trust to the interest he had so 
warmly expressed, which, if sincere, must bring him to her, 
she thought, on the morrow. 

After anxiously debating this point for nearly an hour, and 
deciding first on one line of conduct, and then on the other. 
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at least six different times within that period, she at last 
determined to await liis coming; and concealing the doubts 
and fears which worried her by confining herself to her room 
under pretence of headacb, the three girls were left to pass 
the remainder of the day by themselves, when, as may easily 
be imagined, the important events of the morning were fully 
discussed among them. 

Fanny, after the motives of the visit to Oakley had been 
fully explained to her, gave it as her ojjinion that Helen was 
wrong in going without the consent of her mother, but that 
lier intention might plead in atonement for it. But her indig¬ 
nation at hearing of the pertinacious obstinacy of Sir Gilbert 
W'as unbounded. 

“ Oh ! how iny poor father w'as deceived in him!” she 
exclaimed. He must have a truly bad heart to forsake and 
vilify my mother at the time she most wants the assistance of 
a friend. For you know' there is business, Helen, relative to 
the wdll, and the property, and all that—Sir Gilbert under¬ 
stands it all,—hard-hearted wretch ! and 1 doubt not he 
thinks he shall crush poor mamma to the dust by thus 
leaving her, as he believes, without a friend. But, thank 
God I he w'ill find he is mistaken.” 

“ ^Fhat do you mean, Fanny said Rosalind sharply. 

I mean, Rosalind, that mamma is uof without a friend,” 
replied Fanny with emphasis. It has pleased God in his 
mercy to send her one when she most needed it.” 

“ I trust that God will restore to her atid to us the old, 
W'ell known, and trusted friend of ray father,” said Helen 
gravely. “ On none other can we rest our hope for counsel 
and assistance, wdicu needed, so safely.” 

“ Even if you w’ere right, Helen,” replied her sister, 

tliere W'ould be small comfort in your observation. Of 
what advantage to mamma, or to ns, would the good qualities 
of Sir Gilbert be, if it be his will, as it evidently is, to 
estrange himself from us ? What a contrast is the conduct 
of Mr. (Cartwright to his ! ” 

“ Mr. (Cartwright! ” cried Ro.salind, distorting her pretty 
features into a grimace that intimated abundant scorn, — 

Mr. Cartwright! There is much consolation, to be sure, 
in what an acquaintance of yesterday can do or say, for the 
loss of such an old friend Sir Gilbert Harrington !” 

. < G 3 
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It would be a sad thing for poor mamma if there were 
not,” replied Fanny. Of what advantage to her, I ask you, 
is the long standing of her acquaintance with Sir Gilbert, if 
his caprice and injustice are to make him withdraw himself at 
such a time as this ? — And how unreasonable and unchristian- 
like would it be, Rosalincl, were she to refuse the friendship 
of Mr, Cartwright, because she has not known him as long ? ” 

The only objection I see to her treating Mr. Cartwright 
as a confidential friend is, that she does not know him at all,” 
said Rosalind. 

Nor ever can, if she treats him as you do, Miss Tor- 
rington,” answered Fanny, colouring. 1 believe Mr. Ed¬ 
ward Wallace was an esjiecial favourite of yours, my dear ; 
and that perhaps may in some degree account for your prejudice 
against our good Mr. Cart^vright. — ('oiifess, Rosalind; — is 
it not so ” 

“ He was indeed an especial favourite with me! ” replied 
Rosalind gravely ; and for the love I bear you all, and more 
particularly for your sake, Fanny, and your poor mother’s, I 
would give much — much—much, that he were in the place 
which Mr. Cartwright holds.” 

But if mamma is in want of a man to transact her 
business, why does she not write to Charles and desire him to 
return ? ” said Helen. “ The taking his degree a few months 
later would be of little consequence.” 

“ Charles.?” said Fanny with a smile that seemed to mean 
a great deal. — Charles is one of the most amiable beings in 
the world, but the most incapable of undertaking the managtv 
ment of business.” 

How can you know any thing about it, Fanny.?” said 
Helen, looking at her with surprise. 

I heard Mr. Cartwright say to mamma, that Charles was 
quite a boy, though a very charming one.” 

Helen looked vexed, and Rosalind fixed her eyes upon 
Fanny as if wishing she would say more. 

‘‘In short,” continued Fanny, “ if Sir Gilbert chooses to 
cut us, I don’t see what mamma can do so proper and so 
right as to make a friend of the clergyman of the parish.” 

Her two companions answered not a word, and the con¬ 
versation was brought to a close by Fanny’s drawing from her 
pocket, her bag, and her bosom, Sundry scraps of paper, on 
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which many lines of unequal length ,were scrawled ; and on 
these she appeared inclined to her fix w^oie attention. This 
was always considered by Helen and Rosalind as a signal for 
departure : for then Fanny was in a poetic mood; a word 
spoken or a movement made by those around her produced 
symptoms of impatience and suffering which they did not like 
to witness. Their absence w'as indeed a relief: for ])retty 
Fanny, during the few moments of conversation which she 
had enjoyed at the gate of the shrubbery in the morning, had 
promised Mr. Cartwrigld to compose a hymn. To perform 
this promise to the best of her power was at this moment the 
first wish of her heart: for the amiable vicar had already 
contrivetl to see some of those numerous ofl^rings to Apollo 
with which this fairest and freshest of Sapphos beguiled her 
too abundant leisure. He had pronounced her poetic powers 
great, and worthy of higher themes than any she had hither¬ 
to chosen : ifwas most natural, therefore, that she should now 
tax her genius to the utmost, to prove that his first judgment 
had not been too favourable: so the remainder of that long 
day passed in melancholy enough tete-a-Ute between Rosalind 
and Helen, and in finding rhymes for all the epithets of 
heaven on the part of Fanny. 


CHAPTER XII. 

MB. Cartwright's eetteu to his cousin. — colonel 

HARRINGTON. 

The intelligent reader will not be surprised to hear that 
Mr. Cartwright did not suffer himself to be long expected in 
vain on the following morning. Fanny, however, was already 
in the garden when he arrived; and as it so happened that 
he saw her as she was hovering near the shrubbery gate, he 
turned from the carriage-road and approached her. 

How sweetly does youth, when blessed with such a 
cheek and eye as yours. Miss Fanny, accord with the fresh 
morning of such a day as this ! — I feel, ” he added taking her 

G 4 
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hand and looking in her blushing face, that my soul never 
offers adoration more worthy of my Maker than w’heu in¬ 
spired by intercourse with such a being as you !” 

“ Oh ! Mr. Cartwright!” cried Fanny, avoiding his glance 
by fixing her beautiful eyes upon the ground. 

My dearest child ! fear not to look at me — fear not to 
meet the eye of a friend, who would watch over you, Fanny, 
as the minister of Heaven should watch over that which is 
best and fairest, to make and keep it holy. Let me have 
that innocent heart in my keeping, my dearest child, and all 
that is idle, light, and vain shall be banished thence, while 
heavenward thoughts and holy musings shall take its place. 
Have you essayed to hymn the praises of your God, Fanny, 
since we parted yesterday ” 

This question was accompanied by an encouraging pat 
uj)on her glowing cheek ; and Fanny, her heart beating wdth 
vanity, shyness, hope, fear, and sundry other feelings, drew 
the MS. containing a fairly-written transcript of her yester¬ 
day’s labours from her bosom, and jdaced it in his hand. 

Mr. Cartwwight pressed it tvith a sort of pious fervour to 
his lips, ami enclosing it for greater security in a letter winch 
he drew’ from his pocket, belaid it carefully within his waist¬ 
coat, on the left side of his person, and as near, as jjoshihle to 
that part of it appropriated for the residence of the heart. 

This must be examined in private, my beloved child,” 
said he solemnly. “ The first attempt to raise such a spirit 
as yours in holy song has, to my feelings, something as aAvful 
in it as the first glad movement of a seraph’s wing ! . . . . 
Where is your mother, Fanny ? ” 

She is in the library. ” 

Alone ?” 

Oh yes! — at least I should think so, for I am sure she 
is expecting you.” 

Farew’ell, then, my dear young friend ! — Pursue your 
solitary musing walk; and remember, Fanny, that as by 
your talents you are marked and set apart, as it were, from 
the great mass of human souls, so will you l)e looked upon 
the more fixetUy by the searching eye of God, It is from him 
you received this talent — keep it sacred to hi.s use, as David 
did, and great shall be your reward ! — Shall I startle your 
good mother, Fanny, if I enter by the library window V* 



THIS VICAR OF WREXIIILL. 89 

“ Oh no! Mr. Cartwright—I am sure mamma would 
he quite vexed if you always went round that long way up to 
the door, especially in summer you know, when the windows 
are always open.” 

Once more, farewell, then ! ” 

Fanny’s hand was again tenderly pressed, and they parted. 

It would he a needless lengthening of my tale, were I to 
record all that jiassed at this and three or four suhscquent 
interviews which took phice between the vicar and Mrs. Mow’- 
hray on the subject of })roving the will. Together with the 
kindest and most soothing demonstrations of raj)idly increas¬ 
ing friendship and esteem, IMr. Cartwright conveyed to her 
very sountl legal information respecting what it was necessary 
for her to do. The only difficulty remaining seemed to arise 
from Mrs. Mowbray’s dislike to apply to any friend in Lon¬ 
don, either for their hospitality or assistance, during the 
visit it was necessary she should make there for the comple¬ 
tion of the liusiness. 'I'liis dislike arose from the verv dis- 
agreeahle difficulties which had been thrown in her way by 
Sir (Jilbert Harrington’s refusing to act. It would have been 
very painful to her, as she frankly avowed to her new friend, 
to announce and explain this refusal to any one ; and it w'as 
therefore finally arranged l)etween them, that he should give 
her a letter of introduction to a most excellent and trust- 
W'orthy friend and relation of his, who was distinguished, as he 
as.sured her, for being the most honourable and conscientious 
attorney in London, — and perhaps, as he added with a sigh, 
the only one who oo»stautly acted with the fear of the Lord 

before his eves. 

¥ 

Gladly <lid IVlrs. Mowbray accc<le to this proposal, for in 
truth it removed a world of anxiety from her mind ; and 
urged as much by a wish to prove how very easy it was to be 
independent of Sir Gilbert, as by the strenuous advice of 
Mr. (’artwright to lose no time in bringing the business to a 
conclusion, she fixed upon the following week for this trouble¬ 
some but necessary expedition. 

It may serve to throw a light upon the kind and anxious 
interest winch the \’icar of Wrexbill took in the affairs of his 
widowed parishioner, if a copy of his letter to his cousin and 
friend Mr. Stephen Corbold be inserted. 
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“ TO STEPHEN COBBOLD, ESQ. SOLICITOR, ORAY*S INN, LONDON. 

My dear and valued Friend and Cousin, 

has at length pleased God to enable me to prove to 
you how sincere is the gratitude which I have ever professed 
for the important service your father conferred upon me by 
the timely loan of two hundred pounds, when I was, as I 
believe you know, inconvenienced by a very troublesome 
claim. It has been a constant matter of regret to me that 1 
should never, through die many years which have since 
passed, been able to repay it: but, if 1 mistake not, the 
service w'hich I am now able to render you will eventually 
prove such as fairly to liquidate your claim upon me ; and 
from my knowledge of your pious and honourable feelings, 1 
cannot doubt your being willing to deliver to me my bond 
for the same, should your advantages from the transaction in 
hand prove at all commensurate to my expectations,” 

[Here followed a statement of the wddow Mowbray’s busi¬ 
ness in London, with the commentary u}>on the ways and 
means which she possessed to carry that, and all other busi¬ 
ness in which she was concerned, to a satisfactory conclusion, 
much to the contentment of all those fortunate enough to be 
employed as her assistants therein. The reverend gentleman 
dien proceeded thus.] 

Nor is this all I would wish to say to you, cousin Ste¬ 
phen, on the subject of the widow Mowbray’s affairs, and the 
advantages which may arise to you from the connexion which 
equally, of course, for her advantage as for yours, 1 am de¬ 
sirous of establishing between you. 

I need not tell ?/ou, cousin Stephen, w'ho, by the blessing 
of Heaven upon your worthy endeavours, have already been 
able in a little w^ay to see what law is, — 1 need not, I say, 
point out to you at any great length, how much there must 
of necessity be to do in the management of an estate and of 
funds which bring in a net income somewhat exceeding four¬ 
teen thousand pounds per annum. Now I learn from ray 
excellent friend Mrs. Mowbray, that her late husband trans¬ 
acted the whole of this business himself; an example which 
it is impossible, as I need not remark, for his widow and sole 
legate to follow. She is quite aware of this, and by a mer- 
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cifiil dispensation of the Most High, her mind appears to be 
singularly ductile, and liable to receive such impressions as a 
pious and attentive friend would be able to enforce on all 
points. Jn addition to this great and heavy charge, which it 
has pleased Providence, doubtless for his own good purposes, 
to lay upon her, she has also the entire management, as legal 
and sole guardian of a young Irish heiress, of another pro¬ 
digiously fine property, consisting, like her own, partly of 
money in the English funds, and partly in houses and lands 
in the north part of Ireland. The business connected with 
the Torrington property is therefore at this moment, as well 
as every thing concerning the widow Mowbray’s affairs, com¬ 
pletely without any agent whatever; and I am not writhout 
hopes, cousin Stephen, that by the blessing of God to usward, 
I may be enabled to obtain the same for you. 

I know the pious habit of your mind, cousin, and that 
you, like myself, never see any remarkable occurrence without 
clearly tracing therein the immediate finger of Heaven. I 
confess that throughout the whole of this affair; —the 
sudden death of the late owner of this noble fortune; the 
singular wall he left, by which it all has l)ecome wholly and 
solely at the disposal of his excellent wddow ; the hasty and 
not overwise determination to renounce the executorship on the 
part of this petulant Sir Gilbert Harrington ; the accident or 
rather series of accidents, by w hich I have become at once and 
so unexpectedly, the chief stay, support, comfort, consolation, 
and adviser of this amiable but very helpless lady ;—throughout 
the whole of this, I cannot, I say, but observe the gracious 
Providence of my Master, who wills that I should obtain 
power and mastery even over the things of this wrorld, worth¬ 
less though they be, cousin Stejjben, when set in comparison 
with those of the world to come. It is my clear perception 
of the will of Heaven in this matter which renders me 
willing, — yea, ardent in my desire to obtain influence over 
the Mowbray family. They are not all, however, equally 
amiable to the wholesome guidance I would afford them : on 
the contrary, it is evident to me that the youngest child is 
the only one on whom the Lord is at present disposed to 
pour forth a saving light. Nevertheless I will persevere. 
Peradventure the hearts of the disobedient may in the end be 
turned 0 the wisdom of the Just ; and we know right well 
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who it is that can save from all danger, even though a mart 
went to sea without art ; a tempting of Providence which 
would in my case be most criminal, — for great in that're¬ 
spect has been its mercy, giving unto me that light which is 
needful to guide us through the rocks and shoals for ever 
scattered amidst worldly affairs. 

Thus much have 1 written to you, cousin Stephen, with 
my own hand, that you might fully comprehend the w'ork 
that lies before us. But I will not with pen anil ink write 
more unto you, for I trust I shall shortly see you, and that 
we shall speak face to face. 

I am now^ and ever, cousin Stephen, your loving kinsman 
and Christian friend, 

William Jacoij CARTwRiCriiT. 

“ Wrexhill Vicarnge, f)th .Inly, 18S1.” 

P. S. Since writing the above, the widoiv IVlowbray has 
besought me to instruct t/te gen firman who in to art ns her agrnt 
to obtain lodgings for her in a convenient quarter of the town ; 
and therefore this letter will precede her. Nor can she indeed 
set forth till you shall have written in return to inform her 
w'hereunto her equipage must be instructed to drive. Ue- 
mernber, cousin, that the apartments be suitable ; and in 
choosing them recollect that it is neither you nor I who will 
pay for the same. Farewell. If I mistake not, the mercy of 
Heaven overshadows you, my cousin.” 

Poor Mrs. Mowbray would have rejoiced exceedingly had 
it been possible for her kind and ever-ready adviser and friend 
to accompany her to London ; but as he did not himself pro¬ 
pose this, she ■would not venture to do it, and only asked him, 
such as an obedient child n)ight ask a parent, whether he 
thought she ought to go attended only by a man and maid 
servant, or whether she might have the comfort of taking one 
of her daughters with her. 

Mr. Cartwright looked puzzled; indeed the question in¬ 
volved considerable difficulties. It was by no means the vicar’s 
wish to appear harsh or tlisagreeable in his enactments ; yet 
neither did he particularly desire that the eldest Miss Mowbray 
should be placed in circumstances likely to give her increased 
influence over her mother: and as to Fanny, his conscience 
reproached him for having fo'r an instant conceived, the idea 
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of permitting one to vphom the elective finger of grace had so 
recently pointed to be removed so far from his fostering care. 

After a few moments of silent consideration, he replied, 

No! my dearest lady, you ought not to be without the 
soothing presence of a child ; and if I might advise you on the 
subject, 1 should recommend your being accompanied by 
Miss Helen, — both, because, as being the eldest, she might 
expect this preference, and because, likewise, I should deem 
it prudent to remove her from the great risk and danger of 
falling into the society of your base and injurious enemy 
during your absence.” 

You are quite right about that, as I’m sure you are about 
every thing, Mr. Canwright. I really would not have Helen 
see more of Sir Gilbert’s family for the world ! She has such 
w'iid romantic notions about old friendships being better than 
new ones, that I am sure it would be the w'ay to make terrible 
disputes between us. She has never yet known the misery of 
having an old friend turn against her, — nor the comfort, 
Mr. ('artwright, of finding a lunv one sent by Providence to 
supply his pli.co !” 

“ My deare.st lady ! I shall ever praise and bless the dispen¬ 
sation that has placed me near you iluring this great trial; — 
and remember always, that those whom the Lord loveth he 
chastejieth !” 

“ Ah ! Mr. Cartwright, I fear that I have not been hitherto 
sufficiently mindful of this, and that I have rejiined where I 
ought to have blessed. Hut 1 trust that a more Christian 
spirit is notv awakened within me, and that henceforward, 
with your aid, and by the blessing of Heaven upon my 
humble endeavours, I may become w’orthy of the privilege I 
enjoy as being one of your congregation.” 

‘‘ May the Lord bear, receive, record, and bless that hope !” 
cried the vicar fervently, seizing her hand and kissing it with 
holy zeal. 

Mrs. Mowbray coloured slightly ; but feeling ashamed of 
the weak and unworthy feeling that caused this, she made a 
strong efibrt to recover from the sort of embarrassment his 
action caused, and said, with as much ease as she could assume, 

“ llosalind and Fanny are both very young and very gitltly, 
Mr. Cartwright, May I hope that during my short absence 
— wliich 1 shall make as sliprt as possible, — may 1 hope, 
my kinS friend, that you will look in upon them every day 
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You cannot doubt it!—what is there 1 would not do to 
spare you an anxious thought! — They are young and 
thoughtless, particularly your ward. Miss Torrington is just 
the girl, 1 think, to propose some wild frolic—perhaps another 
yisit to Sir Gilbert; and your sweet Fanny is too young and 
has too little authority to prevent it.” 

“ Good Heaven ! do you think so.^ Then what can I do ?’* 
An idea has struck me, my dear friend, which I will 
mention to you with all frankness, certain that if you dis¬ 
approve it, you will tell me so with an openness and sincerity 
equal to my own. — I think that if my staid and quiet 
daughter Henrietta were to pass the short interval of your 
absence here, you might be quite sure that nothing gay or 
giddy would be done: — her delicate health and sober turrt of 
mind preclude the possibility of this ; — and her being here 
would authorize my daily visit." 

There is nothing in the world I should like so well,” 
replied Mrs. Mowbray. Any thing likely to promote an in¬ 
timacy between iny young people and a daughter brought up 
by you must be indeed a blessing to us. Shall 1 call upon 
her ? — or shall 1 write the invitation ?” 

You are very kind, dear lady !—very heavenly-minded ! 
—but there is no sort of necessity that you should take the 
trouble of doing either. 1 will mention to Henrietta your 
most flattering wish that she should be here during your 
absence: and, believe me, she will be most happy to comply 
with it.” 

I shall be very grateful to her.—But will it not be more 
agreeable for her, and for ns also, that she should come imme¬ 
diately ? I cannot go before Monday—this is Thursday ; 
might she not come to us to-morrow ? ” 

How thoughtful is that!—how like yourself!—Cer¬ 
tainly it will be pleasanter for her, and 1 will therefore bring 
her.” 

The conversation was here interrupted by the entrance of a 
.servant with a note. But for the better understanding its 
effect both on the lady and gentleman, it will be necessary to 
recount one or two circumstances which had occurred to the 
anti-Cartwright party in the Mowbray family, subsequent to 
their visit to Oakley. 

A few days after that which witnessed poor Helen’s <lis- 
grace, after entering the drawing-room and receiving a hint 
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from her mother (whom she found there in close conclave 
with the vicar) that she had better take her morning walk, it 
happened that she and Rosalind, as they wore earnestly dis¬ 
coursing of their yesterday’s visit, and enjoying the perfect 
shade of a lane leading to the village of Wrexhill, perceived 
a horseman approaching them as slowly as it was possible to 
make a tine horse walk. In the next moment, however, 
something appeared to have pricked the sides of his intent, 
as well as those of his horse; for with a bound or two he 
W'as close to them, and in the next instant dismounted and 
by their side. 

The gentleman proved to be Colonel Harrington, who imme¬ 
diately declared, with very soldierly frankness, that he had been 
riding through every avenue leading to Mowbray Park, in the 
hope of being fortunate enough to meet them. 

Rosalind smiled; while Helen, without knowing too well 
what she said, answered with a deep blush, ** You are very 
kind.*’ 

Colonel Harrington carefully tied up his reins and so 
arranged them as to leave no danger of their getting loose; 
then giving his steed a slight cut with his riding-w'hip, the 
obedient animal set off at an easy trot for Oakley. 

He knows his way, at least, as well as I do,” said the 
colonel. “ it is rny father’s old hunter, and I selected him on 
purpose, that if I were lucky enough to meet you, I might 
have no trouble about getting rid of him. And now tell me, 
Helen, how did your mother bear the answer my father sent 
to her note .f*” 

An answer from Sir Gilbert.?—and to a note from my 
mother? ’ said Helen. Alas ! it was kept secret from me ; 
and therefore. Colonel Harrington, I had rather you should 
not talk of it to me.” 

It is hardly reasonable that you should insist upon my 
keeping secret what I have to tell you, Helen, because others 
are less communicative. The letters he receives and writes 
are surely my father’s business either to impart or conceal, as 
he thinks best; and he is extremely anxious to learn your 
opinion respecting your mother’s letter, and his answer to it. 
He certainly did not imagine that they had been kept secret 
from you.” 

Indeed I have never heard of either.’ 
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Do you suppose, then, that she has mentioned them to no 

? vt 

. 

Helen did not immediately reply, but Rosalind did. 1 
am very particularly mistaken, Colonel Harrington," said she, 
if the Reverend William Jacob (Jartwright, vicar of Wrex- 
hill, and jmvy counsellor at Mowbray Park, did not superin¬ 
tend the writing of the one, and the reading of the other.” 

Do you really think so. Miss Torrington ? What do you 
say, Helen .?* do you believe this to have been the case ? ” 

“ He is very often at the Park,” replied Helen. 

But do you think it possible that Mrs. Mowbray would 
communicate to him what she 'would conceal from you said 
Colonel Harrington. 

I'his question was also left unanswered by Helen; but 
Rosalind again undertook to reply. “ You will think me a 
very interfering person, I am afraid. Colonel Harrington,” 
said she; “ but many feelings keep Helen silent %vhich do not 
influence me ; and, as far as 1 am capable of judging, it is 
extremely proper, and perhaps important, that Sir Gilbert 
should know that this holy vicar siever passes a day without 
finding or making an excuse for calling at tl)e Park. I can 
hardly tell how it is, but it certainly does happen, that these 
visits generally take place "when w’e — that is, Helen and I — 
are not in the house ; but ... to confess my sins, and make 
a clear breast at once, T will tell you what I have never yet told 
Helen, and that is, that J have ordered my maid to find out, 
if she can, when Mr. Cartwright comes. He slipped in, how¬ 
ever, through the library window twice yestenlay, so it is 
possible tliat he may sometimes make good an entry without 
being observed; for it is impossible that my Judy can be 
always on the watch, tliough she is so fond of jjerforming her 
needlework in that pretty treliised sutnmer-house in the Park.” 

What an excellent vidette you wmuld make. Miss Tor- 
rington,” said the young man, laughing. “ But will you tell 
me, sincerely, and without any shadow of jesting, wdiy it is 
that you have been so anxious to w-atch the movements of this 
reverend gentleman ? ” 

If I talk on the subject at all,” she replied, it will cer¬ 
tainly be without any propensity to jesting; for I have seldom 
felt less inclined to be merry than while watching the increas¬ 
ing influence of Mr. Cartwrigjit over Mrs. Mowbray and 
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Fanny. It was because I remarked that they never men- 
tione(l his having called, when I knew he had been there, that 
I grew anxious to learn, if possible, how constant his visits 
had become ; and the result of my espionage is, that no day 
passes without a visit.” 

But what makes you speak of this as of an evil. Miss 
Torrington } ” 

That is more than I have promised to tell you,” replied 
Rosalind ; “ but, as we have become so very confidential, I 
have no objection to tell you all— and that, remember, for the 
especial use of Sir Gilbert, who perhaps, if he knew all that I 
guess, would 7iot think he was doing right to leave Mrs. Mow¬ 
bray in such hands.” 

And what then. Miss Torrington, is there, a6' you guess, 
against this gentleman ? ” 

Rosalind fbr an instant looked puzzled; but, by the rapidity 
with which she proceeded after she began, the difficulty seemed 
to arise solely from not knowing what to say first. There 
is against him,” said she, the having hurried away from 
hearing the will read to the presence of Mrs. Mowbray, and 
not only announcing its contents to her with vrhat might well 
be called indecent haste, considering that there were others to 
whom the task more fitly belonged, and who would have per¬ 
formed it too, had they not been thus forestalled ;—not only 
did he do this, but he basely, and, I do believe, most falsely, 
gave her to understand that her son, the generous, disinte¬ 
rested, warm-hearted (Charles Mowbray, had manifested dis¬ 
pleasure at it. Further, he has turned the head of poor little 
Fanny, by begging co}>ie8 of her verses to send—Heaven 
knows where; and he moreover has, I am sure, persuaded, 
Mrs. Mowbray to think that my peerless Helen is in fault for 
something—Heaven knows what. He has likewise, as your 
account of those secret letters renders ce^rtain, dared to step 
between an affectionate mother and her devoted child, to de¬ 
stroy their dear and close union by hateful and poisonous 
mystery. He has also fomented the unhappy and most silly 
schism between your pettish father and my petted guardian ; 
and moreover, with all his far-famed beauty and saint-like 
benignity of aspect, his soft crafty eyes dare not look me in 
the face. And twelftlily and lastly, I hate him.” 

“ After tliis. Miss Torringt#n,” said the Colonel, laughing, 

H 
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no man assuredly could be sufficiently hardy to say a word 
in his defence;—and, all jesting apart,” he added very seri¬ 
ously, " I do think you have made out a very strong case 
against him. If my good father sees this growing intimacy 
between the Vicarage and the Park with the same feelings that 
you do, I really think it might go farther than any other con¬ 
sideration towards inducing him to rescind his refusal — for 
he has positively refused to act as executor — and lead him at 
once and for ever to forget die unreasonable cause of anger he 
has conceived against your mother, Helen.” 

Then let him know it without an hour’s delay," said 
Helen. Dear Colonel Harrington ! why did you let your 
horse go ? Walk you must, but let it be as fast as you can, 
and let your father understand exactly every thing tliat Rosa¬ 
lind has told you; for though I should hardly have ventured 
to say as much myself, I own that 1 think she is not much 
mistaken in any of her conclusions.” 

“ And do you follow her, Helen, up to her twelfthly and 
lastly ? Do you too hate this reverend gentleman ?” 

Helen sighed. “ I hoi>e not, C^olonel Harrington," site re¬ 
plied ; 1 should be sorry to believe myself capable of hating,, 

but surely I do not love him." 

The young ladies, in their eagerness to set the colonel off on 
his road to Oakley, were unconsciously, or rather most oblivi¬ 
ously, guilty of the indecorum of accompanying him at least 
half the distance; and at last it was Rosalind, ami not the 
much more shy and timid Helen, who became aware of the 
singularity of the proceeding. 

“And where may tie be going, I should like to know >" she 
said, suddenly stopping short. “ Helen ! is it the fashion for 
the Hampshire ladies to escort home the gentlemen they chance 
to meet in their walks f We never do that in my country." 

Colonel Harrington looked positively angry, and Helen 
blushed celestial rosy red, but soon recovered herself, and 
said, with that species of frankness which at once disarms 
ui zzing, 

“ It is very true, Rosalind ; we seem to be doing a very 
strange thing: but we have had a great deal to say tliat was 
really important; yet nothing so much so, as leading Colonel 
Harrington to his father with as little delay as possible.—But 
now 1 think we have said all. < Good-b’ye, Colonel Hairing- 
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ton : I need not tell you how grateful we shall all be if you 
can persuade Sir Gilbert to restore us all to favour.” 

" The all is but one, Helen ; but the doing so I now feel 
to be very important. Farewell! Take care of yourselves ; for 
I will not vex you, Helen, by turning back again. Farewell !’* 

The letter which interrupted the tete-a-tete between Mrs. 
Mowbray and the vicar was an immediate consequence of this 
conversation, and was as follows:— 

** Madam, 

Upon a maturer consideration of the possible effects to the 
family of my late friend w'hich my refusal to act as his execu¬ 
tor may produce, I am willing, notwithstanding my repugnance 
to the office, to perform the duties of it, and hereby desire to 
revoke my late refusal to do so. 

(Signed) Gilbert Hakbingtox. 

“ Oakloy, July I'.Hli, 

Thank Heaven,” exclaimed Mrs. Mowbray as soon as she 
had read the note, — “ Thank Heaven that 1 have no longer 
any occasion to submit myself to the caprices of any man ! — 
And yet,” she added, putting tlie paper into Mr. CartwTight’s 
hands, “ 1 suppose it will be best for me to accept his reluc¬ 
tant and ungracious offer ?” 

iNlr. Cartwright took the paper, and perused it with great 
attention, and more than onco. At length he said, 

I trust 1 did not understand you. What Avas it you said, 
dearest Mrs. Mowbray, respecting this most insulting commu¬ 
nication 

“ I hardly know', Mr CartAvright, what I said,” replied Mrs. 
Mowbray, colouring. How can I know tvhat to say to a per¬ 
son who can treat a w'omaii in my painful situation with such 
cruel caprice, such unfeeling inconsistency?” 

Were I you, my valued friend, I should make the matter 
very easy, for I should say nothing to him.” 

“ Nothing ? — I)o you mean that you would not answer 
the letter ?” 

“ Certainly: that is what I should recommend as the only 
mode of noticing it, consistently with the respect you owe your¬ 
self.” 

I am sure you are quite right,” replied Mrs. Mowbray, 
looking.relieved from a load (ff difficulty. 

u 2 
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“It certainly does not deserve an answer,** said she, and 
I am sure 1 should not in the least know what to say to him.” 

“ Then let us treat the scroll as it does deserve to lie treat¬ 
ed,** said the vicar with a smile. Let the indignant wind 
bear it back to the face of the hard-hearted and insulting 
writer!” 

And so saying, he eagerly tore the paper into minute atoms, 
and appeared about to consign them to the conveyance he 
mentioned, but suddenly checked himself, and with thoughtful 
consideration for the gardener added, 

“ But no! we will not disfigure your beautiful lawn by 
casting these fragments upon it: 1 will dispose of them on the 
other side of the fence.” 


CHAPTER XIII. 

MRS. Mowbray’s departure for town.—an extemporary 

PRAYER. 

It was about nine o’clock in the evening of this same day, that 
Mr. CartWTight was seen approaching across the lawn towards 
the drawdng-room windows,—and that not only by Judy, but 
by the whole family, who were assembled there and preparing 
to take their tea. His daughter Henrietta was on his arm ; 
yet still she rather followed than walked with him, soevidcmtly 
did she hang back, while he as evidently endeavoured to 
quicken his pace and draw her forward. 

The eyes of the whole party were attracted to the windows. 
Mrs. Mowbray and Fanny, approaching different sashes, each 
stepped out to welcome them ; while Miss Torrington and 
Helen were content to watch the meeting from their jdaces on 
a sofa. 

“ Did you ever see a man drive a pig to market, Helen ?’* 
said Rosalind. “ In my country they do it so much more 
cleverly ! for look you, if that man were half as clever as he 
thinks himself, he would just go behind the young lady and 
pull her backwards.” 
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“■ I am not quite sure that the scheme would answer in this 
case,” replied Helen. Look at the expression of her face, 
and I think you will perceive that nothing hut a very straight¬ 
forward pull could induce her to approach at all.” 

** Perhaps she is disgusted at her odious father’s presump¬ 
tion and forwardness?” cried Rosalind, starting up. “ If that 
l)e so, I will patronise her.—Poor thing ! look at her eyes ; I 
am positive she has been weeping.” 

With this impression. Miss Torrington stepped forward, 
and, as the party entered, greeted the young lady very kindly : 
though she hardly appeared to perceive that her father entered 
with her. 

She received in return a look which, with all her acuteness, 
she found it extremely difficult to interpret. There was a 
strong and obvious expression of surprise in it ; and then, in 
the faint attempt at a smile about the corners of the mouth,— 
which attempt, however, was finally abortive,— Rosalind 
fancied that she traced a movement of gratitude, though not 
of pleasure ; but over every feature a settled gloom seemed to 
hang, like a dark veil, obscuring, though not quite hiding 
every tunotion. 

The difficulty of understanding why atid wherefore she 
looked as she did, was quite enough, with sucli a disposition as 
Rosalind’s, to make her an object of interest; and therefore, 
when Mrs. Mowbray made lier the speech that she was ex- 
j)ressly brought to hear, expressi\'e of hope that she w’ould 
have the areat kindness to console that part of her family who 
were to remain at home by affording them the pleasure of her 
company, Rosalind relieved her from the immediate necessity 
of re})lying, by saying gaily, 

She will and she must, 3Jrs. Mowbray, for we wdll take 
her prisoner ; but I will promise, as far as 1 am concerned, 
that her durance shall be as gentle as possible.” 

It w'as now the vicars turn to look astonished, which ho 
certainly did in no small degree, and ran some risk of destroy¬ 
ing the favourable impression wdiich his daughter’s look of 
misery had created, by saying, in the sweet tone that Miss 
Torrington relished so little, 

“ Henrietta, my love—I trust you will be sensible of, and 
grateful for, the amiable and condescending kindness of tliis 
young Ij^dy.'* • 

n 3 
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"VVTiat the gloomy Henrietta answered, Rosalind did not 
stay to hear; for by a movement of that impatience with 
which she always listened to all that Mr. Cartwright spoke, 
she turned from him and w'alked out of the window. She 
only stayed, however, long enough to gather a bunch of 
geranium blossoms, which she put into the hand of Henrietta 
as she placed herself beside her on re-entering. 

Are they not superb, Miss Cartwright 

Miss Cartwright again answered by a look which once more 
set all Rosalind’s ingenuity at defiance. It now spoke awak¬ 
ened interest, and an almost eager desire to look at and listen 
to her ; but the heavy gloom remiiined, while her almost total 
silence gave her an appearance of reserve greatly at variance 
with the expression which, for a moment at least, she had read 
in her eyes. 

Helen w'as now, in full assembly, informed for the first 
time that she was to attend lier mother to towm. Had this 
been told her, as every thing was wont to be, in the dear 
seclusion of her mother’s dressing-room, she w’ould have 
hailed the news wdth joy and gratitude, and believed tltat it 
predicted a return of all the happiness she had lost: but now 
the effect was wlioily different; and though she mastered her¬ 
self sufficiently to send back the tears before they reached her 
eyes, and to declare, in the gentle voice of genuine unaffected 
obedience, that she should be delighte<l if she could be useful 
to her, the manner of the communication sank deeply and 
painfully into her heart. 

An answer having arrived by return of post froin Stephen 
Corbold, Esq., solicitor, stating that commodious apartments 
were secured in 'Wimpole-street, and himself re^dy, body and 
spirit, to do the lady’s bidding, Mrs. Mowbray fixed on the 
following day for her journey. Miss Cartwright gave one 
mutter beyond a tacit consent to remain at the Park during 
her absence, and the party separated; Fanny how'ever de¬ 
claring, as she wrapped a shawl of her mother's about her 
head, that she must enjoy the delicious moonlight by accom¬ 
panying the vicar and his daughter as far as the Park gates. 

‘‘ And return alone, Fanny ?" said her mother. 

Why not, dear lady replied Mr. Cartwright. Her 
eye will not be raised to the lamp of night without her heart’s 
rising also in a hymn to her Lord and Saviour; apd I am 
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willing to believe that her remaining for a few moments be¬ 
side her pastor and her friend, while under its soft influence, 
will not ^ likely to make her thoughts wander in a wrong 
direction." 

Oh no, Mr. Cartwright,” replied the mother; I am 
sure, if you think it right, she shall go.” 

At this moment Miss Torrington was giving a farewell 
shake of the hand to Henrietta ; when, instead of receiving 
from her an answering “ Good night! ” something very like 
a groan smote her ear. 

How very strange! ” she exclaimed aloud, after a silence 
that lasted till the vicar, with Fanny leaning on his arm, and 
his sulky daughter follovring, had half traversed the lawn to¬ 
wards tlie gate that opened upon the drive. 

“ IVdiat is strange, Miss Torrington ?” said Mrs. Mowbray. 

“ Almost every thing I see and hear, ma’am,” replied the 
young lady. 

“ At what hour are we to set off’ to-morrow, mamma } ” 
inquired Helen. 

“ At ten o’clock, my dear. You had better give your 
orders to Curtis to-night, Helen, as to wdiat she is to put up 
for you. I hope we shall not be obliged to remain in town 
above two or three days.” 

If you have any thing to do in your room to-night, 
Helen, it is time to betake yourself to it," observed Rosalind ; 
“ for,” looking at her watch, “ it is very near midnight, 
though Miss Fanny Mowbray is walking in the Park. — Good 
night, Mrs. Mowbray.” But IMrs. Mowbray did not appear 
to hear her. 

Good night, mamma," said Helen, approaching to kiss her. 

She received a very cold salute upon her forehead, and a 
“ Good night, Helen,” in a tone that answered to it. 

Rosalimi took the arm of her friend within hers as they 
left the room together, and a silent pressure spoke her sym¬ 
pathy ; but neither of them uttered a w'ord that night, either 
concerning Mr. (lartwright’s increasing influence, or Mrs. Mow¬ 
bray’s continued coldness to Helen. They both of them felt 
more than they wished to s})eak. 

The following morning brought Mr. Cartwright and his 
daughter again to the Park a few minutes before the post- 
horses arrived for Mrs. Mowbray’s carriage, and in a few 

n 4 
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minutes more every thing was ready for the departure of the 
travellers. Helen gave a farewell embrace to Fanny and 
Rosalind; while the attentive vicar stepped into the carriage 
before Mrs. Mowbray entered it, to see that as many windows 
were up and as many windows down as she wished, and like¬ 
wise for the purpose of placing a small volume in the side 
pocket next the place she was to occupy. He tlien returned 
to her side, and as he handed her in, whispered, while he 
pressed her hand. 

Do not fatigue yourself with talking, my dear friend : it 
is a great while since you have taken a journey even so long 
as this. In the pocket next you 1 have placed a little volume 
that I wash — oh, how ardently ! — that you w’ould read with 
attention. Mill you promise me this ? ” 

1 will,” replied Mrs. Mowbray, deejdy affected by his 
earnestness— God bless you !” 

“ The Lord watch over you !” responded Mr. (-aitwright 
with a sigh. He then retreated a step, and Helen sprang 
hastily into the carriage without assistance ; the door w'as 
closed, and before the equipage reached the lodges Mrs. Mow¬ 
bray had plunged into a disquisition on regeneration and faith 
— the glory of the new’ birth — and the assured damnation of 
all who cannot, or do not, attain thereto. 

Meanwhile the party left umler the shade of the portico 
looked at each other as if to inquire wdiat they were to do 
next. On all occasions of morning departure there is gene¬ 
rally a certain degree of flenauivrcTnmt left with those w'ho 
remain behind. In general, however, this is soon got over, 
except by a desperate idler or a very mournful residuary guest; 
but on the present occasion the usual occupations of the parties 
were jmt completely out of joint, and Rosalind, at least, was 
exceedingly well disposed to exclaim — 

- Acrursod spite, 

'J'hat ever I was born to set it riglit! ” 

She remained stationary for a fetv minutes, hoping and 
expecting that the reverend gentleman would depart: but as 
this did not happen, she quietly re-entered the house and re¬ 
tired to her own dressing-room. 

Fanny then made a motion to enter also, hut took very 
hospitable care that it should iijclude both her companions. 
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Mr. Cartwright spoke not of going — he even led the way to 
the library hintiself, and haying closed the door and put down 
the ever-open sash windows, he turned to Fanny, and, with a 
smile that might have accompanied a proposal to sing or 
dance, said, 

“ My dear Miss Fanny ! does not your heart feel full of 
kind and tender wishes for the safety of your beloved mother 
during her absence from you ? 

“It does indeed !” said Fanny, shaking back her chesnut 
ringlets. 

“ Then should we not,” rejoined the vicar, assisting her 
action by gently putting back her redundant curls with his 
own hand, — “ shotdd we not, my dear child, implore a 
blessing upon her from the only source from whence it can 
come ! ” 

Oh yes,” replied Fanny, with affectionate earnestness, but 
by no mt^ns understanding his immediate purpose, — Oh 
yes, iMr. (Jartwright; I am sure 1 never pray so heartily as 
when praying for mamma.” 

“ 'I'heu le»- us kneel,” said he, placing a chair before her, 
and kneeling down himself at the one that was next to it. 
Fanny instantly obeyed, covering h«^r face with her hands, 
while her young heart beat with a timid and most truly pious 
feeling of fear lest the act was not ])erformed with suitable 
deference ; for Jj^therto her private devotions had been per¬ 
formed in strict obedience to the solemn and explicit words of 
Scripture — “ ir/icu thou prayvat., cuter info thy closet, and 
tt'hen. thou, hast shut thy door, pray to thy Father which is in 
secret ; and thy Father which sceth in secret shall reward thee 
opealy." 

Hut though conscious that the mode of prayer in which she 
was now so unexpectedly invited to join was very unlike what 
she was used to, her unbounded love and admiration for 
Mr. Cartwright rendered it absolutely impossible for her to 
conceive it wrong, and she prepared herself to pray with all 
the fervour of her young and ardent spirit. 

'I'here was a moment's pause, during which a look was 
exchanged between the father and daughter unseen by 
Fanny ; but had it met her eye, it would only have appeared 
to her as a mystery that she was incapable of comprehending. 
Had Rosaliiid caught a sighfc of it, she might perhaps have 
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fancied that the glance of the father spoke command, accom¬ 
panied by direful threatenings, while that of his daughter be¬ 
trayed disgust and bitterest contempt mingled with fear. 

Mr. Cartwright began, almost in a whisper, to utter his ex¬ 
temporary prayer. It first invoked a blessing on the little knot 
of united hearts that now offered their homage, and then pro¬ 
ceeded to ask, in flowing periods, for exemption from all dan¬ 
gers likely to beset travellers by land for “ our beloved sister 
who is this day gone forth." In a tone somewhat more loud 
he went on to implore especial grace for the not yet awakened 
soul of the child she led with her; and then, his rich and 
powerful voice resounding through the room, his eyes raised 
to the ceiling, and his clasped and extended hands stretched 
out before him, he burst into an ecstasy of enthusiastic rant- 
ings, in which he besought blessings on the head of Fanny. 

It is impossible to repeat such language as Mr. Cartwright 
and those who resemble him think fit to use in their extempo¬ 
rary devotions, w'ithout offending against that sensitive horror 
of profanation which happily still continues to be one of the 
strongest feelings in the minds of (./hristians not converted — 
?. c. perverted from the solemn reverence our church enjoins 
in the utterance of every word by which we ventre to ap¬ 
proach the Deity. To such, the unweighed flipjfant use of 
those momentous words let us pkay,” followed as they 
often are, by turgid rantings, and familiar aj^als to tlie most 
High God, in volumes of rapid, careless wordiness, is perhaps 
the most offensive outrage to which their religious feelings can 
be exposed. One might be almost tempted to btdieve that the 
sectarians who, rejecting the authorized forms in which the 
bishops and fathers of our church have cautiously, reverently, 
and succinctly rehearsed the petitions which the Scriptures per¬ 
mit man to offer to his Creator; — one might, I say, almost 
be tempted to believe that these men have so misunderstood 
the Word of God, as to read; — Use ruin repetitions as the 
Heathen do, for they shall be heard for their much speaking. 
But this much speaking,” with all its irreverent accompani- 
rtients of familiar phraseology, is an abomination to those who 
have preserved their right to sit within the sacred pale of our 
established church ; and as it is among such that 1 wish to find 
my readers, I will avoid, as much as possible, offending them 
by unnecessary repetitions of Mrf Cartwright’s rhapsodip, pre- 
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serving only so much of their substance as may be necessary to 
the making his character fully understood. 

While imploring Heaven to soften the heart of poor Fanny, 
who knelt weeping beside him like a Niobe, he rehearsed her 
talents and good qualities, earnestly praying that they might 
not he turned by the Prince of Darkness into a snare. 

Let not her gift—her shining gift of poesy, lead her, as 
it has so often done others, to the deepest pit of hell 1 Let not 
the gentle and warm affections of her heart cling to those that 
shall carry her soul, with their own, down to the worm that 
dieth not, and to the fire that cannot be quenched ! Rather, 
fix thou her love upon those who will seek it in thy holy 
name. May she know to distinguish between the true and 
the false, the holy and the unholy ! ” 

“ Ameii ! " was here uttered by Henrietta, but in so low a 
whisper that only her father’s ear caught it. He paused for 
half a moment, and then continued with still-increasing zeal, 
so that his voice shook and tears fell from his eyes. 

Fanny was fully aware of all this strong emotion ; for though 
she uncovered not her own streaming eyes, she could not mis¬ 
take the trembling voice that pronounced its fervent blessing 
on her amidst sobs. 

Meanwhile Miss Torrington, who had seated herself before 
a book in her dressing-room, began to think that she was not 
acting very kindly towards Fanny, who, she knew, was so 
nearly chiltlish in her manners as to render the entertaining 
company a very disagreeable task to her. 

** Poor little soul! ” she exclaimed ; Irctween the manna 
of the father, and the crabbishness of the daughter, she will be 
done to death if 1 go not to her rescue.” So she closed her 
book and hastened to the library. 

The sound she heard on approaching the door startled her, 
and she paused to listen a moment before she entered ; for 
not having the remotest idea that it was the voice of prayer, 
she really believed that some one had been taken ill,—and 
the notion of convulsions, blended with the recollection of 
Henrietta’s sickly appearance, took possession of her fancy. 
She determined, however, to enter ; but turned the lock with 
a very nervous hand, — and on beholding the scene which the 
opening door displayed, felt startled, awed, and uncertain 
whethtg to advance or retreat. 
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She immediately met Henrietta’s eye, which turned towards 
her as she opened the door, and its expression at once ex¬ 
plained the nature of the ceremony she so unexpectedly wit¬ 
nessed. Contempt and bitter scorn shot from it as she slowly 
turned it towards her father ; and a smile of pity succeeded, 
as she mournfully shook her head, when, for a moment, she 
fixed her glance upon the figure of Fanny. Had the poor 
girl for whose especial sake this very unclerical rhapsody 
was uttered — had she been a few years older, and somewhat 
more advanced in the power of judging human actions, she 
must have been struck by the remarkable change which the 
entrance of Rosalind produced in the language and manner of 
the vicar. He did not for an instant suspend the flow of his 
eloquence, but the style of it altered altogether. 

Bless her ! bless tliis lovely and beloved one ! ” w'ere the 
words which preceded the opening of the door, accom])anied 
by the sobbings of vehement emotion. — “ Bless all this 
worthy family, and all sorts and conditions of men; and so 
lead them home ” . . . , See, were those which followed, — 
uttered, too, with very decent sobriety and discretion. 

Rosalind, however, was not quite deceived by this, though 
far from guessing how’ j>erfectly indecent and profane had 
been the imjjassioned language and vehement emotion which 
preceded her appearance. 

After the hesitation of a moment, she closed the door, and 
walking up to the side of Fanny, stood beside her for the 
minute and a half which it took Mr. (Jartwright to bring his 
harangue to a conclusion. He then ceased, rose from his 
knees, and bow'ed to the intruder with an air so meek and 
sanctified, but yet with such a downcast avoidance of lier eye 
withal, that Rosalind shrank from him with ill-concealed tlis- 
like, and would instantly have left the room, but that she did 
not choose again to leave Fanny, who still continued kneeling 
beside her, to a repetition of the scene she had interruf>ted. 

Fanny!” she said, in an accent a little approaching to 
impatience. 

But Fanny heeded her not. Vexed and disgusted at this 
display of a devotion so unlike the genuine, unaffected, well- 
regulated piety in which she had been herself brought up, 
she repeated her call,—adding, as she laid her hand lightly 
on her shoulder. 
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This is not the sort of worship which your excellent 
father, or goo4 Mr. Wallace either, would have approved.” 

Fanny now rose from her knees, and the cause of her not 
doing so before became evident. Her face was as pale as 
ashes, and traces of violent weeping were visible on her 
swollen eyelids. 

Good Heaven, Fanny ! what can have affected you thus ? 
— What, sir, have you been saying to produce so terrible an 
effect on Miss Mowbray ? The prayers of the church, in the 
discipline of which she has been most carefully bred up, pro¬ 
duce no such paroxysms as these, Mr, Cartwright.— t'orae 
with me, Fanny, and do endeavour to conquer this extraordi¬ 
nary vehemence of emotion.” 

Fanny took her arm ; but she trembled so violently that 
she could scarcely stand. 

Mr. Cartwright,” #aid Rosalind with a burst of indignation 
that she could not control, “ 1 must beg of you not to repeat 
this species of experiment on the feelings of this young lady 
during the absence of her mother. At her return she wull of 
course decide upon your continuance, or discontinuance, in the 
office you have been pleased to assume ; but, till then, I must 
beg, in her name, that we may have no more of this.” 

Oh! Rosalind !” exclaimed Fanny, while a fresh shower 
of tears burst from her eyes, how can you speak so ! ” 

“ Tell me, my dear young lady,” said Mr. Cartwright, 
addressing Miss Torrington in a voice of the gentlest kindness, 

did good Mrs. Mowbray, on leaving liome, place Miss 
Fanny under your care ? ” 

” No, sir, she di<l not,” replied Rosalind, a crimson flush 
of anger and indignation mounting to her cheeks; but, 
being considerably older than Fanny, I deem it my duty to 
prevent her if possible from again becoming an actor in such 
a scene as this.” 

Fanny withdrew her arm, and clasping her hands together, 
again exclaimed, Oh ! Rosalind I ” 

Do not agitate yourself, my good child,” said the vicar; 
“ I shall never suspect you of that hardening of the heart 
which would lead you to be of those who wish to banish the 
voice of prayer from the roof that shelters you. Nor shall 1,” 
he continued meekly, but firmly,—nor shall I consider my¬ 
self ju*stified in remitting tiiat care and attention which 1 
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promised your excellent mother to bestow on 'you, because 
this unhappy young person lifts her voice against the holy 
duties of my calling. I shall return to you in the evening, 
and then, 1 trust, we shall again raise our voices together in 
praise and prayer.” • 

So saying, Mr. Cartwright took his hat and departed. 

The three young ladies were left standing, but not in one 
group. Miss Cartwright, as soon as released from her kneel¬ 
ing position, had approached a window, and was assiduously 
paring her nails; Rosalind fixed her eyes upon the floor, and 
seemed to be revolving some question that puzzled her; and 
Fanny, after the interval of a moment, left the room. 

Miss Torrington approached the window, and said coldly, 
but civilly, I am sorry. Miss Cartwright, to have spokoi so 
sternly to your father,—or rather, for the cause which led me 
to do so,—but 1 really considered it a^ Aiy duty.” 

Oh ! pray, ma’am, do not apologise to me about it.” 

I do not wish to offer an aipology for doing what I be¬ 
lieve to be right; but only to express my sorrow to a guest, 
in the house that is my home, for having been ooliged to say 
any thing that might make her feel uncomfortable.” 

I do assure you, Miss Torrington,” replied the vicar’s 
daughter, that my feelings are very particularly indepen¬ 
dent of any circumstance, accident, or event, that may affect 
Mr. Cqrtwright .... my father.” 

Indeed!” said Rosalind, fixing on her a glance that 
seemed to invite her confidence. 

“ Indeed !” repeated Henrietta, quietly continuing the oc¬ 
cupation furnished by her fiiigers’ ends, but without showing 
any inclination to accept the invitation. 

Rosalind, was disconcerted. The singularity of Miss Cart¬ 
wright’s manner piqued her curiosity, and though by no means 
inclined to form a party with her against her father, she had 
seen enough to convince her that they were far from being on 
very affectionate terms together. A feeling of pity, too, though 
for sorrows and suflerings suggested chiefly by her own ima¬ 
gination, gave her a kind-hearted inclination for more intimate 
acquaintance; but she began to suspect that the wish for 
this was wholly on her side, and not shared in any degree by 
her companion. 

Chilled by this idea, and out of spirits from the prospect 
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of being daily exposed to Mr. CJartwright’s visits, Rosalind 
prepared to leave the room; but good>nature, as was usual 
with her, prevailed over every other feeling, and before she 
reached the door, she turned and said, 

Is there any thing, Miss Cartwright; that I can offer for 
your amusement ? I'he books of the day are chiefly in our 
dressing-rooms, I believe—and I have abundance of new 
music — and in this room I can show you where to find a very 
splendid collection of engravings." 

1 wish for nothing of the kind, I am much obliged to 
you.” 

Shall I send Fanny to you ? Perhaps, notwithstanding 
the ocean of tears you have seen her. shed, she would prove a 
much more cheerful companion than I could do at this mo¬ 
ment.” 

“ I do not wi.sh for i cheerful companion,” said Henrietta. 

“ Is there any thing, then, that I can do,” resumetl Rosa¬ 
lind, half smiling, that may assist you in getting rid of the 
morning 

“ You may sit with me yourself.” 

May I.?—M'ell, then, so I will. 1 assure you that I 
only tliought of going because it appeared to roe that you did 
not particularly desire my company.” 

“ To say the truth. Miss Torrington, I do not think there 
is any thing on earth particularly worth desiring; but your 
conversation may perhaps be amongst the most endurable. 
Resides, it is agreeable to look at you.” 

You are very civil,” replied Rosalind, laughing. Per¬ 
haps you would like me to hold a nosegay in my hand, or to 
put on a bonnet and feathers, that I might be still better 
worth looking at.” 

“No.—If I had a bunch of flowers before my eyes, I 
should not want you: no W'oman can be so beautiful as a col¬ 
lection of flowers. But I shall do very well, I dare say. 
Nothing, you know, lasts very long.” 

“ Your father, then, I presume, has taught your thoughts. 
Miss Cartwright, to fix themselves altogether on a future and 
a better world.” 

“ As to a future world. Miss Torrington, I must have bet¬ 
ter authority than Mr. Cartwright’s before I pretend to know 
any thipg about it,” 
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But I hope your distaste for that which we enjoy at pre¬ 
sent does not arise from its having been unkind to you ? ” 

When I was a child/’ answered Henrietta, 1 had a 
kind of sickly longing for kindness; but now, that I am older 
and wiser, I cannot say that I think kindness or unkindness 
are matters of much consequence.” 

“ That, indeed, is a feeling that must put one speedily 
either above or below sorrow.” 

I am below it.” 

It would be just as easy to say, above, Miss Cartwright ; 
and if you really have reached to a state of such stoical indif¬ 
ference, I rather wonder you should not feel that it sets you 
above all the poor sensitive souls whom you must see longing 
for a smile, and trembling at a frown.” 

Because, Miss Torrington, 1 have constantly felt that in 
approaching this state of mind I have been gradually sinking 
lower and lower in ray own estimation : I am become so 
hatefully familiar with sin and wickedness, that I perfectly 
loathe myself—though assuredly it has ended by giving me 
a very pre-eminent degree of indifference concefning all that 
may hereafter happen to me.” 

“ Is it in your own person,” said Rosalind jestingly, that 
you have become thus familiar with sin ? ” 

“ No. It is in that of my father.” 

Rosalind started. “ You talk strangely to me, Miss Cart¬ 
wright,” said she gravely ; “ and if you are playing upon my 
credulity or curiosity, I must submit to it. But if there be 
any serious meaning in w'hat you say, it would be more gene¬ 
rous if you would ]>ermit me to understand you. I believe you 
are aware that I do not esteem Mr. Cartwright: an avowal 
which delicacy would have certainly prevented my making to 
you, had you not given me reason to suspect-” 

—That I do not very greatly esteem him either,” said 
Henrietta, interrupting her. 

Exactly so: and as 1 am deeply interested for the welfare 
and happiness of the family amongst whom he seems disposed 
to insinuate himself upon terms of very particular intimacy, I 
should consider it as a great kindness if you would tell me 
what his character really is.” 

The request is a very singular one, considering to whom 
it is addressed,” said Miss Cartwright j and besides really 
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cannot perceive any reason in the world why I should be 
guilty of an indecorum in order to do you a great kindness.^’ 

“ The indecorum, Miss Cartwright, has been already com¬ 
mitted," said Rosalind. You have already spoken of your 
father ^s you should not have spoken, unless you had some 
strong ari^^ virtuous motive for it.” 

How exceedingly refreshing is the unwonted voice of 
truth !” exclaimed Henrietta. “ Rosalind Torrington, you 
are an honest girl, and will not betray me; for I do fear 
him—coward that I am — I do fear his cruelty, even while 
I despise his power. I think but lightly,” she continued, 
of the motes that people this paltry world of ours; yet 
there are gradations amongst us, from the pure-hearted kind 
fool, who, like you, Rosalind, would wish to spend their 
little hour of life in doing good, down to the plotting knave 
who, like my father. Miss 'rorrington, cares not what mis¬ 
chief he may <lo, so that his own unholy interest, and unholy 
joys, may be increased thereby : and so, look you, there are 
gradations also in my feelings towards them, from very light 
and easy indirference, down, down, down to the deepest abyss 
of hatred and contempt. 1 know not wdiat power you may 
have here—not much, 1 should fear; for though you are 
rich, the Mow'brays are richer; yet it is possible, I think, 
that if the energy which 1 suspect makes part of your cha¬ 
racter l)e roused, you may obtain some influence. If you do, 
use it to keep Mr. C’artvvright as far distant from all you 
love as you can. Mistrust him yourself, and teach all others 
to mistrust him. — And now, never attempt to renew this 
conversation. 1 may have done you some service—do not 
let your imprudence make me repent it. Let us now avoid 
each other if you please; I do not love talking, and would 
not willingly be led into it again.” 

Miss t'artwright left the room as soon as these words were 
spoken, leaving Rosalind in a state of mind extremely painful. 
Through all the strange wildness of Henrietta’s manner she 
thought that she could trace a friendly intention to put her on 
her guard ; but she hardly knew Avhat the mischief was which 
she feared, and less still perhaps what she could do to guard 
against it. The most obvious and the most desirable thing, if 
she could achieve it, was the preventing Mr. Cartwright’s mak¬ 
ing the constant morning and evening visits which he threaten- 
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ed ; but she felt that her power was indeed small, and, such as 
it was, jshe knew not well how to use it. 

Having remained for above an hour exactly in the place 
where Miss Cartwright had left her, inventing and rejecting 
a variety of schemes for keeping Mr, Cartwright from the 
house during the absence of Mrs. Mowbray, she at length 
determined to write to him, and after a good deal of medita¬ 
tion produced the following note: 

Miss Torrington presents her compliments to Mr. Cart¬ 
wright, and begs to inform him, that having been very strictly 
brought up by her father, a clergyman of the established 
church, she cannot, consistently with her ideas of what is 
right, continue to make her residence in a house where irre¬ 
gular and extempore prayer-meetings are held. Slic therefore 
takes this method of announcing to Mr. C’artwright, that if 
he perseveres in repeating at Mowbray Park the scene she 
witnessed this morning, she shall be obliged to leave the 
house of her guardian, and will put herself under the protec¬ 
tion of Sir Gilbert Harrington till such time as Mrs. Mowbray 
shall return. 

“ Mowbray Park, 13th July 1S33.” 

This note she immediately despatched to the A’icarage by 
her own footman, who was ordered to wait for an answer, 
and in the course of an hour returned with the following short 
epistle; 

Mr. Cartwright presents his compliments to Miss Tor¬ 
rington, and respectfully requests permission to wait upon her 
for a few minutes to-morrow morning. 

“ Wrcxhill Vicarage, July 13th, 1833.” 

Nothing could be less like the answer she expected than 
this note, and she might possibly have been doubtful whether 
to grant the audience requested, or not, had she not perceived, 
with very considerable satisfaction, that she had already ob¬ 
tained a remission of the evening rhapsody he had threatened 
in the morning, which inspired her with rea.sonable hope that 
her remonstrance would not prove altogether in vain. She 
determined therefore to receive Mr. Cartwright on the morrow, 
but did not deem it necessary to send another express to say 
so, feeling pretty certain that the not forbidding his approach 
would be quite sufficient to ensure its arrival. 
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The evening passed in very evident and very fidgetty 
expectation on the part of Fanny, who more than once strolled 
out upon the lawn, returning with an air of restlessness and 
disappointment. But Rosalind was in excellent spirits, anti 
contrived to amuse Miss Cartwright, and even elicit an 
expression of pleasure from her, by singing some of her 
sweetest native melodies, which she did with a delicacy and 
perfection of taste and feeling that few could listen to without 
delight. 


CHAPTER XIV. 

AN INTERVIEW.-THE LIME TREE. -KOSALINh's LETTER TO 

MR. MOWBRAY. 

At about eleven o’clock the follotving morning. Miss Tor- 
rington w-as infornictl that Mr. Cartw’right requested to speak 
to her for a few minutes in the drawing-room. Henrietta 
was wnth her when the message was delivered, and seemed to 
await her re]>ly with some curiosity. 

“ I will wait upon him immediately,'’ was the civil and 
ready answer; and as Rosalind gave it, and at the same 
moment rose from her chair to obey the summons, she looked 
in the face of her companion to see if there were any wish 
expressed there that the silence so strictly enjoined sliould be 
broken. But Miss Cartwright was occupied by a volume of 
engravings which lay'ht'fore her, and Rosalind left the room 
without having met her eye. 

It is impossible to imagine a demeanour or address more 
perfectly gentlemanlike and resj>ectful than those of Mr. Cart¬ 
wright as he walked across the room to receive Miss Torring- 
ton. Strong as her feelings were against him, this still pro¬ 
duced some effect; and as she seated herself, and motioned to 
him to do the same, her mental soliloquy amounted to this: — 
“ At any rate, 1 will listen patiently to what he has to say.” 

I have taken the liberty of requesting to speak to you. 
Miss Torrington, because I feel persuaded that niy conduct 
and principles have from some accident been misunderstood ; 

1 2 
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and I cannot but hope that it may be in my power to explain 
them, so as in some degree to remove the prejudice which I 
fear you have conceived against me.” 

‘‘ It is my duty, sir, both as a matter of courtesy and jus¬ 
tice, to hear whatever you wish to say in justification or excuse 
of the scene I witnessed yesterday morning. Miss Fanny 
Mowbray is not yet recovered from tlie effects of the agitation 
into which she was thrown by it; and I have no objection, 
Mr. Cartwright, to repeat to you in person my fixed determi¬ 
nation not to continue in the house if that scene lx? repeated.” 

It is impossible,replied Mr. Cartwright ‘‘ to find a lady 
of your age so steadfast in adhering to what she believes to lie 
right, without feeling both admiration and respect for her ; 
and I should think — forgive me if I wound you — I sliould 
think that such an one cannot altogether condemn the offering 
of prayer and thanksgiving ? ” 

Mr. Cartwright,” replied Rosalind, her colour rising, and 
her voice expressive of great agitation, you talk of having 
been misunderstood; but it is I, sir, who have reason to make 
this complaint. From W’hich of my words, either written or 
spoken, do you presume to infer that I contemn the offering of 
prayer and thanksgiving ? ” 

“ I beseech you to l)ear w’ith me patiently,” said Mr. Cart¬ 
wright with a look and tone of the most touching mildness; 

and be assured that by doing so, we shall not only be more 
likely to make ourselves mutually understood, but finally to 
arrive at that truth which, 1 am willing to believe, is equally 
the object of both. And the theme, my dear young lady, on 
which we speak should jmver be alluded to, — at least, 1 think 
not, — with any mixture of temper.” 

Foor Rosalind ! Honest as her vehemence was, she felt that 
she had been w'rong to show it, an<l with an effort that did her 
honour she contrived to say You are quite right, sir. As far 
as manner is concerned, you have greatly the advantage of me 
by your self-possession and calmness. Herein I will endeavour 
to imitate you, and assure you, with a sang froid as perfect as 
your own, that 1 consider the offering of prayer and thanks¬ 
giving as the first duty of a Christian. It is in consequence of 
the reverence in which I hold this sacred duty, that 1 shrink 
from seeing it performed irreverently, I have been taught to 
believe, sir, that the deepest learning, the most deliberative 
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wisdom, and the most grave and solemn meditation given to 
the subject by the fathers and founders of our church, were 
not too much to bestow on the sublime and awful attempt to 
address ourselves suitably to God in prayer. Prayers so 
framed, and fitted for every exigency that human nature can 
know, have been prepared for us with equal piety and wisdom ; 
and while such exist, I will never join in any crude, un weighed, 
unauthorised jargon addressed to the Deity, however vehement 
the assumption of piety may be in the bold man who uses it.’' 

It is seldom that so young a lady,” replied the vicar with 
a kind and gentle smile, “ can have found time to give this 
important question so much attention as you a}>pcar to have 
done. Yet, perhaps, — yet, perhaps, Miss Torrington, when 
a few years more of deep consideration have been given by 
you to the subject, you may be led to think that fervour of 
feeling may more than atone for imperfection in expression.” 

If you imagine, sir,” replied Rosalind, in a voice as tran¬ 
quil atul deliberate as his own, that I have dared to regulate 
my conduct and opinions on such a point as this by any 
wisdom of iny own, you do me great injustice. Such conduct, 
if general, w'ould make as many churches upon earth as there 
are audacious spirits who reject control. My father, Mr, Cart¬ 
wright, was one whose life w^as passed in the situation which, 
]>erhaps, beyond all others in the world, taught him the value 
of the establishment to which he belonged. To those of 
another and an adverse faith he ivas a kind friend and generous 
lienefactor ; but he could not be insensible, nor did he leave 
me so, of the superior purity and moral efficacy of his own ;— 
and I hope not to live long enough to forget the reverence 
tvhich he has left impressed upon my mind for all that our 
church holds sacred.” 

“ Not for worlds, my excellent young lady,” exclaimed 
Mr. Cartwright wdth warmth, would I attempt to shake 
opinions so evidently sustained by a sense of duty ! Respect 
for such will assuredly prevent my again attempting to per¬ 
form the office w’hich offended your opinions this morning, as 
long as you continue, what you certainly ought to be at this 
time, the mistress of this family. I wUl only ask, jNIiss Tor ¬ 
rington, in return for the sincere veneration 1 feel for your 
conscientious scruples, that you will judge me with equal 
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candour, and will believe that however we may differ in judg¬ 
ment, I am not less anxious to be right than yourself/* 

Rosalind answered this appeal by a silent bow. 

May I, then, hope that we are friends ? ” said he, rising 
and presenting his hand; and that I may venture to call, as 
I promised Mrs. Mowbray I would do, on yourself. Miss 
Fanny, and my daughter, without driving you from the 
house ? ’* 

'' Certainly, sir,” was Rosalind’s cold reply. The request 
appeared as reasonable in itself as it was politely and respect¬ 
fully made, and to refuse it would have been equally churlish, 
presumptuous and unjust. Nevertheless, there was something 
at the bottom of her heart that revolted against the act of 
shaking hands with him; and feigning to be occupied by 
arranging some flowers on the table, she suffered the offered 
hand to remain extended, till at length its patient owner 
withdrew it. 

Though well pleased that lier remonstrance had put a stop 
to the vicar's extempore prayings at the house, Rosalind was 
not altogether satisfied by the result of the interview. We 
are still upon infinitely too civil terms,” thought she: “ but 
I see that just at present it would be an Herculean labour to 
quarrel with him:—if I smite him on one cheek, he will 
turn himself about as unresistingly as a sucking pig upon 
the spit, and submit to be basted all round without uttering 
a single squeak. But when Mrs, Mow^hray returns 1 suspect 
that it will he my turn to he basted:— u^importe —I am 
sure 1 have done no more than my father would have thought 
right.” 

With this consolation she returned to her dressing-room 
and applied herself to her usual occupations. Henrietta was 
no longer there; but as the fashion of the house was for every 
one to find employment and amusement for themselves during 
the morning, she did not think it necessary to pursue her in 
order to prove her wish to be agreeable. 

At luncheon the three young ladies met as usual in the 
dining-room: Fanny appeared to have recovered her spirits 
and good-humour, and Henrietta seemed to wish to be 
more conversable than usual. They then strolled into the 
gardens, visited the hothouses, and finally placed themselves 
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in a shady and fragrant bower, where they discoursed of 
poetry and music for an hour or two. 

When tliese subjects seemed to be wellnigh exhausted, Miss 
Cartwright rose and slow’ly walked towards the house without 
intimating to her companions what it w'as her purpose to do 
next. 

Rosalind and Fanny being thus left tete-^tete, the former 
said, “ What do you think of our new acquaintance, Fanny ? 
—How do you like Miss Cartwright?” 

“ I do not think she seems at all an amiable girl,” replied 
Fanny. With such advantages as she has, it is quite 
astonishing that her manners are so little agreeable.” 

She is not remarkably conversable, certainly,” said Rosa¬ 
lind ; “ but I suspect that she has very bad health. How 
dreadfully sallow she is ! ” 

“ I susj)ect that she has a worse infirmity than bad health,” 
aiivswered Fanny; — “she has, I fear, an extremely bad 
temper.” 

“ She has not a violent temper, at any rate,” observed 
Rosalind ; “ for I never remember to have seen any one who 
gave me a greater idea of being subdued and spirit-broken.” 

'rhat is not at all the impression she makes upon me,” 
said Fanny : “ I should call her rather sullen than gentle, and 
obstinate instead of subdued. But this gossiping is sad idle 
work, Rosalind: as Miss Henrietta has fortunately taken her¬ 
self off, 1 may go on with what I was doing before luncheon.” 

Late in the evening, Mr. Cartwright and his son Jacob paid 
the young ladies a visit. The vicar’s conversation was chiefly 
addressed to Miss Torrington ; and if she had never seen him 
before, she must have agreed with Fanny in thinking him one 
of the most agreeable persons in the world—for he spoke 
fluently and well uj>on every subject, and with a person and 
voice calculated to please every eye and every ear. There 
were probably, indeed, but few who could retain as steady a 
dislike to him as our Rosalind did. 

The young man got hold of a purse that Fanny was netting, 
and did his best to entangle her silks; but his chief amuse¬ 
ment was derived from attempts to quiz and plague his sister, 
who treated liira much as a large and powerful dog docs a little 
one, — enduring his gambols and annoying tricks with imper- 
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turbable patience for a while, and then suddenly putting forth 
a heavy paw and driving him off‘ in an instant 

The following day passed very nearly in the same manner, 
excepting that the three girls separated immediately after 
breakfast, and did not meet again till luncheon-time. On the 
third, Fanny was the first to leave the breakfast-room ; and 
Miss Cartwright and Rosalind being left together, the former 
said, 

I suppose we owe our repose from morning and evening 
ranting to you. Miss Torrington ? ” 

1 certainly did not approve it, Miss Cartwright, and I 
took the liberty of telling your father so.” 

You w'ere undoubtedly very right and very wise, and I 
dare say you feel some inward satisfaction at your success. 
Mr. ('artwright has really sliown great deference to your 
opinion by so immediately abandoning, at your request, so 
very favourite an occupation.” 

Rosalind was about to reply, wdien Miss ('artwright changed 
the conversation by abruptly saying, 

“ Will you take a stroll with me this morning, Miss 'J’or- 
rington ? 

“ Yes, certainly, if you wish it; — but I think we shall 
find it very warm.” 

“ Oh ! no. 1 will letid you a very nice shady walk to the 
prettiest and most sheltered little thicket in the world. Let 
us put on our bonnets directly ;—shall we.?” 

I w'ill not delay you a moment,” said Rosalind. “ 'Shall 
I ask Fanny to go wnth us ?” 

Why no,” replied Miss Cartwright ; \ think you liad 

better not; — the chances are ten to one against her finding 
it convenient. You know she is so fond of solitary .'^tiidy-” 

I believe you are riglit,” said Rosalind ; and the young 
ladies parted, to meet again a few minutes after, with bonnets 
and parasols, at the hall-door. 

And which way are we to go to find this w'elcome shade.?” 
said Rosalind, holding her parasol low dowm to shelter her 
pretty face. The sun is almost intolerable.” 

** This way,” said Henrietta, turning aside from the 
drive in a direction which soon brought them to a thickly- 
planted ride that surrounded the Park. ‘‘ AYe shall find it 
delightful here.” 
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It was an hour which, in the month of July, few ladies 
would choose for walking; hut Miss Torrington politely 
exerted herself to converse, though she secretly longed to be 
lying silent and alone on the sofa in her own dressing-room, 
with no greater exertion than was necessary for the perusal 
of— 

“ The dear pages of soine now romance.” 

Henrietta, however, only answered her dryly and shortly, and 
presently said, 

I should be really very much obliged to you. Miss I'orring- 
ton, if you would not speak to me any more. Just listen to 
the blackbirds, will you ? — depend upon it we can neither of 
us express ourselves one half so well as they do,” 

Rosalind willingly submitted to this request; and the young 
ladies walked oinvard, producing no other sound than the 
occasional brushing of their dresses against the underwood, 
which at ov('ry step became thicker, rendering the path almost 
too narrow for two to walk abreast, 

‘‘ Now, let us just turn down through this little 0 ])ening,” 
said Henrietta in a whisper ; ‘‘ and pray do not speak to me.” 

Rosalind, wdio began to beli(‘ve that she must have some 
meaning for her strange manner of proceeding, follow<‘d her in 
perfect silence ; and they had not gone far into the intricacies 
of the tangled copse, before she heard the sound of a human 
voice at no great distance from her. Henrietta, who was in 
advance, turned rouml and laid lier finger on her lips. The 
caution was not needed : Rosalind had already recognised the 
tones of Mr. (’artwright, and a few more silent steps brought 
tliein to a spot thickly surroundtxl on all sides, hut from 
wdience they could look out upon a small ami beautiful opening, 
in the centre of which a majestic lime-tree stretched its arms 
in all directions over tlie soft green turf. 

Rosalind instantly recognised the spot as one frequently re¬ 
sorted to in their evening rambles, for the sake of its cool and 
secluded beauty, and also because a bench, divided into com- 
modiou.s .stalls, surrounded the capacious tree, from whence 
opened a vista commanding a charming view across the Park. 

On the turf before tliis bench, and with their backs turned 
towards the spot where Rosalind and Henrietta stood, knelt 
Mr. Cartwright and Fanny. His eyes were fixed upon her 
with pajssionate admiration, and the first w'ords they dis^ 
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tinctly heard were these, spoken with great vehemence by the 
vicar; — 

Persecuted — trampled on — turned forth from every 
other roof, let thy blue vault spread over us, and while I strug¬ 
gle to snatch this precious brand from the eternal tire of thy 
wrath, pour upon our heads the dew of thy love ! (iraiit me 
power to save this one dear soul alive, though it should seem 
good in thy sight that millions should perish around her ! 
Save her from the eternal flame that even now rises to lick her 
feet, and if not stayed by jirayer — the prayer of thy saints, 
— will speedily envelope and consume her !” 

Rosalind remained to hear no more. Heartsick, indignant, 
disgusted, and almost terrified by what she saw and heard, she 
retreated hastily, and, followed liy Henrietta, rapidly pursued 
her way to the house. 

Her companion made an effort to overtake her, and, almost 
out of breath by an exertion to which slie was hardly equal, 
she said, 

I have shown you this, iMiss Torrington, for the sake of 
giving you a useful lesson. If you are wise, you *\'ill profit by 
it, and learn to know that it is not always safe to suppose you 
have produced an effect, merely because it may be worth some 
one’s while to persuade you into believing it. Having said 
thus much to point the moral of our walk in the sun, you may 
go your way, and I will go mine. 1 shall not enter upon any 
more elaborate exposition of Mr. Cartwright’s character.” 

So saying, she fell back among the bushes, and Rosalind 
reached the house alone. 

On entering her dressing-room, Miss Torrington sat herself 
down, with her eau de Cologne bottle in one hand and a large 
feather fan in the other, to meditate —coolly, if she could, but 
at any rate to meditate — npon what she ought to do in order 
immediately to put a stop to the very objectionable influence 
which Mr. Cartwright appeared to exercise over the mind of 
Fanny. 

Had she been aware of Sir Gilbert Harrington's having 
written to recal his refusal of the executorship, she would im¬ 
mediately have had recourse to him ; but this fact had never 
transpired beyond Mrs. Mowbray and the vicar ; and the idea 
that he had resisted the representation which she felt sure hi.s 
son had made to him after the touversation Helen and herself 
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had held with him, not only made her too angry to attempt 
any farther to soften him, but naturally impressed her with the 
belief that, do or say what she would on the subject, it must 
be in vain. 

At length it struck her that Charles Mowbray was the most 
proper person to whom she could address herself; yet the 
writing such a letter as might immediately bring him home, 
was a measure which, under all existing circumstances, she felt 
to be awkward and disagreeable. But the more she meditated 
the more she felt convinced, that, notwithstanding the obvious 
objections to it, this was the safest course she could pursue : so 
having once made up her mind upon the subject, she set about 
it without farther delay, and, with the straightforward frank¬ 
ness and sincerity of her character, produced the following 
epistle: — 

‘‘ Dear Mr. IMowhray, 

Your last letter to Helen, giving so very agreeable an ac¬ 
count of the style and manner of Little go, makes it an 
ungracious task to interrupt your studies — and yet that is 
w'hat I am bent upon doing. You will be rather puzzled, I 
suspect, at tinding me assuming the rights and privileges of a 
correspondent, and moreover of an adviser, or rather a dictator : 
but so it is — and you must not blame me till you are quite 
sure you know all my reasons for it. 

“ Mrs. Mowbray is gone to London, accompanied by Helen, 
for the purpose of proving (I think it is called) your father's 
will; a business in Avhich Sir Gilbert Harrington has, most 
unkindly for all of you, refused to join her. This journey 
was so suddenly decide*! upon, that dear Helen had no time to 
write to you about it: she knew not she was to go till about 
nine o’clock the evening preceding. 

The Vicar of WYcxhill was probably acquainted wdth the 
intended movement earlier; for no day passes, or has passed 
for some weeks, without his holding a private consultation 
with your mother. 

Oh ! that vicar, Charles! I think I told you that I hated 
him, and you seemed to smile at my hatred as a sort of 
missish impertinence and caprice ; but what w'as instinct 
then has become reason now, and 1 am strangely mistaken if 
your hatred would not fully keep pace with mine had you seen 
and heatd what 1 have done. * 
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^'When I decided upon writing to you I intended^ I 
believe, to enter into all particulars ; but I cannot do this — 
you must see for yourself, and draw your own inferences. 
My dislike for this man may carry me too far, and you must 
be much more capable of forming a judgment respecting his 
motives than I can be. Of this however 1 am quite sure, — 
Fanny ought at this time to have some one near her more 
capable of protecting her from the mischievous influence of 
this hateful man than I am. I know, Mr. Charles, that you 
have no very exalted idea of my wisdom ; and I am not 
without so»ne fear that instead of coming home immediately, 
as I think you ought to do, you may wTite me a very witty, 
clever answer, with reasons as plenty as blackberries to prove 
that 1 am a goose. Do not do tfm, Mr. Mowhray. 1 do not 
think that you know me very well, but in common courtesy 
you ought not to believe that any young lady tvould write 
you such a summons as this without having very serious 
reasons for it. 

“ As one proof of the rapidly-increasing intimacy between 
the family of the vicar and your own, you will, on your arrival, 
find the daughter, IMiss Cartwright, established here to con¬ 
sole us for your mother’s (and Helen’s!) absence. She is a 
very singular personage: but on her I pass no judgment, 
sincerely feeling that I am not competent to it. If my opinion 
be of sufficient weight to induce you to come, Mr. Mowbray, I 
must beg you to let your arrival appear the result of accident; 
and not to let any one but Helen know of this letter. 

Believe me, very sincerely. 

Your friend, 

“ '^r/inniN^',Tnv. ” 


CHAPTER XV. 

Rosalind’s (jonvf.rsation with miss cartwuight. — 

MRS. SIMPSON AM) MIS.S RICHARDS MEET THE VICAR AT 
THE PARK.-THE HYMN.-THE W'ALK HOME. 

In the course of the morning after this letter was despatched. 
Miss Cartwright and llosalitub again found themselves tete-a- 
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tete. The nature of Rosalind Torrington was so very com. 
pletely the reverse of mysterious or intriguing, that far from 
wishing to lead Henrietta to talk of her father in that style of 
hints and innuendos to which the young lady seemed addicted, 
she determined, in future, carefully to avoid the subject; al¬ 
though it was very evident, from the preconcerted walk to the 
lime-tree, that, notwithstanding her declaration to the contrary. 
Miss C'artwright was desirous to make her acquainted with the 
character and conduct of her father. 

Whether it were that spirit of contradiction which is said 
to possess the breast of woman, or any other more respectable 
feeling, it may be difficult to decide, but it is certain that the 
less Rosalind appeared disposed to speak of the adventure of 
yesterday, the more desirous did Henrietta feel to lead her 
to it. 

“ You were somewhat disa]>pointed, I fancy. Miss Torring¬ 
ton,” said she, to discover that though you had contrived to 
banish the conventicle from the house, it had raised its voice 
in the grounds.” 

Indeed I was, ” replied Rosalind. 

I rather think that you are addicted to speaking truth — 
and perhaps you pique yourself upon it,” resumed Miss (.’art- 
wri ght. ‘‘ Will you venture to tell me what you think of the 
scene you witnessed ? ” 

‘‘ You are not the person I should most naturally have 
selected as the confidatit of my opinions respecting Mr. Cart¬ 
wright, ” said Rosalind; but since you put the question 
plainly I will answer it plainly, and confess that I suspect him 
not only of wislnng to inculcate his own Calvinistic doctrines 
on the mind of Fanny Mowbray, but moreover, notwithstand¬ 
ing his disproportionate age, of gaining her affections. ” 

Her affections ?” repeated Henrietta, And with what 
view do you imagine he is endeavouring to gain her affections.^ ” 

‘‘ Doubtless with a view to making her his wife ; though, 
to be sure, the idea is preposterous.” 

Sufficiently. Pray, Miss Torrington, has Miss Fanny 
Mowbray an independent fortune ? ” 

None whatever. Like the rest of the family, she is 
become by the death of her father entirely dependent upon 
Mrs. Mowbray. ” 

Your fortune is entirely at your own disposal, I believe. 



136 


THE VIOAB OP WREXHILL. 


Rosalind looked provoked at the idle tuni Miss Cartwright 
was giving to a conversation which, tliough she had not led 
to it, interested her deeply. 

‘*Do not suspect me of impertinence,’* said Henrietta in a 
tone more gentle than ordinary. “ But such is the case, is it 
not?” 

Yes, Miss Cartwright,” was Rosalind’s grave reply. 

Then, do you know that I think it infinitely more pro¬ 
bable Mr. Cartwright may have it in contemplation to make 
you his w'ife.” 

I beg your pardon, Miss Cartwright,” said Rosalind, 
“ but I really thought that you were speaking of your father 
seriously ; and it seems you are disi>osed to punish me for 
imagining you would do so, to one so nearly a stranger.” 

I never jest on any subject,” replied the melancholy-look¬ 
ing girl, knitting her dark brows into a frourn of such austerity 
as almost made Rosalind tremble. “ A reasoning being who 
has nothing to hope among the realities on this side the grave, 
and hopes nothing on the other, is not very likely to be jocose.’’ 

Good Heavens! Miss CartwTight,” exclaimed Rosalind, 
what dreadful language is this? Are you determined to 
prove to me that there may be ojiinions and doctrines more 
terrible still than those of your father ? ” 

I had no meaning of the kind, I assure you,” replied 
Henrietta, in her usual quiet manner, which always seemed 
to hover between die bitterness of a sneer, and the quietude or 
indiiFerence of philosophy. “ I’ray do not trouble yourself 
for a moment to think about me or my opinions. You might, 
perhaps, as you are a bold-spirited, honest-minded girl, do 
some good if you fully comprehended all that was going on 
around you; though it is very doubtful, for it is impossible to 
say to what extent the besotted folly of people may go. But 
don’t you think it might on the whole be quite as probable 
that Mr. Cartwright may wish to marry the mother as the 
daughter ? ” 

‘ Mrs. Mowbray ! — Good gracious ! no.” 

Then we differ. But may I ask you why you think 
otherwise ? ” 

One reason is, that Mrs. Mowbray’s recent widowhood 
seems to put such an idea entirely out of the question ; and 
another, Aat he appears to be positively making love to Fanny.” 
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Oh ! —is that all ? I do assure you there is nothing at 
all particular in that. He would tell you himself, I am sure, 
if you were to enter upon the subject with him, that it is his 
duty to influence and lead the hearts of his flock into the way 
he would have them go, by every means in his power.” 

“ Then you really do not think he has been making: love to 
Fanny?” 

I am sure. Miss Torrington,” replied Henrietta very 
gravely, “ I did not mean to say so.” 

“ Indeed I indeed ! Miss Cartwright,” said Rosalind with 
evident symptoms of impatience, “ these riddles vex me cruelly. 
“If your father does make love to this dear fanciful child, he 
must, I suppose, have some hope that she will marry him ?” 

“ How can 1 answer you?” exclaimed Henrietta with real 
feeling. You cannot be above two or three years younger 
than 1 am, yet your purity and innocence make me feel myself 
a monster.” 

“ For Heaven's sake do not trifle with me!” cried Rosa¬ 
lind, her face and neck dyed with indignant blood; “ you 
surely do not mean that your father is seeking to seduce this 
unhapj)y child ? ” 

Watch Mr. Cartwright a little while, Rosalind Torring¬ 
ton, as I have done for the six last terrible years of my hateful 
life, and you may obtain perhaps some faint idea of the crooked, 
complex machinery — the movements and counter-movements, 
the shiftings and the balancings, by which his zig-zag course 
is regulated. Human passioi»s are in him for ever struggling 
Tvith, and combating, what may be called, in their strength, 
superhuman avarice and ambition. 

“ To touch, to influence, to lead, to rule, to tyrannise over 
the hearts aud souls of all he approaches, is the great object 
of his life. He would tvillingly do this in the hearts of men, 
—but for the most part he has found them tough ; and he 
now, I think, seems to rest all his hopes of fame, wealth, and 
station on the power he can obtain over w’omen.—I say not,” 
she added after a pause, while a slight blush passed over her 
pallid cheek, “ that 1 believe his senses uninfluenced by 
beauty ;—this is far, hatefully far from being the case witli 
Mr. Cartwright;—but he is careful, most cunningly careful, 
whatever victims he makes, never to become one in his own 
person. 
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You would find, were you to watch him, that his system, 
both for pleasure and profit, consists of a certain graduated 
love-making to every woman within his reach, not too poor, 
too old, or too ugly. But if any among them fancy that he 
would sacrifice the thousandth part of a .hair’s breadth of his 
worldly hopes for all they could give him in return—they are 
mistaken.” 

The character you paint,” said Rosalind, who grew pale 
as she listened, is too terrible for me fully to understand, 
and I would turn my eyes from the portrait, and endeavour to 
forget that I had ever heard of it, were not those 1 love endan¬ 
gered by it. Hateful as all this new knowledge is to me, 1 
must still question you further, IVIiss Cartwriglit: What do 
you suppose to be his object in thus working upon the mind of 
Fanny Mowbray?” 

“ His motives, depend upon it, are manifold. Religion 
and love, the new birth and intellectual attachment—mystical 
sympathy of hearts, and the certainty of eternal perdition to 
all that he does not take under the shadow of his wing; — 
these are the tools with which he w'orks. He liafs got his foot 
—perhaps you may think it a cloven one, but, such as it is, 
he seems to have got it pretty firmly planted wdtliin the paling 
of Mow'bray Park. He made me follow him hither as a 
volunteer visiter, very much against my inclination ; but if by 
what I have said you may be enabled to defeat any of his 
various projects among ye,—for he never plots single-handed, 
—I shall cease to regret that 1 came.” 

“ My power of doing any good,” replied Rosalind, “ must, 
I fear, be altogether destroyed by my ignorance of what 
Mr. CartwTight’s intentions and expectations are. You have 
hinted various things, but all so vaguely, that I own I do not 
feel more capable of keeping my friends from any danger 
which may threaten them, than before this conversation took 
place.” 

“ 1 am sorry for it,” said Henrietta coldly, but 1 have 
really no information more accurate to give.” 

I truly believe that you have meant very kindly,” said 
Rosalind, looking seriously distressed. Will you go one 
step farther, and say what you would advise me to do. Miss 
Cartwright ? ” 

No, certainly. Miss Torrington, 1 will not. But I will 
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give you a hint or two what not to do. Do not appear at all 
better acquainted with me than I show myself disposed to be 
with you. Do not make the slightest alteration in your man¬ 
ner of receiving Mr. Cartwright ; and do not, from any motive 
whatever, repeat one syllable of this conversation to Fanny 
Mowbray. Should you disobey this last injunction, you will 
be guilty of very cruel and ungrateful treachery towrards me.*’ 
Having said this, with the appearance of more emotion than 
she had hitherto manifested, Henrietta rose and left the room. 

“ At length,” thought Rosalind, she has spoken out ; yet 
what are we likely to be the better for itIt seems that there 
is a great net thrown over us, of which we shall feel and see 
the meshes by-and-by, when he who has made prey of us 
begins to pull the draught to shore ; but how to escape from 
it, the oracle sayeth not! ” 

On the evening of that day, Mrs. Simpson and the eldest 
M iss Richards walked over from Wrexhill to pay a visit at the 
Park. They were not aware of the absence of Mrs. Mowbray, 
and seemed disposed to shorten their visit on finding she was 
not at home ; but Rosalind, who for the last hour had been 
sitting on thorns expecting Mr. (’artwright to make his evening 
call, most cordially and earnestly invited them to stay till 
after tea, feeling that their presence would greatly relieve the 
embarrassment which she feared she might betray on again 
seeing the vicar. 

But it w’ill be so late !” said Miss Richards. How are 
we to get home after it is dark ? Remember, Mrs. Simpson, 
there is no moon.” 

“ It is very true,” said Mrs. Simpson. I am afraid, ray 
dear Miss Torrington, that we must deny ourselves the plea¬ 
sure you ofFei ; — but I am such a nervous creature ! It is 
very seldom that I stir out without ordering a man-servant to 
follow me ; and I regret excessively that I omitted to do so 
this evening.” 

I think,” said Rosalind, colouring at her own eagerness, 
whicli she was conscious must appear rather new and rather 
strange to Mrs. Simpson, with whoin she had hardly ever ex¬ 
changed a dozen words before, — I think Mr. Cartwright 
w’ill very likely be here this evening, and perhaps he might 
attend you home. Do you not think. Miss Cartwright,” she 
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added, turning to Henrietta, that it is very likely your father 
•will call this evening ? ” 

Good gracious! — Miss Cartwright — I beg your par¬ 
don, I did not know you. I hope you heard that 1 called ; 
— so very happy to cultivate your acquaintance I — Oh dear ! 
I would not miss seeing Mr. Cartwright for the world! — 
Thank you, my dear Miss Torrington ; — thank you, Miss 
Fanny : I will just set my hair to rights a little, if you will 
give me leave. Perhaps, Miss Fanny, you will permit me to go 
into your bed-room ?” Such was the effect produced by the 
vicar’s name upon the haiidsome Avidow. 

Miss Richards coloured, smiled, spoke to Henrietta wdth 
very respectful politeness, and finally followed her friend 
Mrs. Simpson out of the room, accompanied by Fanny, who 
willingly undertook to be their gentlewoman usher. 

“ Mr. Cartwright has already made some impression on these 
fair ladies, or 1 am greatly mistaken,” said Henrietta. Did 
you remark. Miss Torrington, the effect produced by his name 

I did,” replied Rosalind, “ and my reasonings upon it 
are very consolatory; for if he has already found time and 
inclination to produce so great effeet there, why should we 
fear that his labours of love here should j)rovT more dangerous 
in their tendency ? ” 

Very’ true. Nor do I see any reason in the worhl Avhy 
the Mowbray is in greater peril than tlie Siin])son, or the 
Fanny than the Louisa, — excepting that one widoAv is about 
tw’enty times richer than the other, and the little young lady 
about five hundred times handsomer than the great one.” 

At this moment the Mr. (’artwrights, father and son, were 
f.een turning off from the regular approach to the house, to- 
w’ards the little gate that opened from the lawm ; a friendly 
and fairnliar mode of entrance, which seemeil to have become 
quite habitual to them. 

Rosalind, who was the first to ])erceive them, flew tow’ards 
the door, saying, You must excuse me for running away. 
Miss Cartwright. I invited that furbelow widow to stay on 
purpose to spare me this almost tcMe-a-tete meeting. 1 will 
seek the ladies and return with thc in.” 

“ Then so will I too,” .said Henrietta, hastily following 
her. “ I am by no means dihposed to stand the cross-exami¬ 
nation which I know will ensue if 1 remain here alone.” 
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The consequence of this movement was, that the vicar and 
his son prepared their smiles in vain; for, on entering the 
drawing-room, sofas and ottomans, foot-stools, tables, and 
chairs, alone greeted them. 

Young Cartwright immediately began peeping into the 
work-boxes and portfolios w’hich lay on the tables. 

Look here, sir,” said he, holding up a caricature of Lord 
B-rn. “ Is not this sinful ?” 

Do be quiet, Jacob! — we shall have them here in a 
moment;—I really wish I could teach you when your interest 
is at stake to make the best of yoursdf. You know that I 
should be particularly pleased by your marrying Miss Tor- 
ringfon ; and I do beg, my dear boy, that you will not suffer 
your childish spirits to put any difficulties in my way.” 

“ 1 will become an example unto all men,” replied Jacob, 
shutting up his eyes and mouth demurely, and placing him¬ 
self holt upright upon the music-stool. 

If you and your sister could but mingle natures a little,” 
said Mr. C’artAvright, “ you would l)Oth be wonderfully im¬ 
proved. Nothing wdth which I am acquainted, however 
joyous, can ever induce Henrietta to smile; and nothing, 
however sad, can prevent your being on the broad grin from 
morning to night. However, of the two, 1 confess 1 think 
you are the most endurable.” 

A whip for the horse, a bridle for the ass and a rod for 
the foors back,” said Jacob in a sanctified tone. 

“ Upon luy honour, Jacob, I shall be very angry with you 
if you do not set about tliis love-making as I %vould have you. 
Don’t make ducks and drakes of eighty thousand pounds : — 
at least, not till you have got thoni.” 

Answer not a fool according to his folly, least he be wise 
in his own conceit,” said Jacob. 

Mr. Cartwright Kmile<l, as it seemed against bis will, but 
shook his hea<l very solemnly. “ I ’ll tell you what, Jacob,” 
said he, — “ if I see you set about this in a way to please me, 

1 ’ll give you five shillings to-morrow morning.” 

“ Wherefore is there a price in the hand of a fool to get 
wisdom, seeing he hath no heart to it ? ” replied Jacob. 

“ Nevertheless, father, 1 will look lovingly upon the maiden, 
and receive thy promised gift, even as thou sayest.” 

‘‘ Upon ray word, Jacob, you -try my patience too severely,” 
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said the vicar ; yet there was certainly but little wrath in his 
eye as he said so, and his chartered libertine of a son was 
preparing again to answer him in the words of Solomon, but 
in a spirit of very indecent buffoonery, when the drawing¬ 
room door opened, and Mrs. Simpson, Miss Richards, and 
Fanny Mowbray entered. 

It appeared that Rosalind and Miss Cartwright on escaping 
from the drawing-room had not sought Uie other ladies, but 
taken refuge in the dining-parlour, from whence they issued 
immediately after the others had passed the door, and enter¬ 
ing the drawing-room with them, enjoyed the gratification of 
witnessing the meeting of the vicar and his fair parishioners. 

To the surprise of Rosalind, and the great though silent 
amusement of her companion, they perceived that both the 
stranger ladies had contrived to make a very edifying and 
remarkable alteration in the general appearance of their dress. 

Miss Richards had combe<l her abounding black curls as 
nearly straight as their nature would allow, and finally brought 
them into very reverential order by the aid of her ears, and 
sundry black pins to boot, — an arrangement by no means 
unfavourable to the display of her dark eyes and eyebrow's. 

But the change produced by the rmtiyato toilet of tlie 
widow w'as considerable more important. A transparent blond 
chemiaette, rather calculated to adorn than conceal that part of 
the person to which it belonged, was now completely hidden 
by a lavender-coloured silk handkerchief, tightly, smoothly, 
and with careful security pinned behind, and Itefore, and 
above, and below, upon her full but graceful bust. 

Rosalind had more than once of late amused herself by 
looking over the pages of Moliere’s Tartuffe; " and a pas¬ 
sage now occurred to her that she could not resist muttering 
in the ear of Henrietta : — 

“ Ah, tnon Dien ! je voiis pric, 

“ Avant que cle parler, preitez-inoi ce mouclioir '* — Kc. 

The corner of Miss Cartwright’s mouth expressed her 
appreciation of the quotation, but by a movement so slight that 
none but Rosalind could perceive it. 

Meanwhile the vicar approached Mrs. Simpson with a look 
that was full of meaning, and intended to express admiration 
both of her mental and personal endowments. She, too, had 
banished the drooping ringlets from her cheeks, and^ appeared 
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before him with all the pretty severity of a Madonna band 
across her forehead. 

Was it in the nature of man to witness such touching proofs 
of his influence without being aflPected thereby ? At any rate, 
such indifference made no part of the character of the Vicar 
of Wrexhill, and the murmured Bless you, my dear lady !” 
which accompanied his neighbourly pressure of the widow 
Simpson’s hand, gave her to understand how much his grateful 
and aft’ectionate feelings were gratified by her attention to the 
hints he had found an opportunity to give her during a 
tete-a-tete conversation at her own house a few days before. 

Nor was the delicate attention of Miss Richards overlooked. 
She, too, felt at her fingers’ ends how greatly the sacrifice of 
her curls was approved by the graceful vicar, who now sat 
down surrounded by this fair bevy of ladies, smiling with 
bland and gentle sweetness on them all. 

Mr. Jacob thought of the promised five shillings, and dis¬ 
playing his fine teetli from ear to ear, presented a chair to 
Miss Torrington. 

“ J wish you w'ould let us have a song, Miss Rosalind 
Torrington,” said he, stationing himself at the back of her 
chair and leaning over her shoulder. 1 am told that your 
voice beats every thing on earth hollow.” 

His eye caught an approving glance from his father as he 
took this station, and he wisely trusted to his attitude for 
obtaining his reward, for these words w^ere audible only to the 
young lady herself. 

You are a mighty odd set of people !” said she, turning 
round to him. ” I cannot imagine how you all contrive to 
live together ! There is not one of you that does not appear 
to be a contrast to the other two.** 

“ Then, at any rate, you cannot dislike us all equally,” 
said the strange lad, with a grimace that made her laugh, 
despite her inclination to look grave. 

“ I do not know that,” was the reply, ** I may dislike 
you all equally, and yet have a different species of dislike for 
each.” 

But one species must be stronger and more vigorous than 
the others. Besides, I will assist your judgment. I do not 
mean to say 1 am quite perfect; but, depend upon it, I’m 
the bes4 of the set, as you call* us.” 
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" Your authority, Mr. Jacob, is the best in the world, cer¬ 
tainly. Nevertheless, there are many who on such an occasion 
might suspect you of partiality.” 

Then they would do me great injustice. Miss Torrington. 
1 am a man, or a boy, or something between both; take me 
for all in all, it is five hundred to one you ne’er shall look 
upon my like again. But that is a play-going and sinful 
quotation. Miss Rosalind, like your name: so be merciful 
unto me, and please not to tell my papa.” 

You may be very certain, Mr. Jacob, that I shall obey 
you in this.*’ 

“ Sweetest nut hath sourest rind,— 

Such a nut is Uosaliud.” 

responded the youth ; and probably thinking that he had fairly 
%von his five shillings, he raised his tall thin person from the 
position which had so well pleased his father, and stole round 
to the sofa on which Fanny was sitting. 

Fanny was looking very lovely, but without a trace of that 
bright and beaming animation which a few short months be¬ 
fore had led her poor father to give her thd mbriquet of 

Firefly.” He was wont to declare, and no one was inclined 
to contradict him, that whenever she appeared, something like 
a bright coruscation seemed to flash upon the eye. No one, 
not even a fond father, would have hit upon such a simile for 
her now. Beautiful she was, perhaps more beautiful than 
ever; but a sad and sombre thoughtfulness had settled itself 
on her young brow, — her voice was no longer the echo of gay 
thoughts, and, in a word, her whole aspect and bearing were 
changed. 

She now sat silently apart from the company, watching, 
with an air that seemed to hover between abstraction and 
curiosity, Mrs. Simpson’s manner of making herself agreeable 
to Mr. Cartwright. 

This lady was seated on one side of the vicar, and Miss 
Richards on the other: both had the appearance of being un¬ 
conscious that any other person or persons were in the room, 
and nothing but his consummate skill in the art of uttering 
an aside both with eyes and lips could have enabled him to 
sustain his position. 

My sisters and I are afraid you have quite forgotten us,” 
murmured Miss Richards; “ but we have been practising rile 
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hymns you gave us, and we are all quite perfect, and ready to 
sing them to you whenever you come.” 

The hearing this, my dear young lady, gives me as pure 
and holy a pleasure as listening to the sacred strains could do: 
— unless, indeed,” he added, bending his head sideways to¬ 
wards her, so as nearly to touch her cheek, “ unless, indeed, 
they were breathed by the lips of Louisa herself. That must 
be very like hearing a seraph sing! ” 

Not a syllable of this was heard save by herself. 

“ I have thought incessantly,” said Mrs. Simpson, in a very 
low voice, as soon as Mr. Cartwright's head ha(i recovered the 
perpendicular,—incessantly, I may truly say, on our last 
conversation. My life has Ijeen passed in a manner so widely 
different from what I am sure it will be in future, that I feel 
as if I were awakened to a new existence ! ” 

“ The great object of my hopes is, and will ever l)e,” re¬ 
plied the Vicar of ^Vrexhill almost aloud, to lead my beloved 
ffoek to sweet and safe pastures.—And for you,” he added, in 
a voice so low, that she rather felt than heard his words, 
what is there I would not do?” Here his eyes spoke a 
commentary; and hers, a note upon it. 

“ Which is the hymn, Mr. Cartwright, that you think best 
adapted to the semi-weekly Sabbath you recommended us to 
institute ? ” said Miss Richards. 

The eleventh, I think.—Yes, the eleventhstudy that, 
my dear child. liarly and late let your sweet voice breathe 
those words,—and I will be with you in spirit, Louisa.” 

Not even Mrs. Simpson heard a word of this, beyond '^dear 
child.” 

But when shall I see you ? —1 have doubts and difficul¬ 
ties on some points, Mr. Cartwright,” said the widow aloud. 

How shamefully ignorant — 1 must call it shamefully igno¬ 
rant—did poor Mr. M^allace suffer us to remain ! — Is it not 
true, Louisa ? Did he ever, through all the years we have 
known him, utter an awakening word to any of us ?” 

** No, indeed he never did,” replied Miss Louisa, in a sort 
of penitent whine. 

** I am rather surprised to hear you say that. Miss Ri¬ 
chards,” said Rosalind, drawing her chair a little tow^ards 
them. 1 always understood that Mr. Wallace was one of 
. 4. 
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the most exemplary parish priests in England. Did not your 
father consider him to be so, Fanny ? " 

I — I believe so, — I don’t know,” replied Fanny, stam¬ 
mering and colouring painfully. 

Not know, Fanny Mowbray !” exclaimed Rosalind;— 

not know your father’s opinion of Mr. Wallace ! That is 
very singular indeed.” 

I mean,” said Fanny, struggling to recover her compo¬ 
sure, “ that I never heard papa’s opinion of him as compared 
with—with any one else.” 

“ I do not believe he would have lost by the comparison,” 
said Rosalind, rising, and walking out of the window. 

Is not that prodigiously rich young lady somewhat of the 
tiger breed ? ” said young Cartwright in a whisper to Fanny. 

“ Miss Torrington is not at all a person of serious notions,” 
replied Fanny; “ and till one is subdued by religion, one is 
often very quarrelsome.” 

“ I am sure, serious or not, you would never quarrel with 
any one,” whispered Jacob. 

Indeed 1 should be sorry and ashamed to do so now,” 
she replied. “ Your father ought to cure us all of such 
unchristian faults as tliat.” 

‘ * I wdsh 1 was like my father ! ” said Jacob very sentimentally. 

Oh ! how glad 1 am to hear you say that! ” said Fanny, 
clasping her hands together. ** I am sure it would make him 
so happy ! ” 

1 can’t say I was thinking of making him happy. Miss 
Fanny: 1 only meant, that 1 wished I was like any body 
that you admire and approve so much.” 

“ A poor silly motive for wishing to be like such a father !” 
replied Fanny, blushing ; and leaving her distant place, she 
established herself at the table on which the tea equipage had 
just been placed, and busied herself with the tea-cups. 

This remove brought her very nearly opposite Mr. Cart¬ 
wright and the two ladies who were seated beside him, and 
from this moment the conversation proceeded without any 

asides” whatever. 

" At what age, Mr. Cartwright,” said Mrs. Simpson, “ do 
you think one should begin to instil the doctrine of regenera¬ 
tion into a little girl ? ” 
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Not later than ten, my dear lady. A very quick and for¬ 
ward child might perhaps be led to comprehend it earlier. 
Eight and three-quarters I have known in a state of the most 
.perfect awakening; but this I hold to be rare.” 

" What a spectacle !” exclaimed Miss Richards in a sort of 
rapture. A child of eight and three-quarters ! Did it speak 
its thoughts, Mr. Cartwright ? 

The case 1 allude to, my dear young lady, was published. 
I will bring you the pamphlet. Nothing can be more edi¬ 
fying than tlie out-breakings of the Spirit through the organs 
of that chosen little vessel.” 

“ I hope, Mr. Cartwright, that 1 shall have the benefit of 
this dear pamphlet also. Do not forget that I have a httle 
girl exactly eight years three-quarters and six weeks. — l*beg 
your pardon, my dear Louisa, but this must be so much more 
interesting to me than it can be to you as yet, my dear, that I 
trust Mr. Cartwright will give me the precedence in point of 
time. Besides, you know, that as the principal person in the 
village, I am a little spoiled in such matters. J confess to 
you, I should feel hurt if I had to wait for this till you had 
studied it. You have no child, you know.” 

Oh ! without doubt, Mrs. Simpson, you ought to have it 
first,” replied Miss Richards. “ I am certainly not likely as 
yet to have any one's soul to be anxious about hut my own.— 
Is this blessed child alive, Mr. ('artwright ” 

In heaven. Miss Louisa, — not on earth. It is the ac¬ 
count of its last moments that have been so admirablv drawn 
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up by the Reverend Josiah Martin. This gentleman is a par¬ 
ticular friend of mine, and 1 am much interested in the sale of 
the little work. 1 will have tlie pleasure, my dear ladies, of 
bringing a dozen copies to each of you ; and you wdll give me 
a very pleasing proof of the pious feeling I so deeply rejoice 
to see, if you will dispose of them at one shilling each among 
your friends.” 

1 am sure I will try all I can !” said Miss Richards. 

My influence could not be better employed, I am certain, 
than in forwarding your wishes in all things,” added 
Mrs. Simpson. 

Young Jacob, either in the hope of amusement, or of more 
certainly securing his five shillings, had followed the indignant 
Rosalind out of the window, "and found her refreshing herself 



138 


THE VICAR OP WREXHILL. 


by arranging the vagrant tendrils of a beautiful creeping plant 
outside it. 

1 am afraid, Miss Rosalind Torrington,” said he, that 
you would not say Amen ! if I did say. May the saints have 
you in their holy keeping I I do believe in my heart that you 
would rather find yourself in the keeping of sinners.” 

“ The meaning of words often depends upon the charac¬ 
ter of those who utter them,” replied Rosalind. “ There 
is such a thing as slang, Mr. Jacob; and there is such a thing 
as cant.” 

Did you ever mention that to my papa, Miss Rosalind 
inquired Jacob in a voice of great simplicity. 

Rosalind looked at him as if she wished to discover what he 
was«at, — whether his object were to quiz her, his father, or 
both. But considering his very boyish appearance and man¬ 
ner, there w*as more difficulty in achieving this than might 
have been expected. Sometimes she thought ))im almost a 
fool; at others, quite a wag. At one moment she was ready 
to believe him more than commonly sim])le-min<k*d; and at 
another felt persuaded that he was an accomplished hypocrite. 

It is probable that the youth j>erceived her purpose, and 
felt more gratification in defeating it than he could have done 
from any love-making of which she were the object. His 
countenance, vrhich w'as certainly intended by nature to ex¬ 
press little besides frolic and fun, was now puckered up into 
a look of solemnity that might have befitted one of the New- 
man-street congregation when awaiting an address in the un¬ 
known tongue. 

I am sure,” he said, that my papa would like to hear 
you talk about all those things very much, Miss Torrington. 
I do not think that he would exactly agree with you in 
every word you might say : but that never seems to vex him : 
if the talk does but go about heaven and hell, and saints and 
sinners, and reprobation and regeneration, and the old man and 
the new birth, that is all papa cares for. 1 think he likes to be 
contradicted a little; for that, you know, makes more talk again.” 

Is that the principle upon which you proceed with him 
yourself, Mr. Jacob? Do you always make a point of con¬ 
tradicting every thing he says ?” 

** Pretty generally. Miss Torrington, when there is nobody 
by, and when I make it all pass for joke. But there a law 
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that even Miss Henrietta has been taught to obey ; and that 
is, never to contradict him in company. Perhaps you have 
found that out, Miss Rosalind ? ” 

Perhaps 1 have, Mr. Jacob." 

Wili^you not come in to tea, Miss Torrington ?” said 
Henrietta, appearing at the window, with the volume in her 
hand which had seemed to occupy her whole attention from 
the time she had re-entered the drawing-room with Rosalind. 

1 wdsh, sister," said Jacob, affecting to look extremely 
cross, that you would not pop out so, to interrupt one’s 
conversation ! You might have a fellow feeling, I think, for 
a young lady, when she walks out of a window, and a young 
gentleman walks after her !” 

Rosalinil gave him a look from one side, and Henrietta 
from the other. * 

Mercy on rne !" he exclaimed, putting up his hands as 
if to guard the two sides of his face. “ Four black eyes at 
mo at once ! —and so very black in every sense of the word !” 

I’he young ladies walked together into the room, and Jacob 
followeci, seeking the eye of his father, atid receiving thence, 
as he expected, a glance of encouragement and applause. 

M'^hen the tea was removed, Mr. Cartvrright went to the 
piano-forte, and run his fingers with an appearance of some 
skill over the kevs. 

I ho]>e, my dear Miss Fanny, that you intend we should 
have a little music this evening ? " 

“ If Mrs. Simpson, Miss Richards, and Miss Torrington 
wdll sing,” said Fanny, I shall be very happy to accompany 
them.” 

W'hat music have you got, my dear young lady ?” said 
the vicar. 

Miss Torrington had a large collection of songs very com- 
modiously stowed beneath the instrument; and Helen and 
herself were nearly as amply provided with piano-forte music 
of all kinds: but though this was the first time Mr. Cart¬ 
wright had ever approached the instrument, or asked for music, 
Fanny had a sort of instinctive consciousness that the collec¬ 
tion would be found defective in his eyes. 

“ We have several of HandeTs oratorios,” she replied ; 

“ and I think Helen has got the ^ Creation.’ " 

" \Vy fine music both," replied Mr.Cartwright; “but 
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in the social meetings of friends^ where many perhaps may be 
able to raise a timid note toward heaven, though incapable of 
performing the difficult compositions of these great masters, I 
conceive that a simpler style is preferable. If you will permit 
me,” he continued, drawing a small volume of manuscript 
music from his pocket, “ J will point out to you some very 
beautiful, and, indeed, popular melodies, which have heretofore 
been sadly disgraced by the w’ords applied to them. In this 
little book many of my female friends have, at my request, 
written words fit for a Christian to sing, to notes that the 
sweet voice of youth and beauty may love to breathe. Miss 
Torrington, I have heard that you are considered to be a very 
superior vocalist:—will you use the power that God has 
given, to hymn his praise ? ” 

There was too much genuine piety in Rosalind's heart to 
_efuse a challenge so worded, without a better reason for doing 
it than personal dislike to Mr. Cartwriglit; nevertheless, it 
was not without putting some constraint upon herself that she 
replied, 

I very often sing sacred music, sir, and am ready to do 
so now, if you wish it.” 

A thousand thanks,” said he, “ for this amiable compli¬ 
ance ! I hail it as the harbinger of harmony that shall rise 
from all our hearts in sweet accord to heaven.” 

Rosalind coloured, and her heart whispered, I will not be 
a hypocrite.” But she had agreed to sing, and she prepared 
to do so, seeking among her volumes for one of the easiest and 
shortest of Handel’s songs, and determined when she had 
finished to make her escape. 

Wliile she was thus einployed, however, Mr. Cartwright 
was equally active in turning over the leaves of his pocket 
companion ; and before Miss 'forrington had made her selec¬ 
tion, he placed the tiny manuscript volume open upon the 
instrument, saying, There, my dear young lady ! this is an 
air, and tiiese are words which we may all listen to with equal 
innocence and delight.” 

Rosalind was provoked ; but every one in the room bad 
already crowded round the piano, and having no inclination 
to enter upon any discussion, she sat down prepared to sing 
whatever was placed before her. 

The air was undeniably a popular one, being no ot^ier than 
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** Fly not yet!" which, as all the world knows, has been per ¬ 
formed to millions of delighted listeners, in lofty halls and 
tiny drawing-rooms, and, moreover, ground upon every hand- 
organ in Great Britain for many years past. Rosalind ran 
her eyes over the words, which, in fair feminine characters, 
were written beneath the notes as follow : 

Flv not yet! ’ Tis just the hour 
When prayerful Christians own the power 
That, inly beainiat; with new light. 

Begins to sanctify the night 
Fur maids who love the moon. 

Oh, pray!—oh, pray I 

’ Tis but to bless these hours of shade 
That pious songs and hymns are made; 

Fur now, their liuly ardour glowing, 

Sets the soul’s emotion flowing. 

Oh, pray! — oh, pray ! 

Prayer so seldom breathes a strain 
So .sweet as tlii.s, tiiat, oh I ’ tis pain 
To check its voice too stion. 

Oh, pray! — oh, pray ! 

An expression of almost awful indignation rose to the eyes 
of Rosalind. Do you give me this, sir,” she said, “ as a 
jest ? — or do you propose that I should sing it as an act of 
devotion 't ” 

Mr. (’artwright withdrew the little book and immediately 
returned it to his pocket. 

I am sorry, Miss Torrington, that you should have asked 
me such a question,” he replied with a kind of gentle severity 
which might have led almost any hearer to think him in the 
right. “ I had hoped that my ministry at Wrexhill, short as 
it has been, could not have left it a matter of doubt whether, 
in speaking of singing or prayer, I was in jest } ” 

Nevertheless, sir,” rejoined Rosalind, ** it does to me 
appear like a jest, and a very indecent one too, thus to imagine 
that an air long familiar to all as the vehicle of words as full 
of levity as of poetry can be on the sudden converted into an 
accompaniment to a solemn invocation to prayer — uttered, 
too, in the form of a vile parody.*’ 

I think that a very few words may be able to prove to 
you the sophistry of such an argument,” returned the vicar. 

You will allow, I believe, that this air is very generally 
known to all classes. — Is it not so ?*’ 

Rosalind bowed her assent. 

“ Well, then, let me go a* step farther, and ask whether the 
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words originally set to this air are not likely to be recalled by 
hearing it 

Beyond all doubt.” 

‘‘ Now observe, Miss Torrington, that what you have been 
pleased to call levity and poetry, 1, in my clerical capacity, 
denounce as indecent and obscene.” 

Is that your reason for setting me to play it ?” said Rosa¬ 
lind in a tone of anger. 

“ That question again, does not, I fear, argue an amiable and 
pious state of mind,” replied Mr. Cartwright, appealing meekly 
with his eyes to the right and left. “ It is to substitute other 
thoughts for those which the air has hitherto suggested that I 
conceive the singing this song, as it now stands, desirable.” 

“ Might it not be as well to leave the air alone altogether ?” 
said Rosalind. 

Decidedly not,” replied the vicar. The notes, as you 
have allowed, are already familiar to all men, and it is there¬ 
fore a duty to endeavour to make that familiarity familiarly 
suggest thoughts of heaven.’^ 

Thoughts of heaven,” said Rosalind, should never be 
suggested familiarly.” 

Dreadful — very dreadful doctrine that, Miss Torrington ! 
and I must tell you, in devout assurance of the truth 1 speak, 
that it is in order to combat and overthrow snch notions as 
you now express, that Heaven hath vouchsafed, by an act of 
special providence, to send upon earth in these later tlays my 
humble self, and some others who think like me.” 

And permit me, sir, in the name of the earthly father I 
have lost,” replied Rosalind, while her eyes (dmnst overflowed 
with the glistening moisture her earnestness brought into 
them,— permit me in his reverenced name to say, that con¬ 
stant prayer can in no way be identified with familiarity of 
address ; and that of many lamentable evils which the class 
of preachers to whom you allude have brought upon Idmider- 
ing Christians, that of teaching them to believe that there is 
righteousness in mixing the awful and majestic name of Ood 
with all the hourly, petty occurrences of this mortal life, is 
one of the most deplorable.” 

** May your unthinking youth, my dear young lady, plead 
before the God of mercy in mitigation of the wrath which 
such sentiments are calculated to niraw down ! ” 
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Oh! ” sobbed Miss Richards. 

Alas ! ” sighed Mrs. Simpson. 

How can you, Rosalind, speak so to the pastor and master 
of our souls ? ” said Fanny, while tears of sympathy for the 
outraged vicar fell from her beautiful eyes. 

My dear children ! — my dear friends ! ” said Mr. Cart¬ 
wright in a voice that seemed to tremble with affectionate 
emotion, “ think not of me ! — Remember the words * Blessed 
are they which are persecuted for righteousness' sake ! ’ I 
turn not from the harsh rebuke of this young lady, albeit I 
am not insensible to its injustice, — nor, indeed, blind to its 
indecency. But blessed — oh ! most blessed shall I hold this 
trial, if it lead to the awakening holy thoughts in you ! — 
My dear young lady,” he continued, rising from his seat and 
approaching Rosalind with an extended hand, it may be as 
well, perhaps, that I withdraw myself at this moment. Haply, 
reflection may soften your young heart.—But let us part in 
peace, as ('liristians should do.” 

Rosalind did not take his offered hand. Jn peace, sir,” 
she said, — “ decidedly 1 desire you to depart in peace. I have 
no wish to molest you in any w’ay. But you must excuse my 
not accepting your proffered hand. It is but an idle and un¬ 
meaning ceremony j)erha])s, as things go ; but the manner in 
which you now stretch forth your hami gives a sort of im- 
j)ortance to it wdiich would make it a species of falsehood in 
me to accept it. 'VV'hen it means any thing, it means cordial 
liking ; and this, sir, 1 do not feel for you.” 

So saying, Rosalind arose and left the room. 

Fanny clasped her hands in a perfect agcny, and raising 
her tearful eyes to Heaven as if to deprecate its W'ralh upon 
the roof that covered so great wickedness, exclaimed, Oh, 
Mr. Cartwright! wdiat can I say to you !” 

Mrs. Simpson showed symptoms of being likely to faint; 
and as Mr. Cartwright and Fanny approached her, Miss 
Richards, with a vehemence of feeling that seemed to set 
language at defiance, seized the hand of the persecuted vicar 
and pressed it to her lips. 

Several minutes were given to the interchange of emotions 
too strong to Ije described in words. Female tears were 
blended with holy ^blessings ; and, as Jacob afterwards assured 
his sister^ who had contrived unobserved to escape, he at one 
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time saw no fewer than eight human hands, great and small, 
all mixed together in a sort of chance-medley heap upon the 
chair round which they at length kneeled down.” 

It will be easily believed that Miss Torrington appeared no 
more that night; and after an hour passed in conversation on 
the persecutions and revilings to which the godly are exposed, 
Mrs. Simpson, who declared herself dreadfully overcome, pro¬ 
posed to Miss Richards that they should use such strength as 
was left them to walk home. A very tender leave was taken 
of Fanny, in which Mr. Jacob zealously joined, and the party 
set out for a star-lit walk to AVrexhill, its vicar supporting on 
each arm a very nervous and trembling hand. 

Mr. Cartwright soon after passing the Park-lodge, desired 
his son to step forward and order the clerk to come to 
him on some urgent i)arish business before he went to bed. 
The young man darted forward nothing loth, and the trio 
walked at a leisurely pace under the dark shadows of the oak- 
trees that lined the road to the village. 

They passed behind the Vicarage ; when the two ladies 
simultaneously uttered a sigh, and breathed in a whisper, 
“ Sweet spot! ” Can it be doubted that both were tlianked by 
a gentle pressure of the arm? 

The house of Mrs. Simpson lay on the road to that of 
Mrs. Richards, and Miss Louisa made a decided halt before 
the door, distinctly pronouncing at the same time, 

“ Good night, my dear Mrs. Simpson !” 

But this lady knew the duties of a chaperon too well to 
think of leaving her young companion till she saw her safely 
restored to her mother’s roof. 

Oh ! no, my dear!” she exclaimed: “ if your house were 
a mile off, Louisa, I should take you home.” 

“ But you have been so poorly ! ” persisted the young lady, 

and it is so unnecessary !” 

‘‘ It in right*’ returned Mrs. Simpson with an emphasis 
that marked too conscientious a feeling to be further resisted. 
So Miss Richards was taken home, and the fair widow lan¬ 
guidly and slowly retraced her steps to her own door, with no 
other companion than the Vicar of Wrexhill. 


.END OF THE JPIRST VOLUME. 
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VOLUME THE SECOND. 


CHAPTER I. 

CHARLES Mowbray’s arrival at the park. 

Never bad Rosalind Torrington so strongly felt the want of 
some one to advise her what to do, as the morning after this 
disagreeable scene. Had she consulted her inclination only, 
she would have remained in her own apartments till the 
return of iMrs. Mowbray and Helen. But more than one 
reason prevented her doing so. In the first place, she was not 
without hope that her letter would immediately bring young 
Mowbray home ; and it wmuld be equally disagreeable to miss 
seeing him, by remaining in her dressing-room, or to leave it 
expressly for the purpose of doing so ; and secondly, how^ever 
far her feelings might be from perfect confiilcnce and esteem 
towards Miss C artwright, she felt that she owed her something, 
and that it would Ixr ungrateful and almost cruel to leave her 
tete-a-tete with tlie bewildered Fanny, or cn tiers wdth her 
and the vicar. 

Slie therefore determined to run the risk of encountering 
Mr. Cartwright as usual, hut felt greatly at a loss how to treat 
him. Their last demele' had been too serious to lie forgotten 
by either; and her opinion of him w'as such, tliat far from 
w’ishirig to conciliate him, or in any way to efface the impres¬ 
sion of what slic had said on leaving him, her inclination and 
her principles both led her to wish that it should be indelible, 
and that nothing should ever lessen the distance that was now 
placed between them. But Rosalind felt all the difficulty of 
maintaining this tone tow'ards a jierson not only on terms 
of intimate friendship with the family, hut considered by part 
of it as a man wdiose word ought to be law. She began to 
fear, as she meditated on the position in which she was [dacod, 
that Mowbray Park could not long continue to he her home. 
The idea of Helen, ami what she would feel at losing her, 
<lrew tears from her eyes; ami then the remembrance of her 
Irish home, of her lost paretils, and the terrible contrast 

L 
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between what she had heard last night, and the lessons and 
opinions of her dear father, made them flow abundantly. 

The day passed heavily. Miss Cartwright appeared to think 
she had done enough, and devoted herself almost w'holly to the 
perusal of a French metaphysical work which she had found 
in the library, Fanny was silent and sad, and seemed carefully 
to avoid being left for a moment alone with Rosalind. Mr. Cart¬ 
wright made no visit to the house during the morning; but 
Judy informed her mistress, when she came to arrange her 
dress for dinner, that the reverend gentleman ha<l been walking 
in the shrubberies with Miss Fanny; and in the evening he made 
his entrance, as usual, through the drawing-room window. 

It was the result of a strong effort produced by very excel¬ 
lent feeling, that kept Rosalind in the room when she saw him 
approach ; but she had little doubt that if she went, Miss 
Cartw'right W'ould follow her, and she resolved that his perni¬ 
cious tete-fi-tetes with Fanny should not be rendered more 
frequent by any selfishness of hers. 

It was evident to her from Mr. Cartwright’s manner through 
the whole evening, that it was his intention to overload her 
with gentle kindness, in order to set off in strong relief her 
harsh and persecuting spirit towards him. But not even her 
wish to defeat this plan could enable her to do more than 
answer by civil monosyllables when he spoke to her. 

Miss ('artwright laid a!>ide her book and resumed her netting 
as soon as she saw him approach; but as usual, she sat silent 
and abstracted, and the conversation w^as wholly carried on by 
the vicar and his pretty proselyte. No man, perhaps, had a 
greater facility in making conversation than the A'icar of M"rex- 
hill: his habit of extempore preaching, in which he was thought 
by many to excel, yjrobably contributed to gi^'c him this j)ower. 
But not only had he an endless flow of words wdjerew'ith to 
clothe whatever thoughts suggested themselves, but moreover 
a most happy faculty of turning every thing around him to 
account. Every object, animate or inanimate, furnished him 
a theme ; and let him begin from what point he would, (unless 
in the presence of noble or influential personages to whom he 
believed it would be distasteful,) be never failed to bring the 
conversation round to the subject of regeneration and grace, 
the blessed hopes of himself and his sect, and the assured dam¬ 
nation of all the rest of the world. 
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Fanny Mowbray listened to him with an earnestness that 
amounted to nervous anxiety, lest she should lose a word. 
His awful dogmas had taken fearful hold of her ardent and 
ill-regulated imagination • while his bland and affectionate 
manner, his fine features and graceful person, rendered him 
altogether an object of the most unbounded admiration and 
interest to her. 

As an additional proof, probably, that he did not shrink 
from persecution, Mr. ("artwright again opened the piano-forte 
as soon as the tea equipage was removed, and asked Fanny if 
she would sing with him. 

With you, Mr. Cartwright!” she exclaimed in an accent 
of glad surprise ; 1 did not know that you sang. Oh ! hoxv 

I wish that I were a greater proficient, that I might sing with 
you as 1 would wish to do ! ” 

Sing with me. my dear child, with that sweet and pious 
feeling which 1 rejoice to see hourly increasing in your heart. 
Sing thus, my dearest child, and you will need no greater 
skill than Heaven is sure to give to all who raise their voice 
to it. This little book, my dear l\Iiss Fanny,” he continued, 
drawing once more the manuscript volume from his pocket, 
“ contains much that your pure and innocent heart will 
approve. Do you know this air ? ” and he pointed to the 
notes of “ La ci darem’ la mano.” 

Oh yes ! ” said Fanny ; “ 1 know it very well. ” 

“ Then play it, my good child. This too we have taken as 
spoil from the enemy, and instead of profane Italian words, 
you will here find in your owur language thoughts that may be 
spoken without fear.” 

Fanny instantly complied ; and though her powrer of sing¬ 
ing was greatly inferior to that of Rosalind, the performance, 
aided by the fine bass voice of Mr. Cartwright, and an ac¬ 
companiment very correctly played, was very agreeable. Fanny 
herself thought she had never sung so well before, and re¬ 
quired only to be told by the vicar what she wras to do next, 
to prolong the performance till considerably past Mr. Cart¬ 
wright’s usual hour of retiring. 

About an hour after the singing began, Henrietta approached 
Miss Torringtoii, and said in a tvhisper too low to be heard 
at the instrun?ent,My head aches dreadfully. Can you 
spare ine»? ” 

2 
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As she had not spoken a single syllable since the trio entered 
the drawing-room after dinner, Rosalind could not wholly re¬ 
frain from a smile as she replied Why, yes ; I think I can.*' 
I am not jesting; I am suffering, Rosalind. You will 
not leave that girl alone with him ? ” 

“Dear Henrietta!” cried Rosalind, taking her hand with 
ready sympathy, “ I will not, should they sing together till 
morning. But is there nothing I can do for you — nothing 
I can give you that may relieve your head ” 

“ Nothing, nothing ! Good night! ” and she glided out 
of the room unseen by Fanny and unregarded by her father. 

It more than once occiirred to Miss Torrington during the 
two tedious hours that followed her departure, that Mr. (’art- 
wright, who from time to time stole a glance at her, prolonged 
his canticles for the purpose of making her sit to hear them ; 
a species of penance for her last night’s oft’ence by no moans 
ill imagined. 

At length, however, he departed ; and after exchanging a 
formal “ Good night,” the young ladies retired to their sepa¬ 
rate apartments. 

Rosalind rose with a heavy heart the following morning, 
hardly knowing w'hethcr to wish for a letter from t’harles Mow¬ 
bray, which it was just possible the post might bring her, or 
not. If a letter arrived, there would certainly he no hope of 
seeing him ; hut if it did not, she should fancy every sound 
she hoard foretold his approach, an<l she almost dreaded tlic 
having to answer all the questions he would come prepared to 
ask. 

This state of suspense, however, did not last long ; for, at 
least one hour before it wa^: possible that a letter could arrive, 
Charles Mow'bray in a chaise vrith four foaming post-horses 
rattled up to the door. 

Rosalind descried him from her window before he reached 
the house ; and her first feeling was certainly one of embar¬ 
rassment, as she remembered that it was her summons which 
had brought him there. But a moment’s reflection not only 
recalled her motives, but tlie additional reasons she now had 
for believing she had acted wisely ; so, arming herself with 
the consciousness of being right, she hastened down stairs to 
meet him, in preference to receiving a message through a 
servant, requesting to see her. 
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She found him, as she expected, in a state of considerable 
agitation and alarm ; and feeling most truly anxious to remove 
whatever portion of this was unnecessary, she greeted him 
with the most cheerful aspect she could assume, saying, “ 1 
fear my letter has terrified you, Mr. Mowbray, more than 1 
wished it to do. But be quite sure that now you are here 
every thing will go on as it ought to do ; and of course, wlien 
your mother returns, we can neither of us have any farther 
cause of anxiety about Fanny.” 

And what is your cause of anxiety alxiut her at present. 
Miss Torrington ? For Heaven’s sake explain yourself fully ; 
you know not how I have been tormenting myself by fearing 
I know^ not what. ” 

“ 1 am bound to explain myself fully,” said Rosalind gravely ; 

but it is not easy, 1 assure you.” 

Only tell me at once wdiat it is you fear. Do you ima¬ 
gine Mr. Cartwright hopes to persuade Fanny to marry him 

“ 1 certainly did think so,” said Rosalind; hut I believe 
now that I was mistaken.” 

“ Thank Heaven !'* cried the young man fervently. ‘‘This 
is a great relief, Rosalintl, 1 assure you. 1 believe now 1 can 
pretty well guess Avhat it is you do fear ; and though it is pro¬ 
voking enough, it cannot greatly signify. We shall soon cure 
her of any fit of evangelicalism with which the vicar is likely 
to infect her.” 

“ Heaven grant it ! ” exclaimed Rosalind, uttering a fervent 
ejaculation in her turn. 

“ Never doubt it, Miss Torrington. 1 have lieard a great 
deal about this ( anwright at Oxford. He is a Cambridge 
man, bf the way, and there are lots of men there tvho think 
him <|uite an apostle. But the thing does not take at Oxford, 
and 1 assure you he is famously <jui/-zetl. But the best of the 
joke is, that Iiis sou was within an ace of being expelletl for 
performing more outrageous feats in the larking line than any 
man in the university ; and in fact he must have been rusti¬ 
cated, had not his })ious father taken him home before the 
business got wind, to pn-parc him privately for hie degree. They 
say lie i s the greatest Pickle in Oxford ; and that, sjiite of 
the new light, liis fatlior is such an ass as to believe that all tliis 
is ordained only to make his election more glorious.” 

“ For his election, Mr. Mewbray, I certainly do not care 
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much; hut for your sister — though I am aware that at her 
age there may be very reasonable hope that the pernicious opi¬ 
nions she is now imbibing may l)e hereafter removed, yet 1 am 
very strongly persuaded that if you were quite aware of the 
sort of influence used to convert her to Mr. Cartwright’s Calvi- 
nistic tenets, you would not only disapprove it, but use very 
effectual measures to put her quite out of his way." 

Indeed ! — I confess this appears to me very unnecessary. 
Surely the best mode of working upon so pure a mind as Fan¬ 
ny’s is to reason with her, and to show her that by listening to 
those pernicious rhapsodies she is in fact withdrawing herself 
from the church of her fathers; but I think this may be done 
without sending her out of Mr. (Cartwright’s way." 

“ WeH," replied Rosalind very meekly, now you arc here, 
I am quite sure that you will do every thing that is right and 
proper. Mr.s. Mowbray cannot be much longer absent ; and 
when she returns, you will perliaps have some conversation 
w’ith her upon the subject." 

“ Certainly. — And so Sir (iilbert has absolutely refused to 
act as executor 

He has indeed, and spite of the most earnest entreatic's 
from Helen. Whatever mischief happens, 1 shall always think 
he is answerable for it ,* for his refusal to act threw' your 
mother at once upon seeking counsel from Mr. (Cartwright, as 
to what it was nt cessary for her to do ; and from that hour the 
house has never l)ecn free from him for a single day." 

“ Provoking obstinacy ! " replied Mowbray : “ yet after all. 
Rosalind, the worst mischief, as you call it, that can happen, is 
our not being on such pjeasant terms with them as we used to 
be. And the colonel is at home too; I must and will Ibe him, 
let the old man be as cross as he will.— Rut where is your 
little saintyou don’t keep her locked up, 1 hope, Rosalind.^ 
And where i.s this Miss of the new birth that you told me <>f.^" 

Young Mow'bray threw a melancholy glance round the empty 
room as he s})oke, and the kind-hearted Ro.salind understood 
hi.s feelings and truly pitied him. How <lifferent was this 
return home from any other he had ever made ! 

“ The room looks desolate — does it not, Mr. Mowbray ? 
— Even I feel it so. I will go and let Fanny know you are 
here'; but wbatreason shall 1 assign for your return?" 

“ None at all. Miss Torrington. The whim took me, and 
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I am here. Things are so much better than I expected, that 
1 shall probably be back again in a day or two ; but I must 
contrive to see young Harrington.” 

Rosalind left the room, heartily glad that Fanny’s brother 
was near her, but not without some feeling of mortification at 
the little importance he appeared to attach to the information 
she had given him. 

A few short weeks before, Rosalind would have entered 
Fanny’s room with as much freedom as her own ; but the 
schism which has unhappily entered so many English houses 
under the semblance of superior piety was rapidly doing its 
work at Mowbray Park ; anti the true friend, the familiar 
companion, the faithful counsellor, stood upon the threshold, 
and ventured not to enter till she had announced her approach 
by a knock at the dressing-room door. 

C'omc in,” was uttered in a gentle and almost plaintive 
voice by Fanny. 

Miss ’J’orrington entered, and, to her great astonishment, 
saw Mr. Cartwright seated beside Fanny, a large Bible lying 
open on the table before them. 

She looked at them for one moment without speaking. The 
vicar s})read his open hand upon the volume, as if to point out 
the cause of his being there ; and as his other hand covered 
the low^er part of his face the expression of his countenance 
was concealed. 

Fanny coloured violently,—and the more so, perhaps, be¬ 
cause she was conscious that her appearance was considerably 
changed since she met Miss Torrington at breakfast. All her 
beaxitiful curls had been carefully straightened by the applica¬ 
tion of»a wet sponge; and her hair was now entirely removed 
from her forehead, and plastered dow n behind her poor little 
distorted ears as closely as possible. 

Never was metamorphosis more complete. Beautiful as her 
features were, the lovely picture which Fanny’s face used to 
present to the eye required her bright waving locks to com- 
jxlete its charm; and without them she looked more like a 
Chinese teauty on a japan skreen, than like herself. 

Something approaching to a smile passed over Rosalind’s 
features, which the more readily found place there, perhaps, 
from the belief that Cliarles’s arrival would soon set Jier ringlets 
curling again. 
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'' Fanny, your brother is come/’ said she, and he is 
waiting for you in the drawing-room.” 

“ Charles.^” cried Fanny, forgetting for a moment her new 
character; and hastily rising she had almost quitted the room, 
when she recollected herself, and turning back, said, 

‘‘ You will come too, to see Charles, Mr. Cartwright ?” 

1 will come, as usual, this evening, my dear child/’ said 
he, with the appearance of great composure; “ but I will not 
break in upon him now. M’as his return expected?” he 
added carelessly, as he took up his hat; and as he spoke 
Rosalind thought that his eye glanc('d towards her. 

No indeed ! ” replied Fanny: “ I never was more sur¬ 
prised. Did he say, Rosalinil, what it was brought him 
home ? ” 

I asked him to state his reason for it/’ replied l\Iiss 
Torrington, and he told me he could assign nothing but 
whim.” 

Rosalind looked in the face of the vicar as she said this, 
and she ])crceived a slight, but to her [)erfectly jjerceptible, 
change in its expression. lie was evidently riMieved from 
some uneasy feeling or suspicion by what she had saul. 

Go to your brother, ray dear child ; let me not detain you 
from so happy a me(!ting for a moment." 

Fanny again prepared to leave the room ; but as she did so, 
her eye chanced to rest iq»on her own figure reflecte<l from a 
mirror above the chimney-piece. She raised her hand almost 
involuntarily to her hair. 

“ Will not Charles think me looking very strangely ? ” said 
she, turning towards Mr. Cartwriglit Avith a Idusiuiig check 
and very bashful eye. 

He whispered something iii her ear in rej)ly, which heigh¬ 
tened her bluslq and induced her to answe^r with great ear¬ 
nestness, “ Oh no !” and, witljout farther doubt or delay, she 
ran down stairs. Miss Torrington followed her, not thinking 
it necessary to take any leave of the vicar, who gently found 
his way down stairs, ami out of the liouse, as he had found 
his way into it, without troubling any servant whatever. 
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CHAPTER II. 

Charles's ami?sement at his sister’s appearance.—he 

DISCUSSES HER CASE WITH ROSALIND. 

Rosalind and Fanny entered the drawing-room together; 
and young Mowbray, at the sound of their approach, sjirang 
forward to meet them ; but the moment he threw his eyes on 
his sister he burst Ibrtlj into a fit of uncontrollable laughter; 
and though he kissed her again and again, still, between every 
embrace, he broke out anew, with every demonstration of 
vehement mirth. 

I-am very glad to see you, (diaries,” said Fanny, with a 
littJi' sanctified air that certainly W'as very amusing ; “ but I 
should like it better if you did not laugh at me.” 

“ But, my dear, dear, dearest child ! hoiv can I help it.'‘” 
replied her brother, again bursting into renewed laughter. 
“ Ob, Fanny, if you could but see yourself just as you look at 
this momentOh ! you hideous little quiz ! T would not have 
believed it ])ossible that any plastering or shearing in the worhl 
eould have made you look so very ugly. Is it not wonderful, 
M iss TorringUm ? ” 

“ It certainly alters the expression of her countenance in a 
v9i-y remarkable maimer,” replied Rosalind. 

“ The expression of a countenance may be changed by an 
alteration from witliin, as w’ell as from without,” said Fanny, 
taking courage, and not without some little feeling of that 
oomjdaeency which the persuasion of superior sanctity is gene¬ 
rally observed to bi'stow upon its possessors. 

you tnost ugly little beauty ! ” cried (Charles, again 
giving way to merriment ; you don’t mean to tell me that 
the hupuifahle absurdity ol‘ that poor little face is owing to 
any thing but your having just washed your hair ? ” 

It is owing to conviction, (diaries,” replied Fanny with 
great solemnity. 

Owing to conviction ? —To conviction of what, my poor 
little girl.?” 

'Fo conviction that it is right, brother.” 

“ Right, child, to make that object of yourself? IFhat in 
the world can you mean, Fanny ? ” 
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" I mean, brother, that I have an inward conviction of the 
sin and folly of dressing our mortal clay to attract the eyes 
and the admiration of the worldly/' 

By worldly, do you mean of all the world ? ” said Rosalind. 
No, Miss Torrington. By worldly, I mean those whose 
thoughts and wishes are fixed on the things of the earth.” 

And it is the admiration of such only that you wish to 
avoid ?” rejoined Rosalind. 

" Certainly it is. Spiritual-minded persons see all things 
in the spirit—do all things in the spirit: of such there is 
nothing to fear.” 

Young Mowbray meanwhile stood looking at his sister, and 
listening to her words wdth the most earnest attention. 

At length he said, more seriously than he had yet spoken, 

To tell you the truth, little puritan, I do not like you at all 
in your new masquerading suit: though it must be confessed 
that you play your part wxdl. I don’t want to begin lecturing 
you, P’anny, the moment 1 come home; but 1 do hope you 
will soon get tired of this foolery, and let me see my poor 
father’s daughter look and behave as a Christian young 
woman ought to do. Rosalind, will you take a walk with 
me ? 1 want to have a look at my old pony.” 

Miss Torrington nodded her assent, and they both left the 
room together, leaving Fanny more triumphant tljau mortified. 

“ He said that my persecutions would begin as soon as lify 
election was made sure ! Oh ! w’hy is he not here to sustain 
and comfort me ! But 1 wdll not fall aw'ay in the hour of 
trial!” 

The poor girl turned her eyes from the wdndow whence she 
saw her brother and Rosalind ivalking gaily and hajijnly, as 
she thought, in search of the old pony, and hastened to take 
refuge in her dressing-room, now rendered almost sacred in 
her eyes by the pastoral visit she had that morning received 
there. 

The following hour or two gave Fanny her fir.st taste of 
martyrdom. ' She was, or at least had been, devotedly attached 
to her brother, and the knowing him to be so near, yet so 
distant from her, was terrible. Yet was she not altogether 
without consolation. She opened the volume, that volume 
that he had so lately interpreted to her (fearful profanation !) 
in such a manner as best to suit his own views, and by means 
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of using the process he had taught her,, though unconsciously 
perhaps, she contrived to find a multitude of texts, all proving 
that she and the vicar were <|uite right, and all the countless 
myriads who thought differently, quite wrong. Then fol¬ 
lowed a thanksgiving which might have been fairly expressed 
in such words as 1 thank thee, I am not like other men ! ” 
and then, as the sweet summer air waved the acacias to and 
fro before her windows, and her young spirit, panting for 
lawns and groves, sunshine and shade, suggested the idea of 
her brother and Rosalind enjoying it all without her, her 
poetical vein came to her relief, and she sat down to compose 
a hymn, in wdiich, after rehearsing prettily enough all the 
delights of summer rambles through verdant fields, for four 
stanzas, she completed the composition by a fifth, of which 
“ sin,” begin,” and “ within,” formed the rhymes. 

I’his having recourse to song divine ” was a happy 
thought for her, inasmuch as it not only occupied time which 
must otherwise have hung with overwhelming weight upon 
her hands, hut the employment soon conjured up, as she 
proceeded, the image of Mr. (Cartwright, and the pious smile 
with which ho w'ould receive it from her hands, and the soft 
approval spoken more by the eyes than the lips, and the 
holy caress—such, according to his authority, as that with 
which angel meets angel in the courts of heaven. 

All this w'as very [>leasant and consoling to her feelings; 
and when her hymn was finished she determined to go down 
stairs, in order to sing it to some (hitherto) profane air, wdiich 
she might select from among the songs of her sinful youth. 

As she })assed the mirror she again glanced at her dis¬ 
figured little head ; but at that moment she was so strong in 
“ conviction,” that, far from wishing to accommodate her 
new birth of vniffnre to worldly eyes, she employed a minute 
or two in sedulously smoothing and controlling her rebellious 
tresses, and even held her head in stiff' equilibrium to prevent 
their escape from behind her ears. 

(Jood and holy man !” she exclaimed aloud, as she gave 
a parting glance at the result of all these little pious coquetries. 

“ How well I know what his kind words would Ik* if he could 
see me now ! Such ” she added ■with a gentle sigh, “ w'ill 1 
strive to be, though all the world should join together to 
persecute me for it.” 
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"'I’lTiile Mr. Cartwright^s prettiest convert was tlms em¬ 
ployed, Miss Torringtoii and Charles Mowbray, far from 
being engaged in chasing a pony, or even in looking at the 
summer luxury of bloom which breathed around them as 
they pursued their way through the pleasure-grounds, were 
very gravely discussing the symptoms of her case. 

“ It is a joke, Rosalind, and nothing more,*’ said the young 
man, drawing her arm within his. “ I really can do nothing 
but iaugh at such folly, and 1 beg and entreat that you will 
do the same.” 

Then you think, of course, Mr. Mowbray, that 1 have 
been supremely absurd in sending you the summons 1 did ” 

“ Far, very far otherwise,” he replied gravely. “^It has 
shown me a new feature in your character, Miss Torrington, 
and one which not to admire would he a sin, worse even than 
poor Mr. Cartwright would consitler your wearing these pretty 
ringlets, Rosalind.” 

‘'Poor Mr. Cartwright!” repeated Rosalind, drawing away 
lier arm. ^‘^llow little do we think alike, Mr. Mowbray, con¬ 
cerning that man ! ” ' 

“ The chief difference between us on tin- subject, I suspect 
arises from your thinking of him a great deal, Rosalind, and 
my thinking of him very little. I shoukl certainly, if 1 set 
about reasoning on the matter, feel considerable contempt for 
a middle-aged clergyman of the (.diureli of Englaml who 
manifested liis care of the souls eouiniitted to his charge by 
making their little bodies comb their hair straight, for the 
pleasure of saying that it was done ujKm conviction. Rut 
surely tliere is more room for mirth than sorrow in this.” 

“ Indeed, indeed, you are mistaken !—and that not only as 
regards the individual interests of your sister Fanny,— thougli, 
Heaven knows, 1 think that no light matter,—but as u sub¬ 
ject that must be interesting to every Christian soul that lives. 
Do not make a jest of what involves by far the most im{)ort- 
ant quesiiott that can be brought before poor mortals : it is 
unwmrtby of you, Mr. Mowbray.” 

“ If you take the subject in its general character,” replied 
Charles, “ 1 am sure we shall not differ. I deplore as sin¬ 
cerely as you can do. Miss Torrington, the grievously schis¬ 
matic inroad into our national church which these self-chosen 
apostles have made. But as one objection against them. 
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though perhaps not the heaviest, is the contempt which their 
absurd puritanical ordinances have often brought upon serious 
things, I cannot but think that ridicule is a fair weapon to 
lash them withal.” 

It may be so/' replied Rosalind, “ and in truth it is often 
impossiy)le to avoid using it; but yet it does not follow that 
the deeds and doctrines of these soi-dimnt saints give more room 
for mirth than sorrow.” 

“ Well, Rosalind, give me your arm again, and I will 
speak more seriously. The very preposterous and Ipdicrous 
manner which Fanny, or her spiritual adviser, has chosen for 
.showing forth her ow'n particular regeneration, has perhaps led 
me to treat it more slightly than I should have done had the 
indications of this temporary perversion of judgment been of 
a more serious character. Tliat is doubtless one reason for 
the mirth I have shown. Another i.s, that I conceive it would 
he more easy to draw' ])oor little Fanny back again into the 
bosom of Mother Church hy laughing at her, rather than by 
making her believe herself a martyr.” 

“ Your laughter is a species of martyrdom w'hich she will 
be tauglit to glory in enduring. But at present T feel sure 
that all our discussions on this topic must be in vain. I 
rejoice that you are here, though it is plain that you do not 
think her situation requires your presence ; and I will ask no 
further submission of your judgment to mine, than requesting 
tliat you w'ill not leave Mowbray till your mother returns.” 

Be assured I wdll not; and be assured also, that however 
much it is possible we may differ as to the actual atrocity of 
this new vicar, or the danger Fanny runs in listening to him, 
I shall never cease to be grateful, dearest Miss Torrington, for 
the interest you have shown for her, and indeed for us all.” 

Acquit me of silly interference,*’ replied Rosalind, 
colouring, and 1 w’Hl acquit you of all obligation.” 

But I don’t wish to be acquitted of it,” said Charles 
rather tenderly : you do not know how much pleasure I 
have in tliinking that you already feel interested about us all!” 

This w'as giving exactly the turn to what she had done 
w'hich poor Rosalind most de[)recated. The idea that young 
Mowbray might imagine she had sent for him from a gcneriU 
fedhuj of intrrost for the family, had very nearly prevented 
her w'riting at all—and nothing hut a sense of duty had con- 
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quered the repugnance she felt at doing it. It had not been 
a little vexing to perceive that he thought lightly of what she 
considered as so important ; and now that in addition to this 
he appeared to conceive it necessary to return thanks for the 
interest she had manifested, Rosalind turned away her head, 
and not without difficulty restrained the tears which were 
gathering in her eyes from falling. She was not in general 
slow in finding words to express what she wished to say; but 
at this moment, though extremely desirous of answering suit- 
nhly, as she would have herself described the power she wanted, 
not a syllable would suggest itself which she had courage or 
inclination to speak: so, hastening her steps towards the 
house, she murmured, You are very kind—it is almost time 
to dress, I believe," and left him. 

Charles felt that there was something wrong iK’tween them, 
and decided at once very generously that it must be his fiiult. 
There is nothing more (lifficult to trace with a skilful hand 
than the process by w'hich a young man and maiden often 
creep into love, without either of them being at all aware 
at what moment they were first seized with the symp¬ 
toms. When the parties/«// in love, the thing is easy enough 
to describe: it is a sliot, a thunderbolt, a whirlwind, or a 
storm ; nothing can he more broadly evident than their hopes 
and their ecstasies, their agonies and their fears. Rut when 
affection grows unconsciously, and, like a seed of minionette 
throw'll at random, unexpectedly sliows itself the sweeU‘st and 
most valued of the heart’s treasures, overpowering by its deli¬ 
cious breath all other fragr.mce, the case is different. 

Something very like this creeping process w'as now going on 
in the heart of young Mowbray. Rosalind’s Ix'auty had 
appeared to him veiled by a very dark cloud on her first arrival 
from Ireland: she was weary, heartsick, frightened, and, 
moreover, dressed in very unbecoming mourning. Rut as 
tears gave place to smiles, fears to hopes, and exhausted spirits 
to light-hearted cheerfulness, he found out that she was very 
pretty indeed"—and then, and then, and then, he could not 
tell how' it happened himself, so neitlier can 1 ; but certain it 
is, that her letter gave him almost as much pleasure as alarm ; 
and if, after being convinced that there was no danger of 
Mr. Cartwright’s becoming his brother-in-law, he showed a 
somewhat unbecoming degree of levity in his manner of 
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treating Fanny’s case, it must be attributed to the gay happi¬ 
ness he felt at being so unexpectedly called home. 

As for the heart of Rosalind, if any thing was going on 
therein at all out of the common way, she certainly was not 
aw'are of it. She felt vexed, anxious, out of spirits, as she 
sought her solitary dressing-room ; but it would have been no 
easy task to persuade her that love had any thing to do 
with it. 


CHAPTER III. 

eilAKLKS WALKS OVEll TO OAKLF.Y.-THE VICAR IMPROVER 

IN Ills OPINION. 

At the time JMiss I’orrington observed to Mr. Mowbray that 
it was near dressing-time, it wanted about four hours of din¬ 
ner ; so, having followed her with his eyes as she mounted the 
steps and entered the house, he drew out his watch, and per¬ 
ceiving that he had quite enough time for the excursion before 

dressing-time ” would be over, set otf‘ to walk to Oakley. 

How' far Rosalind might have been disposed to quarrel with 
him for the very small jwoportioii of meditation which he 
bestowed on Fanny during his delightful stroll through the 
well-known shady lanes, or how far she might have been 
tempted to forgive him for the much greater portion devoted 
to herself, it is impossible to say; but he arrived at Sir Gil- 
iKTt’s hall-<loor in that happy state of mind whicli is often the 
result of a delicious day-dream, wdien Hope lends the support 
of her anchor to Fancy. 

Sir (Jilhert and the colonel were out on liorseback, the 
servant said—but “ my lady is in the garden.” And thither 
Mowbray went to seek her. 

He was somewhat startled at his first reception ; for the old 
lady w'atched his approach for some steps, standing stock-still, 
and without giving the slightest symptom of recognition. At 
length she raised her glass to her eye and discovered w’ho the 
tall stranger was ; upon which she sent forth a sound greatly 
resembling a view hollo ! ” winch immediately recalled the 
servant .who had marshalled Mowbray to tlie garden, and 
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without Uttering a word of welcome, gave the following order 
very distinctly: 

“ Let Richard take the brown mare and ride her sharp to 
Ramsden. Sir Gilbert is gone to the ])ost-office, the bank, the 
sadler’s, and the nursery-garden. Let him be told that Mr. 
Mowbray is waiting for him at Oakley—and let not a si)igle 
instant be lost.’^ 

The rapid manner in which Very well, my lady," was 
uttered in reply, and the man vanished out of siglit, showed 
that the order was likely to be as promptly executed as spoken. 

** ]My dear, dear Charles !” cried the old lady ; then stepping 
forward and placing her hands in his, Mliat brings you back 
to Mowbray ? But never mind what it is — nothing very bad, 
I hope, and then I must rejoice at it. I acn most thankful to 
see you here, my dear boy. How is my sweet Helen — 
could you not bring her with you, Charles 

“She is in London, my dear Lady Harrington, with my 
mother. Mnierc is the colonel ?” 

“ With his father ; — they will return together ; no grass 
will grow under their horses’ feet as they ride homeward to 
meet you, Charles ! But how comes it tha' you are at hoine ? 
If you have left Oxford, tvhy are you not with your mother 
and Helen 

A moment’s thought might have told Mowbray that this 
question would certainly be asked, and must in some manner 
or other be answered ; but the moment’s thought hatl not been 
given to it, and he now felt considerably embarrassed how to 
answ'er. He lamented the estrangement already existing, how¬ 
ever, too sincerely, to run any risk of increasing it by ill-timed 
reserve, and therefore, after a moment’s hesitation, very frankly 
answered — I can tell you, my dear lady, why I am here, 
more easily than I can explain for what purpose. I returned 
post to jMowbray this morning, because Miss Torrington gave 
me a j jivate intimation by letter, tliat she thought the new 
Vicar of W'rexhill was obtaining an undue influence over the 
mind of Fanny. She did not express herself very clearly, and 
I was fool enough to imagine that site suj)posod he was making 
love to her ; but I find that lier fears are only for poor little 
Fanny’s orthodoxy. Mr. Cartwright is one of, 1 btdieve, the 
most mischievous sect that ever attacked the established Churcli; 
and Miss Torrington, not without good reason, fears that 
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Fanny is in danger of becoming a proselyte to his gloomy 
and unchristianlike doctrine. But, at her age, such a whim ''as 
this is not, I should hope, very likely to be lasting.” 

I don’t know that, ” replied Lady Harrington sharply. 

Miss Torrington has acted with great propriety, and exactly 
with the sort of promptitude and decision of character for 
which I should have given her credit. Beware, Mr. Mowbray, 
how you make light of the appearance of religious schism 
among you : it is a deadly weapon of discord, and the poison 
in which it is dipped seldoras finds an antidote either in family 
aifection or filial obedience.” 

But Fanny is so nearly a child, Lady Harrington, that I 
can hardly believe her capable of manifesting any very dan¬ 
gerous religious zeal at present.” 

You don’t know what you are talking about, Charles ! Of 
every family into which this insidious and most anti-christian 
schism has crept, you wouhl find, upon inquiry, that in nine 
instances out of ten, it has l)een the young girls who have been 
selected as the first objects of conversion, and then made the 
active means of spreading it afterw^ards. Don’t treat this mat¬ 
ter lightly, iny dear boy ! Personally I know nothing of this 
Mr. Cartwright; — wre never leave our parish church and our 
excellent Dr. Broughton, to run after brawling extempore 
preachers ; —hut I have been told by one or two of our neigh¬ 
bours who do, that he is what is called a shining light; which 
means, being interpreted, a ranting, canting, fanatic. Take 
care, alwve all things, that your mother docs not catch the 
infection.” 

My mother ! —Oh no ! Her steady prjnci|»les and quiet 
good si'use w'ould render such a falling oft as that quite 
impossible.” 

“ Very well! I am willing to hope so. And yet, Charles, 

I cannot for the life of me help thinking that she must have 
had some other adviser than her own heart when she left my 
good Sir Gilbert’s letter without an answ'er.” 

“ Of what letter do you speak. Lady Harrington ? ” said 
young Mowbray, colouring; —of that whereby he refUwsed to 
execute the trust my father bequeathed him ?” 

No, Charles ! Of that whereby he rescinded his refusal.” 

Has such a letter been sent } ” inquired Mowbray eagerly. 

“ I never heard of it,” 
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Indeed ! Then we must presume that Mrs. Mowbray 
did not think it worth mentioning. Such a letter has, how¬ 
ever, been sent, Mr. Movrbray; and I confess, 1 hoped, on 
seeing you arrive, that you were come to give it an amicable, 
though somewhat tardy answer, in person. 

“ I am greatly surprised,” replied Charles, to hear that 
such a letter has been received by my mother, because J had 
been led to believe that Sir (»ilbert had declared himself im¬ 
moveable on the subject; but still more am I surprised that I 
should not have heard of it. C'ould Helen know it, and not 
tell me ? It must have been to her a source of the greatest 
happiness, as the one which preceded had been of the <leepest 
mortification and sorrow.’* 

“ Your sister, then, saw the first letter ? ” 

She did. Lady Harrington, and wrote me word of it, with 
expressions of the most sincere regret.” 

Itut of the second she said nothing ? That is not like 
Helen. ” 

So little is it like her, that 1 feel confident she never heard 
of the second letter.” 

I believe so too, Charles. But what, then, are we to think 
of your mother’s having shown the first letter, and concealed 
the second ? ” 

It cannot be ! my mother never conceals any thing from 
us. AV'e have never, from the moment w'e left the nursery, 
been kept in ignorance of any circumstance of general interest 
to the family. My poor father’s constant phrase t»pon all such 
occasions was — ‘ Let it be discussed in a committee of the 
whole house.’ ” 

‘‘ I cannot understand it,” replied the old lady, seating her¬ 
self upon a bench in the shade ; but, at any rate, 1 rejoice 
that you did not all think Sir Gilbert’s recantation — which 
was not written without an effort, 1 promise you— so totally 
unworthy of notice as you have appeared to do.” 

Charles Mowbray seated himstdf beside her, and nearly an 
hour was passed in conversation on the same subject, or others 
connected with it. At the end of that time. Sir Gilbert, booted 
and spurred, appeared at the door of the mansion, followed by 
his son. There was an angry spot upon his cheek, and though 
it was sufficiently evident that he was eager to meet young 
Mowbray, it was equally so that he was displeased with him. 
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Lady Harrington, however, soon cleared the way to the most 
frank and cordial communication, rendering all explanation un¬ 
necessary by exclaiming, He has never seen nor heard of 
your second letter. Sir Gilbert — nor Helen either.” 

The baronet stood still for a moment, looking with doubt 
an<l surprise first at his wife, and then at his guest. The doubt, 
however, vanished in a moment, and he again advanced, and 
now with an extended hand towards Charles. 

A conversation of some length ensued ; but as it consisted 
wholly of conjectures upon a point that they were all equally 
unable to ex])lain, it is unnecessary to repeat it. The two 
young rntm met each other with expressions of the most cordial 
regard, and before they parted, (.'olonel Harrington related the 
conversation he had held with Helen and Miss Torrington, the 
result of which was his father’s having despatched the letter 
whose fate appeared involved in so much mystery. 

Lady Harrington, notwithstanding they who did not love 
her called her masculine, showed some feminine tact in not 
mentioning to Sir (Jilbert that it w'as a letter from Miss Tor¬ 
rington which had recalled Charles. It is probable that when 
her own questionings had forced this avowal from him, she 
had perceived some sliatU- of embarrassment in his answer : 
hut she failed not to mention the norhm turn that Fanny Mow¬ 
bray appeared to have taken, and her suspicions that the new 
Vicar of M'rexhill must have teen rather moreassitluous than 
was desirable in his visit at the Park. 

The case is clear—clear as daylight, my lady : I under¬ 
stand it all. Stop a moment, Charles; if you won’t stay 
dinner, you must stay while I furnish you with a document 
hy means of which you may, 1 think, make a useful experi¬ 
ment.” 

"Without w'aiting for an answer, Sir (Jilbert left the party 
in the garden, and hurried into the house, whence he returned 
in a few minutes wdth a scrap of paper in his hand. 

“ Fortunately, Charles, very fortunately, I have kept a 
copy of my last note to your mother. I am sure I know not 
what induced me to kee{> it: had such a thing happened to 
Mr. (’artwright, he would have declared it providential—but 
I, in my modesty, only call it lucky. —Take this paper, 
Charles, and read it if you will: 'tis a shame you have not 
read it before ! You say, 1 think, that the vicar is expected at 

JM y 
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Mowbray this evening; just put tins scrap of paper into his 
handj and ask him if he ever read it before. Let him say 
what he will, 1 give you credit for sufficient sharpness to find 
out the truth. If he has seen it, I shall know whom I have 
to thank for the insolent contempt it has met with.” 

“ But my mother!” cried Charles with emotion. Is it 
possible that she could conceal such a note as tills from her 
children, and show' it to this man ? Sir Gilbert, 1 cannot 
believe it.” 

I don’t like to believe it myself, (ffiarles; upon my life 
I don't. But what can we think ? At any rate, make the 
experiment to-night; it can do no harm; and come here to 
dinner to-morrow to tell us the result.” 

1 will come to you with the greatest pleasure, and bring 
you all the intelligence I can get. My own opinion is, that 
the note was lost before it reached my motlier s hands, 'fhe 
usual hour, I suppose, Sir Gilliert, — six o'clock ? ” 

Six o'clock, Charles, — and, as usual, punctual to a mo¬ 
ment.’' 

When Mowbray reached his home, it was, in truth, rather 
more than time to dress; hut he kept the young ladies wail¬ 
ing as short a time as possible. Fanny presented him in 
proper style to Miss Cartw'right as soon as he appeared in the 
drawing-room; and he had the honour of giving that silent 
young lady his arm to the dining-room. 

Charles thought her deep-set black eyes very handsome; 
nevertheless, he secretly wished that she were a hundred miles 
off, for her presence, of course, checked every approach to 
confidential conversation. 

Nothing, indeed, could w’ell l)e more dull and unprofitable 
than this dinner. Miss (’artwright spoke not at all; Fanny, 
no more than was necessary for the performance of her duty 
at the head of the table; and Rosalind looked pale and lan¬ 
guid, and so completely out of spirits, that every word she 
spoke seemed a painful effort to her. She was occupied in 
recalling to ndnd the tone and air of the party who dined to¬ 
gether in that same room about six months before, when 
Charles had last returned from Oxford. The contrast these 
recollections offered to the aspect of the present party was most 
painful; and as Rosalind turned her eyes round the table with 
a look of wistful melancholy, as if looking for those V{ho were 
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no longer there, her thoughts were so legibly written on her 
countenance, that Mowbray understood them as plainly as if 
they had been spoken. 

Rosalind, will you take wine with me ? — You look tired 
and pale.” This was said in a tone of affectionate interest 
that seemed to excite the attention of Henrietta; and when 
Miss Torriugton raised her eyes to answer it, she observed 
that young lady’s looks fixed on Mr. Mowbray's countenance 
with an expression tliat denoted curiosity. 

'I’lie whole party seemed glad to escape from the dinner- 
table ; and the young ladies, with light shawls and parasols, had 
just wandered out upon the lawn, when they met Mr. Cart¬ 
wright approaching the house. 

Fanny coloured, and looked at her brother. Miss Cart¬ 
wright coloured too; and her eyes followed the direction of 
Fanny’s, as if to see how' this familiar mode of approach was 
approved by Mr. Mowbray. 

(’haries certainly felt a little surprised, and did not take 
much pains to conceal it. For a moment he looked at the 
vicar, as if not quite certain who it tvas, and then, touching 
his hat wdth ceremonious politeness, said, haughtily enough, 

Mr. Cartwright, I believe ? ” 

It would have been difficult for any one to find fault with 
the manner in which this salutation was returned. Tn a tone 
admirably modulated between profound respect and friendly 
kindness, his hat raised gracefully from his head to greet the 
whole party, and his handsome features wearing an expression 
of tlie gentlest benevolence, Mr, Cartwright hoped that be had 
the happiness of seeing Mr. jMotvhray well. 

( ’haries felt more than half ashamed of the reception he had 
given him, and stretched out his hand as if to atone for it. 
The vicar felt his advantage, and pursued it by the most easy, 
winning, yet respectful style of conversation. His language 
and manners became completely those of an accomplished man 
of the world ; his topics w'erc drawn from the day’s paper and 
the last review : he ventured a jest upon Don Carlos, and a 
bon mot upon the Duke of VYellington ; took little or no no¬ 
tice of Fanny ; spoke affectionately to his daughter, and gaily 
to Miss Torrington ; and, in short, appeared to he as little 
deserving of all Rosalind had said of him, as it was well pos¬ 
sible for gentleman to be. 

91 5 
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Fair Rosalind has certainly suffered her imagination to 
conjure up a bugbear in this man," thought Charles. It is 
impossible he can be the violent fanatic she describes." 

After wandering about the gardens for some time, Fanny 
proposed that they should go in to tea; but before they 
reached the house, Mr. Cartwright proposed to take his leave, 
saying that he had an engagement in Wrexhill, which was to 
prevent his lengthening his visit. 

The adieu had been spoken on all sides, and the vicar 
turned from them to depart, when Charles recollected the 
commission he had received from Sir Gilbert, and that he had 
promised to report the result on the morrow. Hastily following 
him, therefore, he said, 1 beg your pardon, Mr. (Cartwright ; 
but, before you go, will you have the kindness to read this 
note, and tell me if you know whether my mother received 
such a one before she went to London ? ” 

Mr. CartwTight took the note, read it attentively, and then 
returned it, saying, No, Mr. Mowbray, 1 should certainly 
think not: not because 1 never .saw or heard of it, but because 
I imagine that if she had, she would not have proceeded to 
London wdthout Sir Gilbert. Was such a note as that sent, 
Mr. Mowbray ? " 

Charles had kept his eye very steadily fixed on the vicar, 
both while he read the note, and while he spoke of it. Not 
the slightest indication, however, of his knowing any thing 
about it was visible in his countenance, voice, or manner; 
and, again as he looked at him, young Mowbray felt ashamed 
of suspicions for which there seemed to be so little cause. 

“ Such a note as this was sent, Mr. Cartwright," he frankly 
replied : but I suspect that by sonieunlucky accident it never 
reached my mother’s hands ; otherwise, as you well observe, 
she would not, most assuredly, have set off to London on this 
business without communicating with Sir Gilbert Harrington." 

“ I conceive it must be so, indeed, Mr. Mowbray ; and it 
is greatly to be lamented, for the receiving it would have saved 
poor Mrs. Mowbray much anxiety and trouble." 

** She expressed herself to you as being annoyed by Sir 
Gilbert’s refusing to act ? ’’ 

“ Oh yes, repeatedly ; so much so, indeed, that nothing 
but the indispensable duty of my parish, prevented my offering 
to accompany her to London myself. I wished nher very 
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much to send for you; but nothing would induce her to 
interrupt your studies.” 

It is not id the nature of a frank-hearted young raan to 
doubt statements thus simply uttered by one having the bear¬ 
ing and appearance of a gentleman ; and Charles Mowbray 
reported accordingly at the dinner-table of Sir Gilbert, assuring 
him that the test had proved Mr. Cartwright’s innocence on 
this point most satisfactorily. 


CHAPTPMl IV. 

MR. STEPHEN CORBOLI). 

We must now follow Mrs. Mowbray and Helen to London, as 
some of the circumstances which occurred there proved of im¬ 
portance to them afterwards. The journey was a very melancholy 
one to Helen, and her feelings as unlike as possible to those 
which usually accompany a young lady of her age, appearance, 
and station, upon a visit to the metropolis. Mrs. ^lowbray 
spoke very little, l)eing greatly occupied by the volume recom¬ 
mended to her notice, at parting, by Mr. Cartwright; and 
more than once Helen felt something like envy at the situation 
of the two servants, who, perched aloft behind the carriage, 
were enjoying without restraint the rapid movement, the 
fresh air, ami the beautiful country through which they passed ; 
while she, like a drooping flower on tvhich the sun has ceased 
to shine, hung her fair hand and languished for the kindly 
warmth she had lost. 

They reached Wimpole Street about eight o’clock in the 
evening, and found every thing prepared for them with the 
most sedulous attention in their handsome and commodious 
apartments. 

Mrs. Mowbray was tired, and, being really in need of the 
refreshment, blessed the hand, or rather the thought, which 
had forestalled all her wants and wishes, and spread that 
dearest of travelling banquets, tea and coffee, ready to greet 
her as^slie entered the drawing-room. 

M 4 
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Tflis letter has been left for you, ma’am, by the gentle¬ 
man who took the apartment,” said the landlady, taking a 
packet from the chimney-piece; and he desired it might be 
given to you immediately.” 

Mrs. Mowbray opened it; but perceiving it enclosed an¬ 
other, the address of w'hich she glanced her eye upon, she 
folded it up again, and begged to be shown to her room w'hile 
the tea was made. 

Her maid followed her, but was dismissed with orders to 
see if Miss Mowbray wanted any thing. As soon as she was 
alone, she prepared to examine the packet, the receipt of which 
certainly startled her, for it was in the handwriting of Mr. 
C/’artwright, from wdiom she had parted but a few hours before. 

The envelope contained only those words: 

Mr. Stejihen Corbold presents his respectful compliments 
to Mrs. Mowbray, and will do himself the honour of waiting 
upon her to-morrow morning at eleven o’clock.” 

“ Gniy’s Inn, July IStli, 1803.” 

Mrs. Mowbray ran her eyes very rapidly over these word.s, 
and then opened the-enclosed letter. Jt w'a.s as follows: — 

Ho not let the unexpected sight of a letter from your 
minister alarm you, iny dear and much-valued friend. 1 Iiave 
nothing painful to disclose ; and my sole object in writing is 
to make you feel that though you are distant from the sliel- 
tered spot wherein the Lord hath caused you to <lwell, the 
.“liepherd’s eye which hath been appointed to watch over you 
is not withdrawn. 

“ I am no longer a young man, my dear Mrs. Mow'hray; 
and during the years through whicli J have passed, my pro- 
fe.ssion, my duty, and my inclination have alike led me to 
examine my fellmv-creatures, and to read them, as it w'ere, 
athwart the veil of their mortal bodies. Habit and applica¬ 
tion have given me, I believe, some skill in developing the 
inward character of those amongst whom J am thrown; nor 
can I doubt that the hand of Heaven is in this, as in truth it 
is in all things if we do but diligently set ourselves to trace 
it; — I cannot, I say, but believe that this faculty which I 
feel so strong within me, of discerning in whom those spirits 
abide tLat the Lord hath chosen for his own, — I cannot but 
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believe that this faculty is given me by his especial will and 
for his especial glory. I wish well, sincerely well, to the 
whole human race: I would never lose an opportunity of 
lifting iny voice in warning to them, in the hope that perad- 
venture there may be one among the crowd who may turn 
and follow me. But, rny friend, far different is the feeling 
with which my heart clings with stedfast care and love to 
those on whom I see the anointing finger of Heaven. It is 
such that I would lead, even as a pilot leadeth the vessel in¬ 
trusted to his skill, into the peaceful waters, where glory, and 
honour, and joy unspeakable and without end, shall abide with 
them for ever ! 

Repine not, oh ! tjiy friend, if all your race are not of 
these. Rather rejoice with exceeding great joy that it hath 
pleased Heaven to set its seal on two. To this effect, look 
round the worlii, my gentle friend,' and see wdiat myriads of 
roofs arise beneath which not one can be found to sliow forth 
the saving power. Mark them ! how they thread the giddy 
jria/e, and dance onw'ard down tlie slippery path that leads to 
everlasting^>erdition ! Mark this, sweet sj)ifit! and rejoice 
tliat you and your Fanny are snatched from the burning! 
.My soul revels in an ecstasy of rapture unspeakable, as 1 gaze 
UJ 1011 you botli, and know that it is I, even 1, am chosen to 
lead you. M'hat are all the victories and glories of the world 
to this Think you, my gentle friend, that if all the worldly 
state and station of Lambeth tvere offered me on one side, and 
the task of leading thy meek stops into the way of life called 
me to the other, that 1 should hesitate for one single instant 
which to choo.se } 

“ Oh no ! Trust me, 1 would meet the scorn and revilings 
of all men — aye, and the bitterest j»ersecutions that ever the 
saints of old were called upon to bear, rather than turn mine 
eyes from thee and the dear work, though princedoms, princi¬ 
palities, and powers might l)e gained thereby ! 

“ Be strong then in faith, be strong in hope ; for thou art 
well loved of Heaven, and of him wdiom it hath been its will 
to place near thee as its minister on earth ! 

Be strong in faith ! Kneel down, sweet friend J — even 
now, as thine eye reads these characters traced by the hand of 
one who would give his life to guard thee from harm, kneel 
down, and ask that Heaven may be with thee, — w'ell assured 
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that he who bids thee to do so will at the same moment be 
kneeling, likewise, to^invoke blessings on thy fair and virtuous 
head ! 

“ At a moment when the heart is drawn heavenward, as 
mine is now, how hateful — I may say, how ])rofane, seem 
those worldly appellations and distinctions with which the silly 
vanity of man has sought to decorate our individual nothing¬ 
ness! How much more lielitting a serious (’hristian is it, in 
such a moment as this, to use that name which was bestowed 
by a higher authority ! You have three such, my sweet 
friend. The two first are now appropriated, as it were, to 
your daughters ; but the third is more especially your own.— 
Clara ! f)n (lara may the dew’ of Heaven descend like healing 
balm ! — Kneel then, sweet Clara— thou chosen handmaid ; 
kneel down, and think that William Cartwright kneels beside 
thee ! 

” WrittiMi on my knees in the secret recesses 
of iny own chamber.— W. C.” 

No sooner did Mrs. Mowbray’s eye reach the words “ kneel 
down,” than she obeyed them, and in this attitude read to the 
end of the epistle. Mrs. Mow'bray’s feelings w'benever strongly 
excited, either by joy, sorrow, or any other emotion, always 
showed themselves in tears, and she now' wept jtrofusely — ve¬ 
hemently ; though it is probable sbe wovdd liave been greatly 
puzzled to explain why, even to herself. Sbe would certuiidy, 
however, have declared, had she spoken on the subject to any 
one, that those tears were a joy, a blessing, and a condbrt to 
her. But as she had nebody to whom she could thus open 
her heart, she washed her eyes with cold w'ater, and descended 
with all the composure she could assume to Helen and the 
tea-table. 

Notwithstanding this precaution, Helen’s w'atchfiit eye per¬ 
ceived that her mother had been vve('j>ing, and, forgetting the 
unnatural coldness w'hich a breath more fatal than pestilence 
hatl placed between them, she exclaimed with all her wonteil 
tenderness, 

“ What is the matter, dear mamma ? — T trust that no bad 
news has met you ? ” 

If all other circumstances left it a matter of doubt wbetber 
evangelical influence (as it is impiously called) were productive 
of good or evil, the terrible power which it is so constantly seen 
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to have of destroying family union must be quite sufficient to 
settle the question. Any person who will take the trouble to 
inquire into the fact, will find that family affection has been 
more blighted and destroyed by the workings of this fearful 
superstition than by any otlier cause of which the history of 
man bears record. 

The tone of Helen’s voice seemed for a moment to recall 
former feelings, and her mother looked at her kindly : but be¬ 
fore she could give utterance to any word of affection, the re¬ 
collection of all Mr. Cartwright had said to prove that Helen 
deserved not tlie affection of her mother, and that the only 
chance left to save herself was to be found in the most austere 
estrangement, till such time as her hard heart should be soften¬ 
ed ; the recollection of all this came across the terrified mind 
of Mrs. Mowbray, and she resumed the solemn anrl distant 
bearing she had of late resumed, with a nervous sensation of 
alarm at the great crime she had been on the point of com¬ 
mitting. 

l*oor Helen saw the look, and listened with her whole soul 
in her eyes for the kind words which had so nearly followed 
it ; hut when they came not, her heart sank within her, and 
pleading fatigue, she begged to bt? shown to her own room, 
where she spent half the night in weeping. 

Most i)unctually at eleven o’clock on the following morning, 
Mr. Stephen Corboldwas announced, and a stiff*priggish-look¬ 
ing figure entered tlie drawing-room, who, though in truth a 
“ special attorney," looked much more like a thorough-bred 
methodistical ])reacher than his friend and cousin Mr. Cart¬ 
wright. In age he was a few years that gentleman’s junior, 
but in all outward gifts most lamentably his inferior; being, 
in truth, as ill-looking and ungentlemanlike a person as any con¬ 
gregation attache<l to the “ Philo-Calvin Frybabe ’’ principles 
could furnish. 

The footman might have announced him in the same words 
as Lepine did Vadius ; 

“ Madamo, un Iiommc ost la, qui vput parlor & vous. 

11 est votu ik? noir, et jairli; d'uu ton doux.” 

For, excepting bis little tight cravat, he appeared to have 
nothing white about him, and he seldom raised his cautious 
voice above a whisper. 

1 ,ain here, madam,” he began, addressing himself to 
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Mrs. Mowbray, who felt rather at a loss what to say to him, 
“at the request of my cousin, the Reverend William Jacob 
Cartwright, Vicar of Wrexhill. He hath given me to under¬ 
stand that you have business to transact at Doctors' Commons, 
relative to the last will and testament of your late husband. 
Am 1 correct, madam ” 

“ Quite so, Mr. Corbold. I wish to despatch tins business 
as quickly as possible, as I am anxious to return again to my 
family." 

“No delay shall intervene that I can prevent," replied the 
attorney. “ Is there any other business, madam, in which my 
services can be available ? " 

“ You are very kind, sir. I Ix'liove there are several things 
on which I shall have to trouble you. Mr. Mowbray generally 
transacted his own business, which in London consisteil, I 
believe, solely in receiving dividends and paying tradesmen’s 
bills: the only lawyer he employed, therefore, was a gentle¬ 
man who resides in our county, and who has hitherto had tJie 
care of the estates. But my excellent minister and friend 
Mr. Cartwright has written upon this sheet of paper, I believe, 
what it will be necessary for me to do in order to arrange things 
for the future,” 

Mrs. Mowbray put the paper into tlie lawyer’s hands, who 
read it over with great attention, nodding his head slightly from 
time to time as any item struck him as particularly interesting 
and important. 

“ Three ])er C’ents — very good. Bank Stock — very good. 
Power of Attorney. — All right, madam, all right. It hath 
pleased the Lord to give nty cousin, his servant, a clear and 
comprehending intellect. All shall be done even as it is here 
set down." 

“ How long, sir, do you think it will he neces.sary forme to 
remahi in town 

“ ^^’by, madam, there are many men would run this business 
out to great length. Here is indeed sufficient to occupy a very 
active professional man many weeks: but by the blessing of 
Heaven, which is often providentially granted to me in time 
of need, I question not hut 1 may be able to release you in a 
few days, madam, provided always that you are pre])ared to 
meet such expenses as are indispensable upon all occasions 
when great haste is required." 
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“ Expense will be no object with me, Mr. CorboH ; but a 
prolonged absence from home would be extremely inconvenient. 
Pray remember that I shall be most happy to pay any addi¬ 
tional sum which hastening through the business may require.” 

“ Very good, madam, very good. That Heaven will be good 
unto me in this business, I cannot presume to doubt ; for it 
hath been consigned unto me by one of its saints on earth, 
and it is for the service of a lady who, I am assured by 
him, is likely to become one of the most favoured agents that 
it hath ever selected to do its work on earth.” 

Mrs. Mowbray coloured from a mixed feeling of modesty 
and pleasure. That Mr. Cartwright should have thus described 
her, was most soothing to her heart; but when she recollect¬ 
ed how far advanced he was, and how very near the threshold 
she as yet stood, her diffidence made her shrink from hearing 
herself named in language so flattering. 

“ Is that fair young person who left the room soon after I 
entered it your daughter, madam ? ” 

“ Yes, sir.” 

“ Very good. 1 rejoice to hear it: that is, I would Ik; 
understood to say, that I rejoice with an exceeding great joy 
that the child of a lady w'ho stands in sucli estimation as you do 
with a chosen minister of the elected church, should wear an 
aspect so suitable to one who, by especial Providence, will lx? 
led to follow her ensample.” 

Mrs. Mowbray sighed. 

“ I lament, rnatlam,” resumed Mr, (’orhold, I may say 
with great and bitter lamentation, both for your sake, and 
that of the young person who has left the room, that the 
London season should be so completely over.” 

“Sir!” said Mrs. Mowbray in an accent of almost indig¬ 
nant surprise, “ is it possible that any friend and relation of 
Mr. Cartwright’s can imagine that l,in my unhappy situation 
— or indeed, without that, as a Christian vroman hoping with 
fear and trembling to become one of those set apart from 
worldly things,— is it possible, sir, that you can think I 
should partake, or let my daughter partake, in the corrupt 
sinfulness and profane rioting of a London season !” 

“ May Heaven forgive you for so unjust a suspicion, most 
respected madam!” cried Mr. Corbold, clasping his hands 
and raiding his eyes to Heaven. “The language of the 
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saints on earth is yet new to you, raost excellent and highly 
to be respected convert of my cousin ! The London season 
of which 1 speak, and which you w'ill hear alluded to by such 
sinful creatures as, like me, have reason to believe by an 
especial manifestation of grace that they are set apart,—tlie 
London season of which 1 and they speak, is that, when 
during about six blessed weeks in the spring, the chosen 
vessels resort in countless numl)ers to London, for tlie purpose 
of being present at all the meetings which take place during 
that time, with as much ardour and holy zeal as the worldly- 
minded show' in arranging their fetes and their fooleries at 
the instigation of Satan—in anticipation, as it should seem, 
poor deluded creatures ! of the crow'ds that they shall here¬ 
after meet amidst fire and brimstone in his realms below. 
The season of which 1 speak, and of w’hich you will hear all 
the elect speak with rapture and thanksgiving, consists of a 
quick succession of splendid and soul-stirring meetings, at w hich 
all the saints on whom the gift of speech hath descended, some 
for one, some for two, some for three, some for four—ay, 
some for five hours at a time, sustained, as you may .sup})Ose, 
by a visible resting of the Divine power upon them. This, 
madam, is the season that, for your sake, and for the sake of the 
fair young person your daughter, 1 wished w'as not yet over.” 

Mrs. Mowbray made a very penitent and full apology for 
the blunder she had committed, and very meekly confessed 
her ignorance, declaring that she bad never before beard the 
epithet of “ London season” given to any thing so heavenly- 
minded and sublime as the meetings he described. 

The discovery of this species of ignorance on the part of 
Mrs. Mowbray, which was by no means cotifinefl to the 
instance above mentioned, w'as a very favourable circumstance 
for Mr, Corbold. 'J'bere was, perhaps, no other subject in 
the world upon which he was competent to give information 
(except in the technicalities of his own profession); hut in 
every thing relating to missionary meetings, branch-mission¬ 
ary meetings’ reports, child’s missionary branch committees, 
London Lord’s.day’s societies, and the like, he was quite 
perfect. All this gave him a value in Mrs. Mow'bray’s eyes 
as a companion which he might have wanted without it. At 
all conversations of this kind, Mrs. Mow’bray took great care 
that Helen should be present, i)ersuaded that nothing could 
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be so likely to give her that savour of righteousness in which, 
as yet, she was so greatly deficient. 

The consequence of this arrangement was twofold. On 
Helen’s side, it generated a feeling compounded of contempt 
and loathing towards the fanatical attorney, which in most 
others would have led to the passion called hatred ; but in 
her it seemed rather a passive than an active sentiment, which 
would never have sought either nourishment or relief in doing 
injury to its object, but which rendered her so ill at ease in 
his presence that her life became perfectly wretched from the 
frequency of it. 

On the })art of the gentleman, the effect of these frequent 
interviews was different. From thinking Mrs. Mowbray’s 
daughter a very fair young j)erson, he grew by gradual, but 
pretty rapid degrees, to perceive that she w'as the very loveliest 
tabernacle in which had ever been enshrined the spirit of a 
woman ; and by the time Mrs. Mowbray had learned by rote 
llic names, titles, connexions, separations, unions, deputations, 
and endowments of all the missionary societies, root and 
branch, and of all the central and eccentric establishments for 
the instruction of ignorance in infants of four months to 
adults of "fourscore, Mr. Stephen tdrbold had made up his 
mind to believe that, by fair means or foul, it was his bounden 
duty, as a pious man and serious Christian, to appropriate the 
fair Helen to himself in this life, and thereby ensure her ever¬ 
lasting happiness in the life to come. 

It must not be supposed that xvhile these things passed in 
London the Vicar of Wrexhill was forgotten. Mrs. Mowbray’s 
heart and conscience both told her that such a letter as she had 
received from him must not remain unanswered: she therefore 
placed Helen in the drawing-room, with a small but very 
closely-printed volume on “ Free Gract?,” recommended by 
Mr. Corbold, and having desired her, in the voice of com¬ 
mand, to study it attentively till dinner-time, she retired to 
her own room, where, having knelt, wept, prayetl, written, 
and erased, for about three hours, she finally signed and 
sealed an e])istle, of which it is unnecessary to say more than 
that it conveyed a very animated feeling of satisfaction to the 
heart of the holy man to whom it was addressed. 
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CHAPTER V. 

MR. STEPHEN CORBOIiD RETURNS WITH MRS. MOWBRAY AND 

HELEN TO WRKXItlLL. 

Mrs. Mowbray's business in London, simple and straight¬ 
forward as it was, might probably under existing circum¬ 
stances have occupied many weeks, had not a lucky thought 
which visited the restless couch of Mr. Stephen Corbold been 
the means of bringing it to a speedy conclusion, 

“ Soyez amaiit, et vons seres invent}/," is a pithy proverb, 
and has held good in many an illustrious instance, but in none, 
perhaps, more conspicuously than in that of Mr. Stephen 
Corbold’s passion for Miss Mowbray. One of the earliest 
proofs he gave of this, w^as the jiersuading Mrs. Mowbray 
that the only way in which he could, consistently with his 
other engagements, devote to her as much time as her affairs 
required, w'ould be, bypassing every evening with her. And 
he did pass every evening with her : and poor Helen w’as 
given to understand, in good set terms, that if .she presumed 
to retire before that excellent man Mr. Stephen Corbold had 
finished liis last turnliler of soda-water and Madeira, not only 
would she incur her mother’s serious displeasure, but he con¬ 
fided (during their absence from Mowbray) to the spiritual 
instruction of some earnest minister, who w'ould teach her in 
what the duty of a daughter consisted. 

And so Helen Mowbray sat till twelve o’clock every night, 
listening to the w'orks of the saints of the nineteenth century, 
and exposed to the unmitigated stare of Mr. Stephen Corbold’s 
grey eyes. 

The constituting himself the guide and protector of the 
ladies through a series of extemporary preachings and lecturings 
on Sunday, was perha{)s too obvious a duty to be clas.sed as 
one of love’s invention ; but tlie ingenuity shown in persuad¬ 
ing Mrs. Mowbray that it would be necessary for the comple¬ 
tion of her business that he should attend her home, most 
certainly deserves this honour. 

Though no way wanting in that quality of mind w^hich 
the invidious denominate impudence,” and the judicious 



THE VICAR OP WREXHILL. 


177 

proper con6dence/' — a quality as necessary to the fitting out 
of Mr, Stephen Corbold as parchment and red tape,—^he never¬ 
theless felt some slight approach to hesitation and shame-faced- 
ness when he first hinted the expediency of this measure. 
But his embarrassment was instantly relieved by Mrs. Mowbray’s 
cordial assurance that she rejoiced to hear such a manner of 
concluding the business was possible, as she knew it would 
give their excellent minister ” pleasure to see his cousin. 

There is no (.'hristian virtue, perhaps, to which a serious 
widow lady is so often called (unless she belong to that class 
invited by the “ exemplary ” in bevies, by way of charity, 
when a little teapot is set between every two of them,)—there 
is no Christian virtue more constantly inculcated on the minds 
of rich serious widow's tlian that of hospitality ; nor is there a 
text that has been quoted oftener to such, or with greater 
variety of accent, as admonitory, encouragingly, beseechingly, 
approvingly, joremiadingly in reproach, and hallelujahingly in 
gratitude and admiration, than those three impressive and 
laudatory words,- 

OlVEN TO HOSPITALITY !' 

During a snug little morning visit at the Park, at which 
only Mrs. Mowbray and Fanny were j)resent, Mr. OartWTight 
accidentally turned to these words ; and nothing could be more 
touchingly elo'quent than the manner in which he dwelt upon 
and explained them. 

From that hour good Mrs. Mowbray had been secretly 
lamenting the want of sufficient opportunity to show how fully 
she understood and valued this Christian virtue, and bow will¬ 
ing she was to jmt it in jiractice toward all such as her “ excel¬ 
lent minister” should approve: it was, therefore, positively 
with an outpouring of fervent zeal that filie welcomed the pror- 
spect of a visit from such a 7nnu as Mr, Stephen Corbold. 

‘‘It is indeed a blessing and a happiness, Mr. Corbold,” 
said she, “ that what I feared would detain me many days 
from my home and my family should be converted into such a 
merciful dispensation as I must consider your coming to be. 
M’heii shall you be able to set out, my dear sir ? ” 

“ I could set out to-morrow, or, at the very latest, the day 
after, if I could obtain a conveyance that 1 should deem per¬ 
fectly safe for the papers I have to carry.” 

Helen shuddered, for ‘she saw' his meaning lurking in the 

v 
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corner of liis eye as he turned towards her one of his detested 
glances. 

Perhaps,” said Mrs. Mowbray, hesitatingly, and fearful that 
she might be taxing his great good-nature too far,— perhaps, 
upon such an urgent occasion, you might have the great good¬ 
ness Mr. Corbold, to submit to making a third in my travel¬ 
ling-carriage ? ” 

“My gratitude would indeed be very great for such a per¬ 
mission,” he replied, endeavouring to betray as little j)leasure 
as possible. 1 do assure you, my dear lady, such j)recautions 
are hir from unnecessary. Heaven, for its own especial jmr- 
poses, which are to us inscrutable, ordains that its tender 
care to usward shall be shown rather by giving us prudence 
and forethought to avoid contact with the vi'icked, than by 
any removal of tliem from our • wherefore I hold 
myself bound in righteousness to confess that the jiapers 
coneerning your affairs—even yours, my honoured lady,— 
might run a very fearful risk of being abducted, ami purloined, 
by some of the many ungodly persons with whom no dis])en- 
satioii of Providence iiath yet interfered to prevent their jost¬ 
ling its own j>eopIe when they travel, as sometimes unhapjjily 
they must do, in stage-coaches.” * 

“Ah, Mr. Corbold !” replied the widow, (mentally al¬ 
luding to a cotiversation which she had held with Mr. Cart¬ 
wright on the separation tube desired between the chosen and 
the not-chosen even in this world ; such being, as he said, 
a sort of type or foreshowing of that eternal separation })ro- 
mised in the world to come ;) — Ah, Mr. Corbold ! if I had 
the power to prevent it, none of the chosen should ever again 
find themselves obliged to submit to such promiscuous uiixUire 
with the ungodly as /his unsanclified mode of travelling must 
lead to. Had ] power and influence sufficient to carry 
such an undertaking into effect, I would certainly endeavour to 
institute a society of Christians, who, by liberal subscri])ti<)ns 
among themselves, might collect a fund for defraying the 
travelling expenses of those who are set ai)art. It must he an 
abomination, Mr. C'orbold, that such should be seen travelling 
on earth by the same vehicles as those which convey the 
wretched beings who are on their sure and certain road to eternal 
destruction!” 

“ Ah, dearest madam !” replied*the attorney, with a j)ro- 
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found sigh, “ such thoughts as those are biids of holiness 
that shall hurst forth into full-blown flowers of eternal glory 
round your head in heaven ! But, alas ! no such society is 
yet formed, and the sufferings of the righteous, for the want 
of it, are truly great !^” 

1 am sure they must be, Mr. Corbold,” replied the kind 
Mrs. Mowbray in an accent of sincere compassion ; but, at 
least in the present instance, you may be spared such unseemly 
mixture, if you will be good enough not to object to travelling 
three in the carriage. Helen is very slight, and I trust you 
will not be greatly incommoded.’* 

Mr. (Jorbold’s gratitude was too great to be expressed in a 
sitting attitude ; he therefore rose from his chair, and pressing 
iiis extended hands together as if invoking a blessing on the 
meek lady’s holy head, he uttered, Heaven reward yon, 
madam, for not forgetting those whom it hath remembered !” 
.and as he spoke, he bowed his head low, long, and reverently. 
As he recovered the erect position on ordinary occasions per¬ 
mitted to man, he turned a little round to give a glance of very 
lover-like timidity towards Helen, wlio whj>n he began his 
reverence to her mother was in the room ; hut as he now 
turned his disappointed eyes all round it, he discovered that 
she was there no longer. 

After this, the business which could, as Mr. (..'orhold said, 
be conveniently transacted in London, was (juickly despatched, 
and the day flxeil for their return to Mowbray, exactly one 
week after they left it. 

Mr. Stephen (Jorbold was invited to breakfast previous to the 
departure; and he came accompanied by so huge a green bag, 
as promised a long stay among those to whose aft’airs the 
voluminous contents related. 

When all things in and about the carriage were ready, Mr. 
Stephen (Jorhold presented his arm to the widow, and placed 
her in it. He tlten turned to Helen, who on this occasion 
found it not so easy as at setting off to avoid the hand extended 
towards her ; that is to say, she could not s]>ring by it un¬ 
heeded : but as she would greatly have preferred the touch of 
any other reptile, she contrived to be very awkward, and 
actually caught hold of the haiutle beside the carriage-door, 
instead of the obsequious ungloved fingers which made her 
shudder as she glanced her eyes towards them. 
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You will sit in the middle, lleien/’ said Mrs. Mowhray. 

I wish, mamma, you would be so kind as to let me sit in the 
dickey,” replied the young lady, looking up as she spoke to the 
very comfortable and unoccupied seat in front of the carriage 
which, but for Mrs. Mowbray's respectful religious scruples, 
might certainly have accommodated Mr. C’orhold and his bag 
perfectly well. 1 should like it so much better, mamma !*’ 
“ Let me sit in the middle, I entreat!” cried Mr. Corbold, 
entering the carriage in haste, to prevent farther discussion. 
“ My dear young lady,” he continued, placing his person in 
the least graceful of all imaginable attitudes,—my dear 

young lady, 1 beseech you-” 

“ Go into the corner, Plelen !” said Mrs. Mowbray hastily 
wishing to put so exemplary a C'hristitin more at his ease, and 
without thinking it necessary to answer the insidious petition 
of her daughter, Avhich, as she thought, plainly pointed at the 
exclusion of the righteous attorney. 

Helen ventured not to repeat it, and the carriage drove off. 
For the first mile Mr. Stephen (.’orbold sat, or rather perched 
himself, at the e:^tremcst edge of the seat, his hat between his 
kne^, and every muEcle that ought to have been at rest 
iruBCtive exercise, to prevent his falling forw'ard on his nose ; 
every feature, meanwhile, seeming to say, “ 'J'his is not my 
carriage.” But by gentle degrees he slid farther and farther 
backwards, till his spare person was not only in the enjoy¬ 
ment of ease, but of great happiness also. 

Helen, as her mother observed, w^as very slight,” and 
Mr. Corbold began almost to fancy that she wouhl at last 
vanish into thin air, for, as he quietly advanced, so did she 
(juiotly retreat till she certainly rlid appear to shrink into 
a very small compass indeed. 

1 fear I crowd you, my dearest lady !” he said, addressing 
Mrs. Mowbray at least ten times during as many miles; and 
every time this fear came over him he gave her a little more 
room, dreadfully to the annoyance of the slight young lady on 
the other side of him. Poor Helen had need to remember 
that she was going home—going to Rosalind, to enable her to 
endure the disgust of her position ; but for soveraC hours she 
<lid bear it heroically. She thought of Mowbray,—-of her 
flower-garden,—of the beautiful Park,—of Rosalind’s snug 
dressing-room, and the contrast of all this to the life she had 
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led in London. She thought too of Oakley, and of the possi¬ 
bility that some of the family might, by some accident or 
other, be m(.*t in some of the walks which Rosalind and she 
would be sure to take. In short, with her eyes incessantly 
turned through the open window towards the hedges and 
ditches, the fields and the flowers by the road-side, she con¬ 
trived to keep herself, body and soul, as far as possible from the 
hated being who sat beside her. 

On the journey to London, IMrs. Mowbray had not thougiu 
it necessary to stop for dinner on the road, both she and Helen 
preferring to take a sandwich in thg carriage; but, from the fear 
of infringing any of the duties of that hospitality which she now 
held in such high veneration, she arranged matters differently, 
and learning, upon consulting her footman, that an excellent 
house was situated about half-way between London and Wrex- 
hill, she not only determined on stopping there, but directed the 
man to send forwiu’d a note, ordering an early dinner to be 
ready for them. 

This halt was an agreeable surprise to Mr. Stephen CorbolJ. 
It was indeed an arrangement such as thojic of his peculiar 
sect are generally found to ap})rove; for it is a remarkable fact, 
easily ascertained by any who tvill give themselves the trouble 
of inquiry, tl)at the serious Christians of the present age indulge 
themselves bodily, w'henever the power of doiiig so falls in 
their way, exactly in proportion to the mortifications and pri¬ 
vations with whicli they torment their spirits : so that while a 
young sinner would fiy from an untasted glass of claret that he 
might not lose the ])rologue to a new play, a young saint would 
sip up half-a-do/ea (if he could get theuj) while descanting 
on the grievous pains of hell which tlie pursuit of pleasure 
must for ever bring. 

The repast, and even the wine, did honour to the recom¬ 
mendation of the careful and experienced Thomas : and Mrs, 
Mowbray had the sincere satisfaction of seeing Mr. Corbold 
(“ le pauvre homtm /”) eat half a pound of salmon, one-third 
of a leg of lamb, and three-quarters of a large pigeon-pie, with 
a degree of relish that proved to her that she was “ very right 
to stop for dinner.” 

Nothing can show gratitude for such little attentions as these 
so pleasantly and so effectually as taking full advantage of them. 
Mr. Corbold indeed carried this feeling so far, that even after 



the two ladies had left the room, he stepped back and pretty 
nearly emptied the two decanters of wine before he rejoined 
them. 

The latter part of the journey produced a very disagreeable 
scene, which, though it ended, as Helen thought at the time 
most delightfully for her, was productive in its consequences 
of many a bitter heart-ache. 

It is probable that the good cheer at 1)-, together with 

the final libation that washed it down, conveyed more than 
ordinary animation to the animal spirits of the attorney, and 
for some miles he tliscourseibwith more tluni bis usual unction 
on the sins of the sinful, and the holiness of the holy, till poor 
dear Mrs. Mowbray, despite her vehement struggles to keep 
her eyes open, fell fast asleep. 

No sooner was Mr. Stephen Corlwld fully aware of this fact, 
than he began making some very tender s])eeehes to Helen. 
For some time her only reply w’as expressed by thrusting her 
head still farther out of the side window. But this did not 
avail her long. As if to intimate to her that a.])(*rson whose 
attention could not he obtained through the niedimn of the ears 
must be roused from their apathy by the touch, he took her 
hand. 

Upon this she turned as suddenly as if an adder had stung 
her, and fixing her eyes, beaming with rage and indignation, 
upon him, said, 

If you venture, sir, to repeat this insult, 1 w’ill call to the 
postillions to stop, and order the footman instantly to take you 
out of the carriage.” 

He returned her glance, however, rather tvith passion than 
repentance, and audaciously putting his arm round her w’aist, 
drew her towards him, wdiile lie whispered in her ear, “ W’hat 
would your dear good mamma say to that ? 

Had he possessed the cunning of Mephistophiles, he could 
not have uttered words more calculated to unnerve her. The 
terrible conviction that it was indeed possible her mother might 
justify, excuse, or, at any rate, pardon the action, came upon 
her heart like ice, and burying her face in her hands, she burst 
into tears. 

Had Mr. Stephen ('orbold been a wise man, he w'ould have 
here ceased his persecution : he saw that she was humbled to 
the dust by the reference he had so skilfully made to* her mo- 
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tber; and perhaps, had he emptied only one decanter, he might 
have decided that it would be desirable to leave her in that 
state of mind. But, as it was, he had the very exceeding au¬ 
dacity once more to put his arm round her, and, by a sudden 
and most unexpected movement, impressed a kiss upon her 
cheek. 

Helen uttered a piercing scream ; and Mrs, Mowbray, open¬ 
ing her eyes, demanded, in a voice of alarm, “ What is the 
matter 

Mr. Corl)old sat profoundly silent; but Helen answered, in 
great agitation, “ J can remain in the carriage no longer, 
mamma, urdess you turn out this man ! 

Oh, Helen ! Helen ! what can you mean by using such 
language?” answered her mother. “ It is pride, 1 know, 
abominable pride,—1 have seen it from the very first,—which 
leads you to treat this excellent man as you do. Ho you for¬ 
get that lie is the relation as well as the friend of our minister? 
Fie lyion it, Helen ! you must bring down this haughty spirit 
to something more approacliing meek (.’hristian humility, or 
you and I shall never be able to live together.*’ 

It seems almost like a paradox, and yet it is perfectly true, 
that had not Mrs. Mowbray from thi- very firxt, as she said, 
perceived tlie utter'^'ulgarity, in person, language, and demea¬ 
nour, of the vicar’s cousin, she would have been greatly less 
observant and jmnctilious in her civilities towards him ; nor 
wfould she have been so fatally ready to quarrel wdth her 
daughcr for testifying her dislike of a man wdio, her own taste 
told lier, would he detestable, were not the holiness of his 
principles such as to redeem every defect with which nature, 
education, and habit hud afHicted him. 

The more Mrs. Mowbray felt disjiosed to shrink from an 
intimate association with the serious attorney, the more stre¬ 
nuously did slie force her nature to endure him; and feeling, 
almost unconsciously perhaps, that it was irnjiossible Helen 
should not detest him, she put all her power and authority in 
action, not only to prevent her showing it, but to prevent also 
so very sinful and worldly-minded a sentiment from taking 
hold npon her young mind. 

Helen, however, was too much irritated at this moment to 
submit, Us she had been ever used to do, to the commands of 
her mofrier; and still feeling the pressure of the serious attor. 

N 4 
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ney’s person against her own, she let down the front glass, and 
very resolutely called to the postillions to stop. 

The boy who rode the wheeler immediately heard and 
obeyed her. 

Tell the servant to open the door,” said she with a firm¬ 
ness and decision which she afterwards recalled to herself with 
astonishment. 

Thomas, who, the moment the carriage stopped, had got 
down, obeyed the call she now addressed to him,— opened the 
door, gave her his arm; and before cither Mrs. Mowbray, or 
the serious attorney either, had fully recovered from their 
astonishment, Helen was comfortably seated on the dickey, 
enjoying the cool breeze of a delicious afternoon upon her 
flushed cheek. 

The turn which ivas given to this transaction by Mr. Ste- 
jjhen Corbold during the tete-a-tete conversation he enjoyed 
for the rest of the journey with the young lady’s mother was 
such as to do credit to his acuteness; and that good lady’s 
part in it showed plainly that the new doctrines she l?ad so 
rapidly imbibed, while pretending to purify her heart, had 
most lamentably perverted her judgment. 


CHAPTER VI. 

THE HETUKN. 

On reaching Motvbray, the first figure which greeted the 
eyes of the travellers was that of C’harics, statioiunl on the 
portico steps waiting to receive them. A line from Helen to 
Rosalind, written only the day before, announced their in¬ 
tended return ; but the appearance of Charles was a surprise 
to them, and to Helen certainly the most delightful that she 
could have exj>erienced. 

Mr. Cartwright had written a long and very edifying letter 
to Mrs. Mowbray, informing her of the unexpected arrival of 
her son from the scene of his studies, and making sut;h com¬ 
ments upon it as in his wisdom seemed good. But though 
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this too was written in the secret recesses of his own chamber, 
with many affecting little circumstances demonstrative of his 
holy and gentle emotions while so employed, it was, never¬ 
theless, under the influence of still riper wisdom, subsequently 
destroyed, because he thought that the first surprise occasioned 
by the young man’s unwonted appearance would be more likely 
to produce the effect he desired than even his statement. 

Neither llosalind nor Charles himself had written, because 
they were both unwilling to state the real cause of his coming, 
and thought the plea of whim w-ould pass off better in conver¬ 
sation tlian on paper. That Fanny should write nothing 
which good Mr. Cartwright did not w’ish known, can be mat¬ 
ter of surprise to no one. 

Helen, who had descried Charles before the carriage stop¬ 
ped, descended from her lofty jmsition with dangerous rapidity, 
and sprang into his arms with a degree of delight, gi'eater, 
j)erhaps, than she had ever before felt at seeing him. 

The exclamation of Mrs. Mowbray certainly had in it, as 
the w’ise vicar predicted, a tone that ijidicated displeasure as 
well as surprise ; and the embrace, which she could not refuse, 
was so much Jess cordial than it w'as w'ont to be, that he turned 
again to Helen, and once more pressed her to his heart, as if to 
console him for the w'ant of tenderness in his mother’s kiss. 

Meanwhile, Mr. Stephen Corbold stood under the lofty 
portico, lost in admiration at the splendid appearance of the 
liouse and grounds. Mrs. Mowbray, with a sort of instinctive 
feeling that this excellent jjcrson might not altogether find 
himself at his ease wdth her family, hastened tow'ards him, 
tletermine<l that her owm Christian humility should at least 
set them a good example, and putting out both her hands to- 
rvards him, exclaimed, wdth an earnestness that sounded almost 
like the voice of prayer, “ Welcome, dear^ dear, JMr. Corbold, 
to my house and home ! and may you find in it the comfort 
and hosj)itality your exemplary character deserves!” Then 
turning to her son, she added, 1 know not how long you are 
likely to stay away from college, Charles; but wdiile you are 
here, I beg that you will exert yourself to the very utmost to 
make* Mowbray agreeable to this gentleman; and remember, 
if you please, that his religious principles, and truly edifying 
Christian sentiments, are exactly such as I would wish to 
place be![ore you as an example.” 
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Charles turned round towards the serious attorney, inU'iul- 
ing to welcome him by an extended hand ; but the thing was 
impossible. There was that in his aspect with which he felt 
that he could never hold fellowship, and his salutation was 
turned into a ceremonious bow; a change which it was the 
less difficult to make, from the respectful distance at which 
the stranger guest placed himself, while preparing to receive 
the young man’s w'elcome. 

Though Rosalind bad purposely remained in her own apart¬ 
ment till the first meeting with Charles was over, Helen vras 
already in her arms; having exclianged a hasty kiss with 
Fanny, whom she met in the hall, hastening to receive her 
mother. 

“ Oh! my dearest Rosalind! Ilotv thankful am I to be 
once more with you again! 1 never, I think, shall be able to 
endure the sight of London again as long as 1 live. I have 
been so very, very wretched there! ” 

** Upon my word, Helen, 1 have not lived upon roses since 
you went. You can hardly be sf) glad to come ^)ack, as I am 
to have you. What did your rnotlier say on seeing diaries ? ” 

I hardly know. She did not, I think, sevm pl(‘ased to 
see him: hut 1 am more delighted at the cliance that has 
brought him, let it he what it will, than I have words to ex¬ 
press. Oh ! it is such a blessing to me !—dear, dear, Charles ! 
he knows not what a treasure ho is. The very sight of him 
has cured all my sorrow's — and yet I was dreadfully miserable 
just now.” 

“ Then, thank Heaven ! he is hen‘, my own Helen i Rut 
tell me, dearest, w'hat is it has made you miserable ? Thougli 
you tell me it is over, the tears seemed ready to start when 
you said so.” 

‘‘ Oh ! my woes will make a long story, Rosalind ; and 
some of them must be for your car only ; hut this shall be at 
night, when nobody is near to hear us: — hut. by the way, 
you must have a great <leal to tell me. How comes it that 
Charles is here ? And, w'hat seems stranger still, how comes 
it that, as he is here, you have not been living ujioii roses.''” 

My woes may make a story as well as yours, Helen ' and 
a long one too, if I tell all; hut it must come out by degrees,— 
a series of sketches, rather than an history.” 

Have you seen any body from Oakley, Rosalind 
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Ah, Helen!” said Rosalind smiling, as she watched the 
bright colour mounting even to the brows of her friend; 

your history, then, has had nothing in it to prevent your 
remembering Oakley?” 

My history, as you call it, Rosalind, has lieen made up 
of a series of mortifications: some of them have almost broken 
my heart, and my spirit too; but others have irritated me 
into a degree of courage and daring that might perhaps have 
surprised you; and every thing that has happened to me, has 
sent my thoughts back to my home and to my friends,—all 
my friends, Rosalind,—with a degree of clinging and depen¬ 
dent affection such as I never felt liefore.” 

My j)oor Helen ! Rut look up, dearest I and shed no tears 
if you can help it. We all seem to be placed in a very singu¬ 
lar ami unexjsected position, my dear friend; but it is not 
tears that will help us out of it. This new man, this vicar, 
seems inclined to go such fengths with his fanatical hypocrisy, 
that I have good hopes your mother and Fanny will ere long 
get sick of him and his new lights, and then all will go right 
again. Depend upon it, all that has hitherto gone wrong, has 
been wholly owing to him. I certainly do not think that your 
poor father’s will was niade in the spirit of wisdom ; but even 
that would have produced none of the effects it has done, had 
not this hateful man instilled, within ten minutes after the 
will was read, the poison of doubt and suspicion against 
Charles, into the mind of your mother. Do you not remem¬ 
ber his voice and bis look, Helen, when he entered the room 
where we were all three sitting with your mother? 1 am sure 
1 shall never forget him ! 1 saw, in an instant, that he in¬ 
tended to make your mother believe that C'harles resented the 
will; and that, instead of coming himself, he had sent him to 
your mother to tell lu'r of it. I hated him then ; and every 
hour that has ])assed since has made me hate him more. Rut 
let us take hope, Helen, even from the excess of the evil. 
Your mother cannot long remain blind to his real character ; 
and, when once she sees him as he is, she will again become 
the dear kind mother you have all so fondly loved.” 

(!oukl 1 hope this, Rosalind, for the future, there is no¬ 
thing I could not endure patiently for the present, — at least 
nothing that could possibly happen while Charles is here; but 
1 do not hope it.” 
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There was a melancholy earnestness in Helen’s voice, as she 
pronounced the last words, that sounded like a heavy prophecy 
of evil to come, in the ears of Rosalind. Heaven help us, 
then!” she exclaimed. If we are really to live under the 
influence and authority of the Vicar of Wrexhill, our fate will 
be dreadful. If your dear father had but been spared to us a 
few years longer, — if you and I were but one-and-tweiity 
Helen, — how different would be the light in which I should 
view all that now alarms us; my fortune would be plenty 
for both of us, and 1 would take you with me to Ireland, and 
we would live with-” 

Oh Rosalind ! how can you talk so idly ? Do you think 
that any thing would make me leave my poor dear mother ? ” 

If you were to marry, for instance ? ” 

1 should never do that without her consent; and that, 
you know, wmuld hardly be leaving her.” 

’Well ! ‘ Heaven and our inhocency defend and guard 

us !’ for I do think, Helen, wt are in a position that threatens 
vexation, tQ say the least of it. J wonder if Miss,Cartwright’s 
visit is to end with your absence } Slie is the very oddest 
personage ! sometimes I pity her ; sometimes 1 almost atlmire 
her; sometimes I feel afraid of her, but never by any chance 
can I continue even to fancy that I understand her character.” 

Indeed ! Yet in general you set about that rather rapidly, 
Rosalind. But must we not go down ?" I have hardly seen 
Fanny, and I long to talk a little to my own dear Charles.” 

And you will like to have some tea after your journey. 
Mrs. Mowbray, I think, never stops en route ? ” 

In general she does not; but to-day-” a shudder ran 

through Helen’s limbs as she rememliered the travelling ad¬ 
ventures of the day, and site stopped. 

You look tired and pale, Helen ! (!ome down, take some 
tea, and then go to Ix-'d directly. If we do not act with 
promptitude and decision in this matter, we shall set up talk¬ 
ing all night,” 

As they passed Miss Cartwright’s door, Rosalind knocked, 
and that young lady immediately opened it. 

Oh ! you are come back then ? I fancied, by Mr. Cart¬ 
wright’s not coming this evening, that something might have 
occurred to prevent you ? ” 

If it had,” said Helen, smiling^, ‘‘ it must have been 
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announced by express, for you can only have had ray letter 
this morning.’* 

“ True!” replied Miss Cartwright. 

When the three young ladies entered the drawing-room, they 
found nobody in it but Mr. Stephen Corbold ; Mrs. Mowbray 
having gone with Fanny to her own room, and Charles 
ensconced himself in the library, to avoid a tete-a-tete with 
the unpromising-looking stranger. 

Rosalind gave him a glance, and then looked at Helen with 
an eye that seemed to say, Who in the world have you 
brought us ? ” Helen, however, gave no glance of intelligence 
in return ; but, w’alking to a tabic which stood in that part of 
the room wdiich wus at the greatc'st distance from the place 
occupied by Mr. Corbohl, she sat down, and began earnestly 
reading an old news})aj>er that she found upon it. 

Miss Cartwright started on recognising her cousin, and 
though she condescended to pronounce, “ How do you do, 
Mr. Corbold ? ” there was but a cold welcome to him expressed 
either by her voice or manner. No one presented him to 
Rosalind, and altogether he felt as little at his ease as it was 
W’cll possible for a gentleman to do, when the door opened, and 
IMrs. iSfow'bray and Fanny appeared. From that moment he 
became as much distinguished as he w'as before overlooked. 
Fanny, who" knew that it was Mr. CartwrighCs cousin who 
stood bowing to her, delighted at the honour of being told that 
she was Miss Fanny Mowbray,” received him with a kindness 
and condescension which soothed her own feelings as much as 
his, for she felt that every word she spoke to him was a proof 
of her devotion to her dear, good Mr. Cartwright! and that, 
^vhen he heard of it, he could not fail to understand that it 
was for his sake. 

Tlie party retirtnl early, ostensibly for the sake of the 
travellers; but perhaps the real cause of this general haste’ to 
separate, "was, that they all felt themselves singularly embar¬ 
rassed in each other’s company. Before Mrs. Mowbray had 
been five minutes in her house, she had ordered a splendid 
sleeping apartment to he made ready for IMr. Corbold ; and the 
first half-hour after retiring to it, was spent by him in taking 
an accurate survey of its furniture, fittings-up, and dimensions: 
after w^hicb, he very nearly stifled himself (forgetful of the 
dog-days) by striving to enjoy the full luxury of the abound¬ 
ing pillows with which his magnificent couch was furnished. . 
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Mrs. Mowbray and Fanny separated after a short but con¬ 
fidential colloquy. Miss Cartwright took her solitary way to 
her chamber, where, as the housemaids asserted, she certainly 
spent half the night in reading, or writing, or something 
or other, before she put out her light: and Rosalind and 
Helen, spite of their good resolutions, not only sat up talking 
in tlie library themselves, but permitted Charles to share their 
watch with them; so that, before they separated, every fact, 
thought, cr opinion, treasured in the minds of each, were most 
unreservedly communicated to the others,— excepting that 
Helen did not disclose at full length all the reasons she had for 
detesting Mr. Corbold, and Charles did not think it necessary 
to mention, that Rosalind grew fairer to has eyes, and dearer to 
his heart, every hour. 


CHAPTER VII. 

THE VICAR ANH HIS COl'SIN. 

None of the IVIowbray family were present at the meeting be¬ 
tween the Vicar of Wrexhiil and his cousin. The latter, 
indeed, set out from the Park at a very early hour on the 
morning after his arrival, in order to breakfast with his 
much esteemed relation, and to enjoy in the privacy of his 
Vicarage a little friendly and confidential conversation as to 
the projects and intentions concerning him, which had been 
hinted at in his letters. 

He was welcomed by Mr. Cartwright with very obliging 
civility ; not but that the vicar felt and showed, upon this, 
as well as all other occasions, a very proper consciousness of 
his own superiority in all ways. However, the (-orbold con¬ 
nexion had been very essentially useful to him in days past; 
and Mr. Stephen, the present representative of the family, 
might posisihly be extremely useful to him in days to come. 
Several fresh-laid eggs were therefore placed on the table,— 
coffee was added to tea,— and his reception in all ways such 
as to make Mr. Stephen feel himself extremely comfortable. 

When the repast was ended, Mr. Jacob received a hint to 
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withdraw ; and as soon as the door was closed behind him, the 
serious vicar approached his chair to that of the 'serious attor¬ 
ney, with the air of one who had much to hear, and much to 
communicate. 

You seem hereunto, cousin Stephen, to have managed this 
excellent business, which under Providence I have been enabled 
to put into your hands, w'ith great ability ; and, by a continua¬ 
tion of mercy, I am not without hope, that you will, as I here¬ 
tofore hinted, bring the same to good effect.” 

There is hope, great and exceeding merciful hope, cousin 
'\YilIiain, that all you have anticipated, and peradveiiture more 
too, may come to pass. A blessing and a providence seem 
already to have lighted ui»on you, cousin, in your new^ ministry, 
for into this vessel which your cousinly kindness hath set within 
my sight, you have poured grace and abounding righteousness. 
Surely there never was a lady endow'cd with such goodly gifts 
who was more disposed to make a free-will offering of them to 
the saints, than this pious and in all ways exemplary widow'.” 

“ Your remarks, cousin, are those of a man on W'hora the 
light shines. May the mercy of Heaven strengthen unto you, 
for its glory, the talent it hath bestowed ! And now with the 
freedom of kinsmen who speak together, tell to me what are 
the hopes and expectations to wdiich your conversation wdth 
this excellent,'and already very serious lady, have given birth.’' 

1 have no wish or intention, cousin ^Yilliam, of hiding 
from you any portion of the thoughts wdneh it has pleased 
Providence to send into my heart; the w'hich are in fact, for 
the most part, founded U])on the suggestions wdiich, by the light 
of truth, 1 (iiscerned in the first letter upon the widow' Mow¬ 
bray’s affairs which you addressed unto me.” 

Respecting the agency of her own business, and peradven- 
ture that of her ward’s also ?” 

E\eii so. I have, in truth, well-founded faith and hope 
that by the continuation of your friendsliip and good report, 
cousin AVilliam, I may at no distant period attain unto both.” 

And if you do, cousin Stephen, ” returned the vicar, w'ith 
a smile ; “ your henefiir in the j)arish of Wrexhill will be 
worth considerably more than mine.” 

A serious, waggish, holy, cunning smile now' illuminated the 
red, dry features of the attorney, and shaking his head with a 
Burleigh-like-pregnancy of meaning, he said, “ Ah, cousin !” 



The vicar smiled again^ and rising from his chair^ put hii^ 
head and shoulders out of the open window, looking carefully, 
as it seemed, in all directions; then, drawing them in again, 
he proceeded to open the door of the room, and examined the 
passage leading to it in the same cautious manner. 

My son Jacob is one of the finest young men in Europe, 
cousin Stephen, ” said the vicar, reseating himself; but he 
is young, and as full of little childish innocent fooleries as any 
baby; so it is as well not to speak all we may have to say, 
without knowing that we are alone; for many an excellent 
plan in which Providence seemed to have taken a great share, 
has been impiously spoiled, frustrated, and destroyed, by the 
want of cautiorf in those to whom it was intrusted. Let not 
such sin lie at our door! Now tell me then, cousin Stephen, 
and tell me frankly, why did you smile and say, *Ah cousin'?” 

Because, while speaking of what, through mercy, I may 
get at Wrexhill, it seemed to me like a misdoubting of Pro¬ 
vidence not to speak a little hint of what its chosen minister 
there may get too.” 

I get iny vicar's dues, cousin Stephen ; and it may Ik?, 
by a blessing upon my humble endeavours, I may, when next 
Easter falls, obtain some trifle both from high and low in the 
way of Easter offering.” 

Ah, cousin ! ” repeated the attorney, renew'i'og his intelli¬ 
gent smile. 

Well then,” said the well-pleased vicar, “ speak out.” 

I am but a plodding man of business,” replied Mr. Cor- 
bold, with such illumination upon matters of faith as Pro¬ 
vidence hath been pleased to bestow; but my sense, such as 
it is, tells me that the excellent and pious widovr of Mowbray 
Park will not always be permitted by Providence to remain 
desolate.” 

She does, in truth, deserve a better fate,” rejoined the vicar. 

And what better fate can befall her, cousin William, than 
being bound together in holy matrimony with one of the most 
shining lights to be found among the saints on earth ? ” 

“ Yes ! ” responded the vicar with a sigh ; ** that is the fate 
she merits, and that is the fate she ought to meet! ” 

"And shall we doubt Providence?—shall wc doubt that 
a mate shall be found for her ? No, cousin William ; doubt 
not, for I say unto thee, ‘ Thou art the man! ’ ” 
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The vicar endeavoured to look solemn ; but, though his Iiand- 
some features were in general under excellent control, he could 
not at this moment repress a pleasant sort of simpering smile 
that puckered round his mouth. Mr. Stephen Corbold, per¬ 
ceiving that his cousin was in nowise displeased by the pro¬ 
phecy he had taken the liberty to utter, returned to the subject 
again, saying, 1 wish you had seen her face,— she must 
have l)een very like her daughter, — I wish you could have seen 
her, cousin A^llliam, every time 1 named you !" 

“ Indeed I Did she really testify some emotion ? I trust 
you are not jesting, cousin Stephen ; this is no subject for 
pleasantry.*’ 

Most assuredly it is not! and I think that you must 
altogether have forgotten my temper and character, if you 
suppose that I should think it such. To tell you the truth, 
cousin, I look upon the time present as a.{>eriod marked and 
settled by Providence for the calling you up to the high 
places. Will it not be a glory to have its minister and servant 
placed in such a palace as Mowbray? and will it not be con¬ 
verting wliat hitherto has doubtless been the abode of sinners, 
into a temple for the elect ? ” 

1 will not deny," replied tlie vicar, that such thoughts 
have occasionally f^ound place in iny own mind. There have 
already been some very singular and remarkable manifestations 
in this matter ; and it is the perceiving this, which has led me 
to believe, and indeed feel certain, that my duty calls upon me 
so to act, that this wealthy relict of a man too much addicted 
to the things of this tvorld may, finally by becoming part and 
parcel of myself, lose not the things eternal. , 

“ I greatly rejoice,*' rejoined Mr. Corbold, “ that such is 
your decision in this matter ; and if it should so fall out that 
Heaven in its wisdom and goodness shall ordain you to become 
the master of Mowbray Park, (at these words the vicar cast 
his eyes upon the ground and meekly bowed his head,) and I 
have a persuasion that it will so ordain, Ixirne strongly in upon 
my mind, then and in that case, cou.sin Mllliarn, I trust that 
your patronage and support will not be withdrawn from me.” 

“ Cousin Stephen,” replied the vicar, “ you are a man that 
on many occasions I shall covet and desire to have by me and 
near me, both for your profit and advantage and my own ; but 
in the ce^o which you have put, and which Heaven seems to 

o 
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have whispered to your soul—in the case, Stephen, that I 
should ever become the master and owner of Mowbray, and all 
the suiulry properties thereunto belonging, I think —no offence 
to you,cousin—thatlsbouldprefermanagingtheestatesmyself.” 

The serious attorney looked somewhat crestfallen, and per¬ 
haps some such questionings were borne in upon his mind 
as — What is it to me if he marries the widow, if I do not 
get the management of the estates ? •’ 

When the vicar raised his eyes to the face of his cousin, he 
probably perceived the impression his words had produced, and 
kindly anxious to restore him to more comfortable feelings, he 
added, — Tlie fine property of Miss Torrington, cousin 
Stephen, might certainly be placed entirely in your hands —• 
the management of it I mean — till she comes of age ; but then 
if she marries my son, which 1 think not unlikely, it is probable 
that Jacob may follow my example, and prefer taking care of 
the property himself.” 

Then, at the very best,” replied Mr. Corbold, “ I can 
only hope to obtain an agency for a year or two 

I beg your pardon, cousin ; my hopes for you go much 
farther than that. In the first place, I would recommend it 
to you, immediately to settle yourself at 'Wrexhiil: I am told 
that there is a good deal of business up and down the country 
hereabouts ; and, if I obtain the influence that 1 hope to do 
in more ways than one, I sliall take care that no attorney is 
employed but yourself, cousin Stephen. Besides this, 1 know 
that there may happen to be settlements or wills wanting 
amongst us, my good friend, which may make your Ix-ing at 
hand very convenient; and, in all such cases, you would do 
your work, you know, j)retty much at your own i>rice. All 
this, however, is only contingent, I am quite aAvare of that; 
and therefore, in order that you may in some sort share iiiy 
good fortune, — if such indeed should fall upon me, — I have 
been thinking, cousin Stephen, that when I shall be married 
to this lady, whom it has pleased Providence to place in my 
path, you, being then the near relative of a person of conse¬ 
quence and high consideration in the county, may also aspire 
to increase your means by the same holy ordinance; and if 
such a measure should seem good to your judgment, I have a 
lady in my eye, — also a wddow, and a very charming one, my 
dear friend, — who lives in a style that shows her to be 
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favoured by Providence with the goods of fortune. What say 
you to this, cotdiin' Stephen f 

Why, it is borne in upon me to say, cousin William, that, 
in such a case as this, I should be inclined to follow your good 
example, and choose for myself. And, truth to speak, I 
believe the choice is in some sort made already ; and I don’t 
see but your marriage may be as likely to help me in this case 
as in the other ; and as to fortune, it is probable that you may 
be able to lend me a helping hand there, too ; for the young 
lady, 1 fancy, is no other than your own daughter-in-law that 
is to be —the pretty Miss Helen, cousin William ?” 

'^rhe vicar as he listened to these words, very nearly uttered 
a whistle. He was, however, as he whis})ered to himself, 
mercifully saved from such an indecorum by the timely re¬ 
membrance that his cousin, though an attorney, was a very 
serious man ; but, though he did not whistle, he deemed it 
necessary to express in a more solemn and proper manner his 
doubts of the success to be hoped from the scheme proposed 
by Mr, (.'orbold. 

As to tbe fortune of the young person who may, as you 
observe, some day by the blessing of Providence become my 
daughter-in-law, I must tell you as a friend and kinsman, 
cousin Stephen, that 1 hold it to he very doubtful if she ever 
have any fortune at all. Are you aware that she is not 
regenerate ? ’’ 

“ 1 partly guess as much,” replied the attorney. Hut,” 
he addi'd with a smile, “ I can't say 1 should have any objec¬ 
tion to marrying her first, and leading her into the way of 
salvation afterwards. And when I can testify to her having 
forsaken the errors of lier ways, and that I have made her a 
light to lighten the CJentiles, 1 suppose you won’t object then 
to her corning in for a share of her mother’s inheritance ?” 

That would certainly make a difference; but 1 won’t 
disguise from you, cousin, that I consider this young person’s 
as a hopeless case. She was foredoomed from the begivning 
of tile ivorld : I see the mark upon her. However, tlrat might 
not perhaps make such difference in your determination, for 1 
know you to be a man very steadfast in hope, cousin Stephen. 
lJut there is, moreover, 1 think, another obstacle. You must 
not take my frankness amiss ; but 1 have an inward misgiving 
as to hey being willing to accept you.” 

o 2 



19 b 


THE riCAH OF wnExuiEi:.. 


As the young lady is a minor, cousin William, I should 
count upon its being in your power to make her marry pretty 
well whom you please. And this you may rely upon, that, in 
case you favour me heartily in this matter, there is no work 
of any kind that you could put me to, Uiat I should not think 
it my hounden duty to perform.” 

You speak like a just and conscientious man, cousin (!or- 
bold; and, by the blessing of Heaven upon us, 1 trust that 
W'e shall be so able to work together for righteousness’ sake, 
that in the end we may compass that w'hich we desire. Never¬ 
theless, 1 confess that it is still borne in upon me that the fair 
and excellent widow Simpson would be the wisest choice for 

-VOU, 

“ Should it please Providence that such should be my own 
opinion hereafter, cousin Cartwright, J will not fail to make it 
known unto you. 

I will rest my faith on your wisdom therein,” replied the 
vicar : but it is now time that 1 should go to s)»eak the bless¬ 
ing of a minister, and the welcome of a friend, to the ex¬ 
cellent lady at the Park. And remember two things, cousin 
Stephen : the first is, never to remain in the room with the 
widow Mowbray and myself, when no other perisons are pre¬ 
sent ; and the next is in importance like unto it,—remember 
that the lady is even yet new in widowhood, and that any im¬ 
prudent and premature allusion to my {)Ossibly taking her in 
marriage might ruin all. There an; those near her, cousin 
Stephen, w’ho I question not wdll fight against me.” 

The attorney promised to lx* awake and w'atchful, and never 
to permit his tongue to betray the counsels of his heart. 

The cousins and friends (who, notwithstanding the difierence 
of their callings, considered themselves, as Mr. Corbold ob¬ 
served, fellow-labourers in the vineyard,) then walkeil forth 
together towards Mowbray Park, well jdeased with themselves 
and all things around them at the present, and with pious 
confidence in the reward of tlreir labours for the future. 
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CHAPTER VIII, 

Charles’s sorrow. — mrs. simpson in her new oharac* 
TER.-THE vicar’s PROCEEDINGS DISCUSSED. 

The two gentlemen found the family at the Park very 
sociably seated round a late breakfast table. Helen, Rosalind, 
and Charles, before they broke up their conclave in the library 
the night before, or rather that morning, liad all decided that 
in the present thorny and difficult position of affairs, it was 
equally their duty and interest to propitiate the kind feelings 
of Mrs. Mowbray by every means in their power, and draw her 
thereby, if possible, from the mischievous and insidious in¬ 
fluence of her new associates. 

' It is hardly possible to believi',” said Charles, that my 
mother can really prefer the society of .such an animal as this 
inethodistieal attorney to that of her otvn family, or of those 
neighbours and friends from whom, since my father's death, 
she has so comjdetcly witlnlrawn herself. It is very natural 
she should be out of spirits, poor dear soul! and Mr. ('art- 
wright is just tlie sort of jierson to obtain influence at such a 
time ; hut I trust this will wear off again. Slie will soon get 
sick of the KO*lemn attorney, and we shall all be as happy again 
as ever.” 

“ Heaven grant it!” said Helen with a sigh. 

Heaven grant it!” echoed Ilosaliiul with another. 

It was in consequence of this resolution, that the trio con¬ 
tinued to sit at the table much longer than usual ; exerting 
themselves to amuse -Mrs. Mowbray, to win from Fanny one 
of her former bright smiles, and even to make Miss Cartwright 
sociable. 

Their efforts were not wholly unsuccesful. There was a 
genuine animation and vivacity aliout Charles that seemed 
irresistible ; Mrs. Mowbray looked at him with a mother’s 
eye ; Miss Cartwright forsook her monosyllables, and almost 
conversed ; and Fanny, while listening first to Helen, and 
then to her brother, forgot her duty as a professing Christian 
as far as to let a whole ringlet of her sunny hair get loose 
from behind her ear, and not notice it. 

In the midst of this gleam of sunshine the door opened, 
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and Mr. Cartwright and Mr. Corbold were announced. Am¬ 
bitious of i>roducing effect as both these serious gentlemen 
certainly were, they could hardly have hoped, when their 
spirits were most exalted within them, to have caused a more 
remarkable revolution in the state of things than their ap¬ 
pearance now produced. 

Mrs. Mowbray coloured, half rose from her chair, sat down 
again, and finally exclaimed, Oh ! Mr. (-artwright! ” in a 
tone of voice that manifested almost every feeling he could 
wish to inspire. 

Fanny, who was in the very act of smiling when the door 
opened, immediately became conscious that her hair was out 
of order, and that her whole attitude and manner were w'aiit- 
ing in that Christian grace and sobriety ■which had been of late 
her chiefest glory. Such Christian grace and sobriety, hoiv- 
ever, as she had lately learned, poor child ! are not difHcult 
to assume, or long in putting on ; so that before “ her mini¬ 
ster had completed his little prayer and thanksgiving in the 
ear of her mother, for her eternal happiness and her safe 
return, Fanny was quite in proper trim to meet his eye, and 
receive his blessing. 

Henrietta at once fell back into ber wonted heavy silent 
gloom, like a leaden statue upon which the sun, shitiing for 
a moment, had thrown the hue of silver. 

Charles stood up, and saluted the vicar civilly but coldly ; 
while to his com})anioids low bow he returned a slight and 
stiff inclination of the head. 

It should be observed that, during the few days which 
intervened between the arrival of Charles and the return of 
his mother, the vicar had greatly relaxed in his attentions to 
Fanny, and indeed altc^ether in the fre(iuency of his pastoral 
visitations at the Park, fie had explained this in the ear 
of his pretty proselyte, by telling her that he was much en¬ 
gaged in pushing forward the "W'ork of regeneration in his 
parish, to the which holy labour he was the more urgently 
incited by perceiving that the seed was not thrown upon barren 
ground. Nor indeed w^as this statement wholly untrue. He 
had taken advantage of the leisure which the present posture 
of affairs at the Park left upon his hands, in seeking to inflame 
the imaginations of as many of his parishioners as he could 
get to listen to him. 
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Among tlie females he had been particularly successful; 
and, indeed, the proportion of die fair sex who are found to 
embrace tl\e tenets ivhich this gentleman and his sect have 
introduced in place of those of the Church of England, is so 
great, that, as their faith is an exclusive one, it might be con¬ 
jectured that the chief object of the doctrine W’as to act as a 
balance-weight against that of Mahomet, who, atrocious tyrant 
as he was, shut the gates of heaven against all woman-kind 
whatsoever ; were it*not that an occasional nest of he-saints 
may here and there l)e found, — sometimes in a drum-pro¬ 
faned barrack, and sometimes in a cloistered college, which 
show that election is not wholly confined to the fair. There 
are, however, some very active and inquiring persons who 
assert, that upon a fair and accurate survey throughout Eng¬ 
land and \\'ales, Ireland, Scotland, and the Towm of Ber¬ 
wick-upon-Tweed, no greater number of this sect can be 
found ol‘ tlie masculine gender than may suffice to perform 
the duties of ministers, deputy ministers, missionaries, assis¬ 
tant missionaries, speech-makers both in out of parliament, 
comrnittee-nien, and such serious footmen, coachmen, butchers, 
and bakers, as the fair inhabitants of the Calvinistic heaven 
require to jierform the unfeminine drudgery of earth. 

It was in consequence of this remission in the vicar’s la¬ 
bours for tlie regeneration of Fanny, that Charles Mowbray 
still treated him wdtb the respect due to the clergyman of his 
j)arish. Rosalind felt it quite impossible to describe ta him 
all she had seen, and her promise to Henrietta forbade her to 
reijeat what she had heart! ; so that young Mowbray, though 
he disapproved of the puritanic innovations of Fanny’s toilet, 
and so much disliked xMr. Cartwright's extempore preaching 
as to have decided ujion attending divine service at Oakley 
church for the future, to avoid hearing what he considered as 
so very indi'cent an innovation, he w^as still quite unaw'are of 
Rosalind’s real moties for recallii>g him, though extremely 
well inclined to think her right in having done so. 

Miss Torrington and Helen left the room very soon after 
the two gentlemen entered it. Henrietta, with the stealthy 
step of a cat, followed them, and young Mowbray felt strongly 
tempted to do the like ; hut was prevented, not so much by 
politeness perhaps, as by curiosity to ascertain, if possible, the 
terms on which both these gentlemen stood with his mother. 
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But it was not possible. As long as be remained with 
them, the very scanty conversation which took place vras 
wholly on uninteresting subjects; and Charles at length left 
the room, from feeling that it was not his mother’s pleasure 
to talk to the attorney of the business that he presumed must 
have brought him there, as long as he remained in it. 

There is in the domestic history of human life no cause 
productive of effects so terrible as the habit of acting accord¬ 
ing to the impidse, or the convenience, Sf the moment, with¬ 
out fully considering the effect what we are doing may pro¬ 
duce on others. 

Mrs. Mowbray, in waiting till CHiarles left the room btffore 
she spake to Mr. Corbold of tlie title-deeds and other ])apers 
which she was to put into his hands, was almost wholly actu¬ 
ated by the consciousness that the attorney she w^as employing 
(though a serious) was a very vulgar man. She knew that 
ijer son W’as rather fastidious on such points ; and she dis¬ 
liked the idea that a man, wdiose distinguished piety rendered 
him so pceuliarly eligible as a njan of business, should, at his 
first introduction to the confidential situation she inteude<l he 
should hold, lay himself open to the ridicule of a youth, wlio, 
she siglted to think, vras as yet quite incapable of ap})rt‘ciating 
his merit in any way. 

If any secondary motive mixed with this, it arose from the 
averseness she felt, of which she vras not herself above half 
conscious, that any one should hear advice given by Mr. ('art- 
wright, who might tliink themselves at liln^rty to question it ; 
hut, with all this, she never dreamed of the pain site was 
giving to (lharles’s heart. She dreamed not that her son,— 
her only son, — with a heart as w'arm, as generous, as devoted 
in its filial love, as ever. l)eat in the breast of a nnm, felt all 
his ardent affection for her, — his proud foml wish of being 
her protector, her aid, her confidential friend — now’ checked 
and chilled at once, and for ever ! 

This consequence of her cold, resft-ained manner in his 
presence, w^as so natural, —^-in fact, so inevitable, — that had 
she turned her eyes from herself and her own litlleJ tuiim- 
portant feelings, to what might be their effect upon his, it is 
hardly possible that she could have avoided catching some > 
glimpse of the danger she ran, — and much after misery 
might have been spared; as it was, she felt a movement of 
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unequivocal satisfaction when he departed; and, having told 
Fanny to join the other young ladies while she transacted 
business, she was left alone with the two gentlemen, and, in a 
few minutes afterwards, the contents of her late husband’s 
strong'box, consisting of j>archments, memoranda, and deeds 
almost innumerable, overs))read the large table, as well as every 
sofa and chair within convenient reach. 

The two serious gentlemen smiled, but it was inwardly. 
Their eyes ran over the inscription of every precious packet ; 
and if those of the professional man caught more raj)idJy at a 
glance the res{)ective importance of each, tlie vicar had the 
advantage of him in that prophetic feeling of their future im¬ 
portance to himsidf, wdiich rendered the present hour one of 
tlie happiest of his life. 

Meanwhile, (’harlcs sought Helen and her friend. Far, 
however, from wishing to impart to them the painful impres¬ 
sion he had received, his principal object in immediately seek¬ 
ing them was, if possible, to forget it. He found the four 
girls together in the conservatory, and, affecting more gaiety 
than he felt, exclaimed, “ How many recruits shall 1 get 
among you to join me in a w alk to Wrexhill ? One, two, 
three, four ! That’s delightful! Make haste ; bonnet and veil 
yourselves without delay: and if W'o skirt round the ])lanta- 
tions to the lodge, w’e shall esca])e Ixdng broiletl, for the lanes 
are always shady.” 

hen he had got his convoy fairly under weigh, they be- 
began to make inquiries as to what he was going to do at 
\V'rexhill. “ I will tell you,” he replied, ‘‘ if you will pro¬ 
mise not to run away and forsake me.” 

I'hey j)lodged themselves to lx* faithful to their escort, and 
he tlu'ii informed them, that it was his very particular wdsh 
and tlesirc to pay sundry visits to the f/rau monde of Wrexhill. 

It is treason to the milliner not to have told us so before, 
(’harlcs,” said Helen ; “ only look at poor Fanny’s little straw- 
homiet, without even a bow' to set it off. What will IVIrs. 
Simpson think of us ? ” 

I assure you, Helen,” said Fanny, “'that if I had known 
w'e w'cre going to visit all the fine people in the county, I 
should liave put on no other bonnet; and as for Mrs. Simp¬ 
son, I Mieve you are quite mistaken in supposing she %vould 
object to it. I hope she has seen the error of her ways, as 
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well as I have, Charles; and that we shall never more see 
her dressed like a heathenish woman, as she used to do.” 

Oh Fanny! Fanny!” exclaimed Charles, laughing. 

How long will this spirit vex you.” 

Fortunately, however, for the harmony of the excursion, 
none of the party appeared at this moment inclined to contro¬ 
versy, and the subject dropped. Instead, therefore, of talking 
of difterent modes of faith, and of the bonnets thereunto be¬ 
longing, the conversation turned upon the peculiar laviiity of 
the ivoodland scenery around Wrexhill; and Miss CarUvright, 
as almost a stranger, was applied to for her opinion of it. 

I believe I am a very indifferent judge of scenery,” she 

replied. ‘‘ The fact is, 1 never see it.” “ Do you not see 

it now'?” said Rosalind. Do you not see that beautiful 

¥ 

Stretch of park-like common, with its tufts of holly, its rich 
groups of forest-trees, with their dark heavy drapery of leaves, 
relieved by the light and %vavy gracefulness of the delicate and 
silvery birch ? and, loveliest of all, do you not see that stately 
avenue of oaks, the turf under them green in eternal shade, 
and the long perspective, looking like the nave of some gigan¬ 
tic church?” 

Rosalind stood still as she spoke, and Henrietta retnained 
beside her. They wrere descending the bit of steep road whicli, 
passing behind the church and the vicarage, led into the village 
street of M’’rexhill, and the scene described by Miss 'i'orring" 
ton was at this point completely given to their view. 

Henrietta put her arm witliin that of Rosalind with a de¬ 
gree of familiarity very unusual witli her, and having gazed 
on tile fair expanse before her for several minutes, she replied. 

Yes, Rosalind. I do see it now, and 1 thank you for mak¬ 
ing it visible to me. Perhaps, in future, when 1 may perchance 
be thinking of you, I may see it again.” 

Rosalind turned to sc(‘k her vneauiiig in her face, and saw' 
that lier dark deep-set eyes were full of tears. This was so 
unexpected, so unprecedented, so totally unlike any feeling 
she had ever remarked in her liefore, that Rosalind w'as deeply 
touched by it, and, pressing the arm that rested on hors, she 
said: “ Dear Henrietta! ^Yhy are you so averse to letting 
one understand what passes in your heart ? It is only by an 
accidental breath, which now and then lifts the veil you hang 
before it, that one can even find out you have any heart at all.” 
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Did you know all the darkness that dwells there, you 
would not thank me for showing it to you." 

Having said this, she stepped hastily forward, and drawing 
on Rosalind, who would have lingered, with her, till they had 
overtaken the others, they all turned from the lane into the 
village street together. 

They had not proceeded a hundred yards, before they were 
met by a dozen rosy and riotous children returning from 
dinner to school. At sight of the Mowbray party, every boy 
iiucajiped, and every little girl made her best courtesy; but 
one unlucky wag, whose eyes unfortunately fixed themselves 
on Fanny, being struck by the precision of her little bonnet, 
straight hair, and the total absence of frill, furbelow, or any 
other indication of worldly-rnindedness, restrained his bounding 
steps for a moment, and, pursing up his little features into a 
look of sanctity, exclaimed — “ Amen ! ” — and then, terrified 
at what lie hail done, galloped away and hid himself among 
his fellows. 

Fanny coloured, but immediately assumed the resigned look 
that announceth martyrdom. Charles laughed, though he 
turned round and shook his switch at the saucy offender. 
Helen looked vexed, Rosalind amused, and Henrietta very 
nearly delighted. 

A few minutes more brought them to the door of Mrs. 
Simpson. Their inquiry for the lady was answered hy the 
information that slie “ was schooling miss ; but if they 
would be pleased to walk in, she would come down directly." 
They accordingly entereil the drawing-room, where they were 
kept waiting for some time, which was indeed pretty gene¬ 
rally the fate of morning vi.sitors to Mrs. Simpson. 

I'hc interval was employed as the callectors of albums and 
annuals intend all intervals should be, namely, in the exami¬ 
nation of all tlie morocco-hound volumes deposited on the 
grand round table in the middle of the room, and on all the 
s(|uare, oblong, octagon, and oval minor tables, in the various 
nooks and corners of it. 

On the present occasion they seemed to piomise more 
amusement than usual to the party, who had most of them 
been frequently tliere before,—for they were nearly all new. 
Poor little Fanny, though she knew that not one of those 
with her were capable of enjoying the intellectual and edifying 
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feast that almost the first glance of her eye showed her was 
set before them, could not restrain an exclamation of—^‘ ()h ! 
How heavenly-minded ! ” 

The whole collection intleed, which though recently and 
hastily formed, had evidently been brought together % the 
hand of a master of such matters, was not only most strictly 
evangelical, but most evangelically ingenious. 

Helen, however, appeared to find food neither for pleasantry 
nor edification there ; for having opened one or two slender 
volumes, and as many heavy pamphlets, she aban<loned the 
occupation w'ith a sigh, that spoke sadness and vexation. 
Miss ('artwright, who had seated herself on the same sofa, 
finished her examination still more quickly, saying in a low 
voice as she settled herself in a well-pillowed corner — 

“ Surfeit is (he faliicr of much last.” 

INIiss Torrington and young Motvhray got hold of by far 
the finest volume of all, wdiose gilt leaves and silken linings 
showed that it was intended as the repository of the most 
precious gifts, that, according to the frontispiece, (ienius 
could offer to Friendship. Having given a glance at its 
contents, (’harles drew o\it his pencil, and on the blank side 
of a letter wrote the following catalogue of them, w’hieh, 
though imperfect as not naming them all, wtis most scru¬ 
pulously correct as far as it went: 

“ .Saint. I’aiil's head, skctclied in (M'd and ink j 
‘ Ilorc's the !)ower,' to words of frraee ; 

I'he deaUi-bcd talK of blaster Hliiik ; 

I.iiie.s on a fallen inauien's ra.se. 

Sonnet upon heavenly love ; 

A pencil drawiti}; (if .Saint P<>ler. 

Enihleniji—tlie pigeon and the dove. 

Orav’s Odes, turncul to psalni-tunc metre;. 

A Chri.stian ode in prai.'C of tea, 

Freely translated from Redi.’* 

lie had just presented the scrap to Rosalind when Mrs. 
Simpson entered, leading her little girl in her hanil; hut tlie 
young lady had leisure to convey it unnoticed to her pocket, 
as the mistress of the house had for the first few minutes eyes 
only for Fanny. In fact, she literally ran to her the instant 
she perceived her little bonnet, and, folding lier arms round 
her, exclaimed — 

“ My dear, dear child ! My dear, dear sister! This is 
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providential! It is a blessing I shall remember alway ! Our 
minister told me that I should read at a glance the blessed 
change wrought upon you: I do read it, and I will rejoice 
therefore ! 1 beg your pardon, ladies. Mr. Mowbray, pray sit 
down — 1 beg your pardon : I rejoice to see you, though as 
yet-” 

Her eyes fixed themselves on the bonnet of Rosalind, which, 
besides being large, had the abomination of sundry bows, not 
to mention a bunch of laburnum blossoms. 

‘^Ah! my dear Miss Helen! The time will come — I 
will supplicate that it may — when you too, like your precious 
sister, shall become a sign and ensample to all men. How 
the seed grows, my sweet Miss Fanny !” she continued, turn¬ 
ing to the only one of her guests whom, strictly speaking, she 
considered it right to converse with. ‘‘ How it grows and 
spreads under the dew of faith and the sunshine of righteousness. 
It is just three months, three little blessed months, since the 
beam first fell upon my heart, Miss Fanny; and look at me, 
look at my child, look at my albums, look at my books, look 
at my card-racks, look at my missionary’s box on one side, 
and my London Lord-days’ society box on the other. Is not 
this a ri]>ening and preparing for the harvest. Miss Fanny ? ” 

Fanny coloured, partly perhaps from pride and pleasure; 
but partly, certainly, from shyness at being so distinguished, 
and only murmured the word Beautiful!’’ in reply. 

Miss Mowbray felt equally provoked and disgusted ; but, 
while inwardly resolving that slie would never again put her¬ 
self in the way of witnessing vrhat she so greatly condemned, 
she deemed it best to stay, if possible, the torrent of nonsense 
which was thus overwhelming her sister, by giving another 
turn to the conversation. 

“ Have you seen Mrs. Richards lately, Mrs. Simpson ? ” she 
said. 

“ Mrs. Richards and I very rarely meet now. Miss Mow¬ 
bray,*' was the reply. “ The three young ladies indeed, I am 
happy to say, have wdiolly separated themselves from their 
mother in spirit, and are all of them becoming shining lights. 
Oh, Miss Fanny ! how sweetly pious are those lines ivritten 
between you and little Mary I” 

Fanny suddenly became as red as scarlet. 

“ The alternate verses, I mean, in praise and glory of our 
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excellent minister. He bronght them to me himself, and we 
read them together, and we almost shed tears of tender bless¬ 
ing on yon both, dear children ! ” 

Charles, who thought, and with great satisfaction, that 
whatever stuff his poor little sister might have written, site was 
now very heartily ashamed of it, wishing to relieve her from 
the embarrassment, which nevertheless he rejoiced to sec, rose 
from his chair, and approaching a window, said, What a 
very pleasant room you have here, Mrs. Simpson ; it is almost 
due east, is it not ? If the room over it be your apartment, 
I should think the sun must pay you too early a visit tliere, 
unless your windows are well curtained.” 

““ Oh, Mr. Mowbiay ! Sunrise is such a time of i)raise and 
blessing, that, even though the curtains are drawn, 1 always 
try, if I am awake, to think how heavenly it is looking out¬ 
side.” 

Are you an early riser, Mrs. Simpson.?’” said Helen. 

Not very,—at least not always; but since my election I 
have been endeavouring to get down to prayers by about half- 
past eight. It is so delightful to think how many people are 
coining down stairs to prayers just at half-past eight!” 

Your little girl is very much grown, l\lrs. Simpson,” said 
Miss Torrington, willing to try another opening by which to 
escape from under the heels of the lady’s hobby ; but it did 
not answer. 

Hold up your head, Miinima dear !” said the mamma ; 
“ and tell these ladies wdiat you have been learning lately. She 
is still rather shy ; but it i.s going off, 1 hope. Precious child ! 
she is grown such a prayerful thing, Miss Fanny, you can’t 
imagine. Minima, wdiy did you not cat up all your currant¬ 
pudding yesterday .?* toll Miss Fanny Mowbray!” 

liecausc it is wicked to love currant-pudding,” anstvered 
the child, folding her little hands one over the other upon the 
bosom of her ])lain frock, no longer protruding in all directions 
its sumptuous chevaux-de-frise of lace and embroidery. 

Darling angel I And why, iny precious ! is it wicked 

Because it is a sin to care for our vile bodies, and because 
we ought to love nothing but the Lord.” 

Is not that a ble.ssing ? ” said Mrs. Simpson, again turning 
to Fanny. ‘‘ And how can 1 be grateful enough to the angelic 
man who has put me and my little one in the right w.ay 
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It was really generous in good Mrs. Simpson to give all the 
praise due for the instruction and religious awakening of her 
little girl to the vicar, for it was in truth entirely her own 
work ; as it generally happened, that when Mr. Cartwright 
paid her a visit, fearing probably that the movements of a 
child might disturb his nerves, she dismissed her little Mimima 
to her nursery. 

One or two more attempts on the part of Helen to bring the 
conversation to a tone that she should consider as more befitting 
the neighbourly chit-chat of a morning visit, and, in plain 
English, less tinctured wdlh blasphemy, having been made and 
failed, she rose and took her leave, the rest of her party follow¬ 
ing ; but not without Fanny’s receiving another embrace, and 
this fervent farewell uttered in her ear: 

’File saints ainl angels bless and keep you, dear sister!” 

After quitting the house of this regenerated lady, the party 
proposed to make a visit to that of Mrs. Richards; but Miss 
Cartwright expressed a wish to go to the Vicarage instead, and 
liegged tliey would call at the door for her as they passed. Miss 
Torrington offered to accompany her, but this was declined, 
though not quite in her usual cynical manner upon such occa¬ 
sions ; and, could Rosalind have followed her with her eye up 
the \’'icarage hill, she would have seen that she stopped and 
turned to look down upon the common and its trees, just at 
the spot wht.'re they had stood together before. 

On entering Mrs. Richards’s pretty flower-scented little 
saloon, they were startled and somewhat embarrassed at finding 
that lady in tears, and Major Dalrymple walking about the 
room with very evident symptoms of discomposure. Helen, 
who, like every body else in the neighbourhood, was perfectly 
aware of the major’s unrequited attachment, or, at any rate, 
his uiisuccessful suit, really thought that the present moment 
was probably intended by him to decide his fate for ever; 
and felt exceedingly distressed at having intruded, though 
doubtful whether to retreat now would not make matters worse. 
Those who followed her shared both her fears and her doubts: 
but not so the widow and the major ; who both, after the in¬ 
terval of a moment, during which Mrs. Richards wiped her 
eyes, and Major Dalrymple recovered his composure, declared 
with very evident sincerity that they were heartily glad to see 
them. 
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W e are in the midst of a dispute, Mowbray,” said the 
major, addressing Charles; and 1 will bet a thousand to one 
that you will be on ray side, whatever the ladies may be. Shall 
I refer the question to Charles Mowbray, Mrs. Richards ? " 

Oh yes! 1 shall like to have it referred to the whole 

party ! ” she replied. 

Well then, this it is:—I need not tell you, good people, 
that the present vicar of Wrexhill is — but holt la ! ” he ex¬ 
claimed, suddenly stopping himself and fixing his eyes on 
Fanny; “ I am terrildy afraid by the trim cut of that little 
bonnet, that there’s one amongst us that will be taking notes. 
Is it so, Miss Fanny ? Are you as completely over head and 
ears in love with the vicar, as your friend little Mary ? and, 
for that matter, Louisa, Charlotte, Mrs. Simpson, Miss Mimiina 
Simpson, Dame Rogers the miller’s wife, black-eyed Retsey 
the tailor’s daughter, Molly Tomkins, Sally Fiiulen, Jenny 
Curtis, Susan Smith, and about threescore and ten more of our 
parish, have all put on the armour of rigliteousness, being 
buckled, belted, and spurred by the vicar himself. Are you 
really and truly become one of his babes ol’ grace, Fanny *’ 

“ If it is your intention to say any thing disrespectful of 
Mr. Cartwright,” replied Fanny, “ 1 had much rather not 
hear it. 1 will go and look at your roses, Mrs. Richards 
and, as Mrs, Richards did not wish her to remain, she quietly 
opened the glass-door which led into the garden, let lier pass 
through it, and tiien closed it after her. 

l*retty creature!” exclaimed Major Dalrymple; “ what a 
pity!” 

It will not last, major, said (diaries. “ He has scared 
her conscience, which is actually too pure and innocent to know 
the sound of its own* voice ; and then he seized upon her 
fanciful and poetic imagination, and set it in arms against her 
silly self, till she really seems to see the seven mortal sins, turn 
which wniy she will ; and I am sure she would stand for seven 
years together on one leg, like an Hindoo, to avoid tlieni. She 
is a dear good little soul, and she will get the better of all this 
trash, depend upon it.” 

I trust she will, Mowbray; hut tell me, while the mis¬ 
chief is still at work, shall you not think it right to banish the 
causer of it from your house? For you must know this brings 
us exactly to the point at issue between Mrs. Richards and me. 
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She ig breaking her heart because her three girls — ay, little 
Mary and all — have been bit by this black tarantula; and 
because she (thank Heaven !) has escaped, her daughterg have 
thought proper to raise the standard of rebellion, and to tell her 
very coolly, upon all occasions, that she is doomed to everlasting 
perdition, and that their only chance of escape is never more 
to give obedience or even attention to any word she can utter.” 

The major stopped, overcome by his own vehemence; and 
(vharles would have fancied that he saw tears in his eyes, if 
he had dared to look at him for another moment. 

Rosalind, who had more love and liking for Mrs. Richards 
than is usually the growth of six months’ acquaintance, had 
placed herself close beside her, and taken her hand; but, when 
Major Dalrymple ceased speaking, she rose up, and with a 
degree of energy that probably surprised all her hearers, but 
most especially Charles and Helen, she said : “If, Major 
Dalrymple, you should be the first in this unfortunate parish 
of Wrexhill to raise your voice against this invader of the 
station, rights, and duties of a set of men in whose avoca¬ 
tions he has neither part nor lot, you will deserve more 
honour than even the field of Waterloo could give you ! 
Yes! turn him from your house, dear friend, as you would one 
who brought poison to you in the guise of wholesome food or 
healing medicine. Let him never enter your doors again ; let 
him preach (if preach he must) in a church as empty as his 
own pretensions to holiness ; and if proper authority should at 
length be awaked to chase him from a pulpit that belongs of 
right to a true and real member of the English church, then 
let him buy a sixpenny licence, if he can get it, to preach in 
a tub, the only fitting theatre for his doctrines.” 

“ Bravo! ” cried the major in a perfect ecstasy; do you 
hear her, Mrs. Richards ? Charles Mowbray, do you hear 
her ? and will either of you ever suffer Cartwright to enter 
your doors again ? ” 

“ I believe iii my heart that she is quite right,” said Charles: 

the idiot folly I have witnessed at Mrs. Simpson’s this morn¬ 
ing ; and the much more grievous effects which his ministry, 
as he calls it, has produced here, have quite convinced rat* that 
such ministry is no jesting matter. But 1 have no doors, 
Dalrymple, to shut against him ; all I can do is to endeavour 
to open my mother’s eyes to the mischief he is doing.” 
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Helen sighed, and shook her head. 

“ Is, then, your good mother too far gone in this maudlin 
delirium to listen to him ? ” said the major in an accent of 
deep concern. 

“ Indeed, major, I fear so,’* replied Helen. 

“ I told you so, Major Dalrymple,” said Mrs. Richards; 

I told you that in such a line of conduct as you advise I 
should be supported by no one of any consequence, and I really 
do not feel courage to stand alone in it.” 

And it is that very want of courage that I deplore more 
than all the rest,” replied the major. “ You, that have done 
and suffered so much, with all the quiet courage of a real 
Ijeroine—that you should now sink before such an enemy as 
this, is what 1 really cannot see with patience.” 

And whence comes this new-born cowardice, my dear 
Mrs. Richards?” said Rosalind. 

‘‘ I w'ill tell you. Miss Torrington,” replied the black-eyed 
widow, her voice trembling with emotion as she spoke,—“ 1 
will tell you ; all the courage of which 1 have ever given jiroof 
has been inspired, strengthened, and set in action by my chil¬ 
dren,—by my love for them, and their love for me. This is 
over: I have lost their love, I have lost their confidence. I'liey 
look upon me,— even my Mary, who once shared every feeling 
of ray heart,— they all look upon me as one accursed, separated 
from them through all eternity, and <loomed by a decree of my 
Maker, decided on thousands of years before I was born, to 
live for countless ages in torments uns}>eakable. They repeat all 
this, and hug the faith that teaches it. Is not this enough to sap 
the courage of the stoutest heart that ever woman boasted?” 

“ It is dreadful!” cried Helen; “ oh ! most dreadful! Such 
then will be, and already are, tiie feelings of iny mother re¬ 
specting me,— respecting Charles. Yet, how she loved us! 
A few short months ago, how dearly slie loved us both !” 

‘‘ Come, come. Miss Mowbray ; 1 did not mean to pain you 
in this manner,” said the major. “ Do not fancy things worse 
than they really are : dejiend upon it, your brother will take 
care to prevent tliis man’s impious profanation of religion from 
doing such mischief at Mowbray as it has done here. Had 
there been any master of the House at Meadow Cottage, this 
gentleman, so miscalled reverend, would never, never, never, 
have got a footing there.” 
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** Then I heartily wish there were/' said Charles, if only 
for the sake of setting a good example to the parish in general; 
but, for the Park in particular, it is as masterless as the cottage.’* 
“ I telieve,” said Mrs. Richards, “ that amongst you I shall 
gain courage to he mistress here; and this, if effectually done, 
may answer as %vell. You really advise me, then, all of you, 
to forbid the clergyman of the parish from entering ray doors ?’* 
Yes/’ replied the major firmly; and he was echoed zeal¬ 
ously by the rest of the party. 

So be it then,” said Mrs. Richards. But I would my 
enemy, for such indeed he is, held any other station among us. 
1 could shut my doors against all the lords aiid ladies in the 
country with less pain than against the clergyman.” 

“ 1 can fully enter into that feeling,” said Helen; but 
surely, in proportion as the station is venerable, the abuse of 
it is uni)ardonablc. Let this strengthen your resolution ; and 
your children will recover their wits again, depend upon it. I 
would the same remedy could be applied with us! but you are 
so much respected, my dear Mrs. Richards, that I am not 
without hope from your example. Adieu! M’e shall l)e 
anxious to hear how you go on; and you must not fail to let 
us see you soon.” 

The Mowbray party, having recalled the self-banished 
Fanny, then took leave, not without the satisfaction of believing 
tliat their visit had been well-timed and useful. 


CHAPTER IX. 

DISCUSSION ON TRUTH.—MR. CORBOLD INSTALLED. 

Having called at tlie Vicarage for Miss Cartwright, they pro¬ 
ceeded homeward along the pleasant paths they had so often 
trod with light-hearted gaiety ; but now there was a look of 
care and anxious thoughtfulness on each young brow, that 
seemed to say their happiness was blighted by the fear of sor¬ 
row to come. 

Though not at all able to understand Henrietta, and not 
above half liking her, there was yet more feeling of intimacy 
between Miss Torrington and lier than had been attained by 

p 2 
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any others of the family. It was she, therefore, who, after 
preceding the others by a few rapid steps up the hill, rang the 
bell of the Vicarage, and waited in the porch for Miss Cart¬ 
wright. 

During these few moments the trio had passed on, and Miss 
Torrington, finding herself tete-a-tete with the vicar’s daugh¬ 
ter, ventured to relate to her pretty nearly all that occurred at 
the house of Mrs. Richards; by no means omitting the resolu¬ 
tion that lady had come to respecting Mr. Cartwright. 

I am very sorry for it,” said Henrietta. 

You regret the loss of their society ? Then for your sake, 
Henrietta, I am sorry too.” 

For my sake ? I regret the loss of their society ! Are 
you not mocking me ? ” 

You know I am not,” replied Rosalind in a tone of vex¬ 
ation ; why should you not regret the loss of Mrs. Richards’ 
society ? ” 

Only because there is no society in the world that I could 
either wish for,—or regret.” 

It is hardly fair in you, Miss Cartwright,” said Rosalind, 
to excite my interest so often as you do, and yet to leave it for 
ever pining, for want of a more full and generous confidence.” 

I have no such feeling as generosity in me; and as to ex¬ 
citing your interest, 1 do assure you it is quite involuntarily ; 
and, indeed, I should think that no human being could be less 
likely to trouble their fellow creatures in that way than myself.” 

But is there not at least a little wilfulness, Henrietta, in 
the manner in which from time to time you throw out a bait 
to ray curiosity ? ” 

“ It is weakness, not wilfalness, Rosalind. I am ashamed 
to confess, even to myself, that there are moments when 1 fancy 
I should like to love you; and then I would give more than 
my worthless life, if 1 had it, that you should love me. When 
this contemptible foUy seizes me, I may, perhaps, as you say, 
throw out a bait to catch your curiosity, and then it is 1 utter 
the words of which you complain. But you must allow that 
this childishness never holds rne long, and that the moment it 
is past I become as reasonable and as wretched again as ever.” 

Will you tell me w'hether this feeling of profound con¬ 
tempt for yourself, whenever you are conscious of a kindly 
sentiment towards me, arises from your conviction of my in- 
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dividual despicability^ or from believing that all human affec¬ 
tions are degrading?” 

“ Not exactly from either. As for you, Rosalind,—is it 
■^ot the weak and wavering Hamlet who says, in one of those 
flashes of fine philosophy that burst athwart the gloom of his 
poor troubled spirit, 

* Give nic that man that is not passion’s slave 

My wits are often as much diseased as his, I believe; but I 
too have my intervals; and, when the moon is not at the full, 
I sometimes sketch the portrait of a being that one might ven¬ 
ture to love. 1, however, have no quarrel against passion,— it 
is not from thence my sorrows have come;—but I would say, 

‘ Give me that friend 

That is mt/alsrhood's slave, and 1 will wear him 
■ or her, Uusalind,) 

In my heart’s core,-~ay, in my heart of heart.’ 

And if after all my hard schooling I could be simple enough 
to believe that any thing in human form could be true, 1 should 
be more likely to commit the folly about you than about any 
one 1 ever saw in my life.” 

But vStill you believe me false ? ” 

I do.” 

' “ And why, Henrietta?” 

“ Because you are a w’oman — no, no, because you are a 
human being.” 

“ And you really, w’itliout meaning to season your speech 
with pungent crystals of satire—you really do not believe that 
truth can be found in any human being ? ” 

“ J really do not.” 

Heaven help you, then ! I would rather pass ray life in 
a roofless cabin, and feed on potato-parings, tlian live in such 
a persuasion.” 

And so would I, Rosalind.” 

Then why do you nourisli such hateful theories ? I shall 
begin to think your jesting words too true, Henrietta; and 
believe, indeed, that your wits are not quite healthy.” 

“ Would 1 could believe it! I would submit to a strait- 
waistcoat and a sliaven crown to-morrow if I could but per¬ 
suade myself that I was mad, and that all that I have fancied 
going on around me were but so many vapours from a moon- 
sick brain.*’ 

p 3 
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And so they have been, if you construe every word you 
hear, and every act you see, into falsehood and delusion.” 

Rosalind ! Rosalind I—^how can 1 do otherwise } Come, 
come, enough of this: do not force me against my will, 
against my resolution, to tell you what has brought me to the 
wretched, hopeless state of apathy in which you found me. 
Were I to do this, you would only have to follow the weakness 
of your nature, and believe, in order to become as moody and 
as miserable as myself.” 

“ But you do not mean to tell me that I should be proving 
my weakness in believing you ? ” 

Indeed 1 do. You surely cannot be altogether so credu¬ 
lous as to suppose that all you see in me is true, sincere, candid, 
open, honest .f*” 

Are you honest now in telling me that you are false ? ” 
“^Why, partly yes, and partly no, Rosalind ; and it is just 
such a question as that which sets one upon discovering how 
contrary to our very essence it is, to be purely and altogether 
true. But w^ere 1 one of those who fancy that pincushions are 
often made by the merciful decrees of an all-W'ise rrovidence, 
1 should say that we W'ere ordained to be false*, in order to pre¬ 
vent our being straightforward, undisguised demons. B hy, 
I,—look you,— who sit netting a purse that I hone will never 
be finished, as diligently as if my life tvould be saved by com¬ 
pleting the last stitch by a given time, and as quietly as if I 
had no nails upon my fingers, and no pointed scissors in iny 
netting-case,—even 1, all harmless as 1 seem, would be likely, 
were it not for my consummate hypocrisy, to be stabbing and 
scratching half a dozen times a day.” 

“ And, w’ere you freed from this restraint, wonld your 
maiming propensities hbtray themselves promiscuously, or be 
confined to one or more particular objects ” 

“ Not quite promiscuously, I think. But, hypocrisy aparf 
for a moment, do you not perceive that Mr. (’harles Mowbray 
has been looking round at us,—at both of us, observe,—about 
once in every second minute ? Do you know that I think he 
would like us,—both of us, observe,—to walk on and join tlie 
party.” 

Well, then, let us do so,” said Rosalind. 

As they drew near the house, they perceived Mr. Stephen 
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Corbold wandering round it, his hands behind his back and 
under his coat, and his eyes now raised to the stately portico, 
now lowered to the long range of windows belonging to the 
conservatory ; at one moment sent afield over the spacious 
park, and in the next brought back again to contemplate anew 
the noble mansion to which it belonged. During one of the 
wanderings of those speculating orbs, he spied the advancing 
party ; and immediately settling himself in his attire, and 
assuming the more graceful attitude obtained by thrusting a 
hand in each side-pocket of his nether garments, he resolutely 
walked forward to meet them. 

Fanny, his friends and kinsfolk being ever in her memory, 
made an effort which seemed to combat instinct, and put out 
her little hand to welcome him; but before he was fully aware 
of the honour, for indeed his eyes were fixed upon her elder 
sister, she coloured, and w’ithdrew it again, satisfying her 
hospitable feelings by pronouncing simply his name, but with 
a sort of indistinctness in the accent which seemed to signify 
that sometliing more had either preceded or followed it. 

This w'ord, the only one which greeted him, brought him 
instantly to her side, and even gave him the prodigious auda¬ 
city to offer his arm, which, however, she did not accept; for 
at that moment the hook of her parasol became entangled in 
the fringe of her shawl, and it seemed to require vast patience 
and perseverance to extricate it. Still, notwithstanding this 
little disajrpointment, he kept close to her side, for Helen 
leaned upon the arm of Irer brother; and, though still per¬ 
suaded that by the aid of his reverend cousin he should be able 
to obtain her, and pretty nearly every thing else he wished for, 
be had no particular inclination to renew the courtship he had 
begun on the journey in the presence of Charles. 

Fanny, therefore, and l»er attendant entered the house 
together ; while the rest Avheeled off in order to avail them¬ 
selves of a postern entrance, by which the ladies might reach 
their rooms without any risk of again encountering Mr. (’or- 
bold, who by a sort of tacit consent seemed equally avoided 
by all. 

The survey which this person w'as taking of the premises 
when the walking party returned was neither the first, second, 
third, nor fourth M’hich he had had the opportunity of making 
since their setting out ; for, in obedience to Mr. Cartwright's 

. P 4 
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hint, he had no sooner received from Mrs. Mowbray, under 
the instructions from that reverend person, the orders neces¬ 
sary for the new arrangements about to be made, than he 
retired,—the vicar remaining with the widow and the keys of 
her title-deeds, which perhaps he had reason for thinking would 
be as safe anywhere else as in his cousin Stephen's pocket. 

The tete-a-tete which followed the attorney's departure was 
long, interesting, and very confidential. On the part of the 
gentleman gieat skill was displayed by the manner in which 
the following subjects were made to mix and mingle together, 
till, like to a skilfully composed ragout, no flavour of any kind 
was left distinctly perceptible, but tlu* effect of the whole was 
just what the artist intended it should be. The subjects lead¬ 
ing to and composing this general effect, w'tre: first, the 
deep interest raised in the breast of every good man by the 
sight of a gentle and heavenly-minded woman in want of 
assistance to carry her through the wearying and unsj>iritual 
cares incident to our passage through this w’orld of sin ; 
secondly, the exceeding out-pouring of mercy to 1 k’ traced in 
such dispensations as led the unawakencd to look for such aid 
and assistance from those who have b(?en called and elected; 
thirdly, the blessed assurance of everlasting joy that never 
failed to visit those who left husband or child for the Lord’s 
sake ; fourthly, the unerring wisdom of Providence in the 
])lacing the tender consciences of the newly-chosen in the 
keeping of those who best know how to lead them aright; 
fifthly, the damnable and uever-to-be-atoned-for wickedness 
of struggling against Heaven for the sake of any w'orldly 
feelings or afirections whatever ; and sixthly, the saving merit, 
surpassing all the works that our sinful nature could ever 
permit us to perform, which is found in such as cling to the 
spoken word, and who hold fast to the persecuted and op¬ 
pressed who preach it. On these themes, blended and har¬ 
monised together so as completely to mystify the mind of the 
weak and nervous Mrs. Mowbray, and accompanieil with just 
so much gentle demonstration of affectionate tenderness as 
might soften, w'ithout alarming her, did the Vicar of Wrexhill 
discourse for the three hours that they were left alone. 

It would lead ray narrative into too great length were every 
step recorded by which all Mrs. Mowbray’s other feelings were 
made to merge in die one overwhelming influence of Calvinistic 
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terror on one side, and Calvinistic pride at presumed election 
on the other. The wily vicar contrived in the course of a few 
months so completely to rule the Iteart and head of this poor 
lady, that she looked upon her son (jharles as a reprobate, 
who, unless speedily changed in spirit by severe discipline and 
the constant prayers of Mr. C’artwrigljr, must inevitably pass 
from this mortal life to a state of endless torture in the life to 
come. For Helen she was bade to hope that the time of elec¬ 
tion, after much wrestling, would come; in Fanny she was 
told to glory and rejoice; and for Miss Torrington, quietly to 
w'ait the appointed time, till Heaven should make its voice 
heard, when it would he borne in upon his mind, or upon that 
of some one of the elect, whether she must be given over to 
eternal destruction, or saved with the remnant of the true 
flock wdiich he and his brother shepherds were bringing toge¬ 
ther into one fold. 

But with all tins, though eternally talking of mystical and 
heavenly love, whicli was ever blended with insidious de¬ 
monstrations of holy, brotherly, and ('hristian temierness, 
Mr. (Jartwright ha«l never yet spoken to the widow Mowbray 
of marriage. 

She had been six months a widow, and her deep mourning 
w'eeds were exchanged for a dress elegantly becoming, but still 
marking her as Iwjlonging to what Mr. Cartwright constantly 
called, in the midst of all his prosperous intrigues, the “ per¬ 
secuted church.” Mr. Smphen Corbold was comfortably settled 
in a snug little mansion in the village, and though he had never 
yet got hold of the title-deeds, he had begun to receive the 
rents of the Mowbray estates. He too was waiting the ap¬ 
pointed time,—namely, the installing of his cousin at the 
Park,—for the fruition of all his hope^ in the possession of 
Helen, and in such a fortune with her as his report of her pro¬ 
gress mwards regeneration might entitle her to. Mrs. Richards 
had been refused bread by a converted baker; beer, by an 
elected brewer; and soap and candles, by that pious, pains¬ 
taking, prayerful servant of the Lord, Richard White, the 
tallow-chandler. Her daughters, however, still held fast to 
the faith, though their poor mother grew thinner and paler 
every day, and continued to meet the vicar sometimes in the 
highways, sometimes in the byways, and sometimes in the 
exemplary Mrs. Simpson s drawing-room. Colonel Harrington 
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had returned to his regiment without ever again seeing Helen, 
who had been forbidden with such awful denunciations in case 
of disobedience from ever holding any intercourse direct or 
indirect with the family at Oakley, tlmt though she pined in 
thought, she obeyed, and was daily denounced by Sir Gilbert 
and his lady, though happily she knew it not, as the most un¬ 
grateful and heartless of girls. Fanny was growing tall, thin, 
sour-looking, and miserable; for having a sort of stubborn 
feeling within her which resisted the assurances she almost 
hourly received of having been elected to eternal grace, she was 
secretly torturing her distempered conscience with the belief 
that she was deluding every one but her Creator,—that he 
alone read her heart and knevr her to l)e reprobate, hardened, 
and unregenerate, and that she must finally and inevitably 
come to be the prey of the w^orm that dieth not and the fire 
that is never quenched. The sufferings of this innocent young 
creature under this terrible persuasion were dreadful, and the 
more so because she communicated them to none. Had she 
disj)layed the secret terrors of her soul to Mr. (Jartwriglit or her 
mother, she knew she should be told with praises and caresses 
that she w-as only the more blessed and sure of immortal glory 
for feeling them. Had she opened her heart to her sister, her 
brother, or Rosalind, her sufferings would probably have 
soon ceased; but from this .she shrank as from degradation 
unbearable. 

Poor Rosalind, meanwhile, was as profoundly unhappy as it 
was well possible for a girl to be who was young, beautiful, 
rich, talented, well-born, sweet-tempered, high-principled, not 
crossed in love, and moreover in perfect health. 

Young Mowbray had just taken a distinguished degree at 
Oxford, and having ‘given u farewell banquet to his college 
friends, returned home w'ith the hope of speedily obtaining the 
commission in a regiment of horse for which his name had been 
long ago put down by his father. 

It was at this time that several circumstances occurred at 
Wrexhill sufficiently important to the principal personages of 
my narrative to be recorded at some length. 
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CHAPTER X. 

fanny's RELIGION.—A VISIT TO OAKLEY. 

It was towards the end of November that young Mowbray 
returned from Oxford to his mother's house in Hampshire. 
As usual, the first three or four hours’ chat with Helen and 
Rosalind put him nu fait of all that had taken place during his 
absence. The retrospect was not a cheering one; yet most of 
the circumstances which tended to annoy him were of that 
minor kind which none but a very gossiping correspondent 
W'ould detail—and Helen was not such. Besides, since the 
mysterious letter ivhich had recalled Charles to keep w’atch over 
Fanny, (the full and true purpose of which letter he had never 
yet discovered,) Miss Torrington had not written to him ; and 
as she was now the chief historian, her round and unvarnished 
tale made hin» accpiainted wdth many particulars to wdiich Helen 
had scarcely alluded in her correspondence with him, 

Helen Alowbray’s W'as not a spirit to exhaust itself and its 
sorrows by breathing unavailing complaints; and though her 
brother had pretty clearly understood from her letters that she 
W'as not happy or comfortable at home, it was from Rosalind 
he first learned how' many circumstances were daily occurring 
to make her otherwise. 

'Fhe only point on which he blamed her, or in which, ac¬ 
cording to Rosalind’s account, she had shown more yielding, 
and, as he called it, weakness than her helpless and most un¬ 
happy position rendered unavoidable, w’as in the never having 
attempted to see Lady Harrington. Thfs he declared was in 
itself wrong, and rendered doubly so by her situation, which 
W'ould have rendered the society and counsel of such a friend 
invaluable. But he did not know’ —even Rosalind did not 
know—that this forbearance for which he blamed her was the 
result of those qualities for which they most loved her. But 
Helen knew, though they did not, that if she had gone to 
Oakley, she should have thought more of hearing new’s of 
Colonel Harrington than of any advice her godmother could 
have given her, and have been infinitely more anxious to learn 
if he evei; mentioned her in his letters, than to know whether 
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Lady Harrington thought it best that she should be civil, or 
that she should be rude, in her demeanour towards the Vicar of 
Wrexhill. 

It was this conscious weakness which lent strength to the 
unreasonable violence of her mother on this point. * Had Helen 
been quite fancy-free and altogether heart-w'hole, she would 
have had courage to discover that a passionate prohibition, 
originating, as she could not doubt it did, with a man for 
whom she entertained no species of esteem, ought not to make 
her abandon one of the kindest friends she had ever known. But 
there is a feeling stronger than reason in a young girl’s breast; 
and again and again this feeling had whispered to Helen, 

“ ‘ It is not raaidenly—’ 

to go to the house of a man that 1 fear 1 love, and that I hope 
loves me, for the chance of hearing his name mentionetl—and 
that too when my mother forbids me to enter his father’s doors.” 

But there was an authoritv in Charles’s voice when he said, 

• * 

You have lieen WTong, Helen,” which seemed to have power 
even over this, and she promised that if after he j>aid the visit 
to Oakley, which he was fully determined to do on the mor¬ 
row, he should report that her friends there were not too 
angry to receive her, she would consent to volunteer a visit to 
them, assigning as her reason for doing so, to her mother, that 
it was Charles's wish. 

This conversation took place on the night of his arrival, and 
lasted for some hours after every individual of the household, 
excepting those engaged in it, were in bed. Poor Fanny was 
among those who had the earliest retired, but she was not 
among the sleepers. She too had once loved (diaries most 
dearly, and most dearly had she been loved in return. But 
now she felt that thl'y were separated for ever in this world, 
and that if they were doomed to meet in the world to come, it 
could only be amidst torturing and devouiing (lames. As she 
knelt for long hours beside her l>e<i before she dared to lay her 
aching head on the pillow, her thoughts reverted to her early 
youth, and to all the innocent delights she had enjoyed with 
him and the now avoided Helen; and as she remembered the 
ecstasy with which she once enjoyed the bloom of flowers, the 
songs of birds, the breath of early morning, and all the poetry 
of Nature, tears of silent, unacknowledged, but most bitter 
regret, streamed from her eyes. But then again came the ague 
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fit of visionary remorse and genuine Calvinistic terror, and she 
groaned aloud in agony of spirit for having suffered these 
natural fears to fall. 

This dreadful vigil left such traces on the pale cheek and 
heavy eye of the suffering girl, that her brother's heart ached 
as he looked at her ; and though with little hope, after what 
he had heard, of doing any good, he determined to seek half 
an hour’s conversation with her before he went out. 

When she rose to leave tlie breakfast-table therefore, 
Charles rose too, and following her out of the room, stopped 
her as she was in the act of ascending the stairs by putting 
his arms round her waist and saying, Fanny, will you take 
a walk with me in the shrubbery ? ” 

Fanny started, and coloured, and hesitated, as if some 
deed of very <Ioubtful tendency had been proposed to her. 
But he persevered Come, dear 1 put your bonnet on—I 
will w'ait for you here — make haste Fanny ! Think how long 
it is since you and I took a walk togetlier!” 

Is Helen going?” I’beq uestion was asked in a voice 
that trembled ; for the idea that Charles meant during this 
walk to question her concerning her faith occurred to her, and 
she w'ould have given much to avoid it. But before she could 
invent an excuse for doing so, her conscience, always ready to 
enforce the dofng whatever was most disagreeable to her, sug¬ 
gested that this shrinking looked like being ashamed of her 
principles; and no sooner had this idea suggested itself, than 
she said readily, “ Very well, Charles; I will come to you 
in a inoinent,” 

But the moment was rather a long one ; for Fanny, before 
she rejoined him, knelt down and made an extempore 
prayer for courage and strength to resist and render of no 
effect whatever lie might say to her. Thus prepared, she 
set’foith ready to listen with the most'determined obstinacy to 
any argument w'hicb might tend to overthrow any part of the 
creed that w as poisoning the very sources of her life. 

You are not looking w’ell, my Fanny,” said her brother, 
fondly pressing her arm as they turned into the most sheltered 
part of the garden. “ Do you tliink the morning too cold for 
w^aiking, ray love ? You used to be such a hardy little thing, 
Fanny, that you cared for nothing ; but I am afraid the case 
is different now.” 

This Vas not exactly. the opening that Fanny expected^ 
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and there was a tenderness in the tone of his voice that 
almost softened her heart towards him ; but she answered 
not a word,—perhaps she feared to trust her voice. 

I wish you would tell me, dearest, if any sorrow or vex¬ 
ation has chased away the bloom and the gladness that we all 
so loved to look upon. Tell me, Fanny, what is it that has 
changed you so sadly ? You will not?—Then you do not 
love me as I love you; for 1 am sure if 1 had a sorrow 1 
should open my heart to you.” 

When a Christian has a sorrow, brother Charles, he 
should open his heart to Heaven and not to a poor sinful 
mortal as wicked and as weak as himself.” 

But surely, rny dear Fanny, that need not prevent a 
brother and sister from conversing with the greatest confidence 
together. How many texts 1 could quote you in which family 
unity and affection are inculcated in the Bible! ” 

Fray do not quote the Bible/’ said Fanny in a voice of 
alarm, till the right spirit has come upon you. Tt is a 
grievous sin to do it, or to hear it.” 

Be assured, Fanny, that I feel quite as aver'se to (juoting 
the Bible irreverently as you can do. But tell me why it is 
you think that the right spirit, as you call it, has not come 
upon me.” 

“ As I call it!” repeated h’anny, shuddering, It is not 
I, Charles,—it is one of Heaven's saints w'ho .stiys it; and 
it is a sin for me to listen to you.” 

It is doubtless Mr. Cartwright who says it, Fanny. Is it 
not so ? ” 

“ And who has sc good a right to say it as the minister of 
your parish, and the friend and protector that Heaven has sent 
to your widowed niotiier ? ” 

Poor Mowbray felt his heart swell. It was difficult to hear 
the man who had come between him and all his best duties 
and afilctions named in this manner as his own maligner, and 
restrain his just and natural indignation ; — yet he did restrain 
it, and said in a voice of the utmost gentleness, 

Do you think, my beloved Fanny, Mr. Cartwright’s in¬ 
fluence in this house has been for our happiness ? ” 

“ May the Lord forgive me for listening to such words! ” 
exclaimed Fanny, with that look of nervous terror which her 
beautiful face now so often expresstnl. “ But he can’t I he 
can’t 1— I know it, 1 know it! It is my doom tocsin, and 
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you are only an agent of that enemy who is for ever seeking' 
my soul to destroy it. — Leave me ! leave me ! 

Fanny, this is dreadful! Can you really believe that the 
(iod of love and mercy wiU hold you guilty for listening 
to the voice of your brother ? What have 1 ever done, my 
Fanny, to deserve to be thus driven from your presence ?” 

The unhappy girl look bewildered. “Done!” she ex¬ 
claimed. “ What have you done ? — Is not that works ? — 
is not that of works you speak, Charles ? — Oh ! he kne%v, he 
foretold, he prophesied unto me that I should be spoken to of 
works, and that I should listen thereunto, to my everlasting 
destruction, if 1 confessed not my soul to him upon the instant. 
I must seek him out: he said if, — oh, that dear blessed if ! 
Let go my arm, brother Charles I — let me seek my salvation ! ’* 

“ Fanny, this is madness !” 

She looked at him, poor girl, as he said this, with an ex¬ 
pression that brought tears to his eyes. '^I'liat look seemed to 
speak a dreadful doubt whether the words he had spoken were 
not true. She pressed her hand against her forehead for a 
monjent, and then said in a voice of the most touching sadness. 

Heaven help me !’' 

“Oh, Famiy ! — darling Fanny!” cried the terrified bro¬ 
ther, throw'ing his arms round her : “ save us from the anguish 
of seeing you destroyed liody and mind by this frightful, this 
impious doctrine ! I^isteu to me, my own sweet girl! Think 
that from me you hear the voice of your father—of the good 
and pious ^Vallace—of your excellent and exemplary governess, 
and tlrive this maddening terror from you. Did you live 
without (lod in the wmrld, Fanny, when you lived under their 
virtuous rule ? How often have you heard your dear father 
say, when he came forth and looked upon the beauty of the 
groves anti lawns, bright in the morning sunshine, ‘ Praise the 
Lord, my children, for his goodness, for liis mercy endureth 
for ever ! ’ Did not tliese words raise your young heart to 
heaven more than all the frightful denunciations which have 
almost shaken your reason ? ” 

“Works! works! — Oh, Charles, let me go from you! 
Your voice is like the voice of a serpent: It creeps dreadfully 
near my heart, and 1 shall perish, everlastingly perish, if I 
listen to you. If: —is there yet an ip for me now? Let me 
go, Charles: let me seek him;—if you love me, let me seek 
my salvation.” 
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Do you mean that you would seek Mr. Cartwright, Fanny ? 
You do not mean to go to his house, do you ?” 

His house ? How little you know him, Charles ! Think 
you that he would leave me and my poor mother to perish ! 
Poor, poor Charles, you do not even know that this shepherd 
and guardian of our souls prays with us daily ? ” 

“ Prays with you ? Where does he pray with you ? ” 

" In mamma's dressing-room.” 

** And who are present at these prayers } ” 

** Mamma, and I, and Curtis, and Jem.” 

** Jem ? Who is Jem, Fanny ? ” 

“ The new stable-boythatourministerrecommended, Charles, 
when that poor deluded Dick Bragg w'as found walking in the 
fields with his sister Patty on the Sabbath.” 

You don’t mean that Dick Bragg is turned away ? He 
was, without exception, the steadiest lad in the parish.” 

Works! works!” exclaimed Fanny, wringing her hands. 
“Oh, Charles! how yourpoor soul clings to the perdition of works!” 

“ Gracious Heaven!” exclaimed Mowbray with great emo¬ 
tion, “ where will all this endWhat an existence for Helen, 
for Rosalind.? Is there no cure for this folly,—this madness 
on one side, and this infernal craft and hypocrisy on the other? ” 
On hearing these words, Fanny uttered a cry wdiich very 
nearly amounted to a scream, and running oft* towards the house 
with the fleetness of a startled fawn, left her brother in a state 
of irritation and misery such as he had never suffered before. 

The idea of seeing Sir Gilbert Harrington immediately had 
perhaps more comfort and consolation in it than any other 
which could have suggeste«l itself, and the lanes and the fields 
which divided Oakley from Mowbray were traversed at a pace 
that soon brought the*agitated young man to the baronet’s door. 

“ Is Sir Gilliert at home, John ?” he demanded of an old 
servant who had known him from childijood: but instead of 
the widely-opened door, and ready smile which used to greet 
him, he received a grave and hesitating “ I don't know sir,” 
from the changed domestic. 

Is Lady Harrington at home ? ” said Charles, vexed and 
colouring. 

“ It is likely she may be, Mr. Mowbray,” said the old man 
relentingly. Will you please to wait one moment, Master 
Charles ? I think my lady can’t refuse—” 

Charles’s heart was full; but he did wait, and John speedily 
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returned, saying almost in a whisper, ** Please to walk in, sir; 
but you must go into my lady’s closet,—^that’s the only safe 
place, she says.” 

Safe ? ” repeated Charles; but he made no objection to 
the taking refuge In my lady^s closet, and in another moment 
he found himself not only in the closet, but in the arms of the 
good old lady. 

Oh ! —if Sir Gilbert could see me! ” she exclaimed after 
very heartily hugging the young man. He’s a greater tiger 
than ever, Charles, and I really don’t know which of us would 
be torn to pieces first;—but only tell me one thing before I 
abuse him any more: — how long have you been at home ? ” 

The coach broke down at Newberry,” replied Charles, 
and I did not get to Mowbray till nine o’clock last night.” 

Thank Heaven !” ejaculated Lady Harrington very fer¬ 
vently. Then there’s hope at least for you.—But what on 
earth can you say to me of my beautiful Helen ? Three months, 
Charles, three whole months sinct' she has been near roe—and 
she knoTVs I dote upon her, and that Sir Gilbert himself, 
untameable hyena as he is, has always been loving and gentle 
to her, as far as his nature would permit. Then why has she 
treated us thus ? You can’t wonder, can you, that he swears 
lustily every morning that ingratitude is worse than all the 
mortal sins put together ? ” 

“ 1 dare not throw the charge l)ack upon you, my dear 
lady ; and yet it is being ungratefid for poor Helen’s true 
affection to believe it possible that she should so long have 
remained absent from you by her own free will. You know 
not, dearest Lady Harrington, what my poor Helen has to 
emiure.” 

“ Endure ? M'hat do you mean, Charles ? Surely there is 
nobody living who dares to be unkind to her ? My poor boy, 
— I arn almost ashamed to ask the (piestion, but you will for. 
give an old friend: is there any truth, Charles, in that 
abominable report ? that horrid report, you know, about your 
mother ? ” 

What report, Lady Harrington?” said Mowbray, colouring 
like scarlet. “ 1 have heard no report, excepting that which 
is indeed too sure and certain to be called a report;—namely, 
that she has become a violent Calvinistic Methodist.” 

That’s bad enough, my dear Charles,—bad enough of 
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all conscience; and yet I have heard of what would be worse 
still; 1 have heard, Charles, that she is going to be weak and 
wicked enough to marry that odious hypocritical Tartuffe, the 
Vicar of Wrexhill.” 

Mowbray put his hand before his eyes, as if he had been 
blasted by lightning, and then replied, as steatlily as he could, 
“ I have never heard this. Lady Harrington.” 

Then I trust—I trust it is not true, Cliarles. Helen, 
surely, and that bright-eyed creature Miss Torrington, who 
have both, I believe, (for. Heaven help me, I don't know !) — 
both, I believe, been staying all the time at Mowbray; — and 
surely—and surely, if this most atrocious deed were contem¬ 
plated, they must have some knowledge of it.” 

And that they certainly have not,” returned Charles with 
recovered courage; “ for I sat with them both for tw'o or 
three hours last night, listening to their miserable account of 
this man's detestable influence over my mother and Fanny; 
and certainly they would not have concealed from me such a 
suspicion as this, had any such existed in the breast of either.*’ 

Quite true, my dear boy, and I can hardly *tcll you how 
welcome this assurance is to me—not for your mother's sake, 
Charles ; if you cannot bear the truth, you must not come to 
me, — and on this point the truth is, that 1 don’t care one 
single straw about your mother. 1 never shall forgive her for 
not answering Sir Gilbert’s note. 1 know what the writing it 
cost him—dear, proud, generous-hearted old fellow ! And tiot 
to answer it! not to tell her children of it! No, 1 never shall 
forgive her, and 1 should not care the value of a rat's tail il 
she were to marry every tub })reaciier throughout England, 
and all their clerks in su'^cession — that is, not for her own 
sake. I dare say sha Ml preach in a tub herst-lf l)efore she has 
done with it; but for your safes, my dear souls, i do rtyoice 
that it is not true.” 

That would indeed complete our misery ; and it is already 
quite bad enough, 1 assure you. The house, Helen says, is 
a perftet conventicle. 'I'he girls are ordered to sing nothing 
but psalms and hymns ; some of the latter so offensively ludi¬ 
crous, too, fcs to be perfectly indecent and profane. A long 
extempore sermon, or lecture as he calls it, is delivered to the 
whole family in the great <lrawing-room every night; mis¬ 
sionary boxes are not only hung up beside every door, but 
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actually carried round by the butler whenever any one calls : 
and a hundred and fifty other absurdities, at which we should 
laugh were we in a gayer mood: but this farce has produced 
the saddest tragedy I ever w'itnesscfl, in the effect it has had 
upon our poor Fanny. I have had some conversation with 
her this morning, and I do assure you that 1 greatly fear her 
reason is unsettled, or like to be so.” 

Heaven forbid, C’harles ! Pretty innocent young thing ! 
that would be too horrible to think of.” 

The olil ladv’s eyes were ftdl of tears, a circumstance very 
unusual with her, but the idea suggested struck her to the* 
heart; and she had not yet removed the traces of this most 
unwonted proof of sensibility, when a heavy thump was heard 
at the door of the closet. 

“ Who’s there?” s.dd her ladyshiji in a voice rather raised 
than lowered by the emotion which dimmed her eyes. 

Let me in, my lady ! ” resj)onded the voice of Sir Gilbert. 

“ AV'hat do vou want. Sir Gilbert? I am busv.” “So I 
understand, my lady, and 1 ’in come to help you.” 

Will you promise, if I let you in, not to hinder me, in¬ 
stead?” “ I ’ll {iromise nothing, except to tjuarrel with you 
if vou do not.” 

“ Was there ever such a tyrant! C/ome in then; see, hear, 
and understand.” 

The door was opened, and Sir Gilbert Harrington and 
Gharles Mowbray stood face to face. Charles smiled, and 
held out his liand. The baronet knit his brows, but the ex¬ 
pression of his mouth t{)l(l her ex])erienced ladyship plainly 
enough that he was well enough pleased at the sight of his 
unexpected guest. 

“ He oidy got to Mowbray at nineVclock last night,” said 
Lady Harrington. 

Sir (iilbert jiu'bl ‘’ut his hand. “ Charles, I am glad to see 
you,’’ said he. “ 'riiaiik Heaven ! ” ejaculatcil the old lady. 

“ My dear Sir Gilbert,’’ sai<l Charles, “1 have learnt your 
kind and friendly anger at the prolonged absence of my poor 
sister. 'I'he fault is not hers. Sir Gilbert; she has been most 
strictly forbidden to visit you.” 

“ liy her mollier ? ” “ By her mother, Sir Gilbert.’’ 

“ And pray, Charles, do you think it her duty to oliey ? ” 
“ 1 really know not how to answer you. For a girl just nine- 
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teen to act in declared defiance of the commands of her mother, 
and that mother her sole surviving parent, is a line of conduct 
almost too bold to advise. And yet, such is the lamentable 
state of infatuation to which my mother’s mind appears to be 
reduced by the pernicious influence of this ('artwright, that 
I think it would be more dangerous still to recommend obe¬ 
dience.” 

Upon my life I think so,” replied Sir Gilbert, in an ac¬ 
cent tliat showed he thought the proposition too self-evident 
to be discusscul. 1 have been devilish angry wdth the girls,— 
with Helen, I mean,—for I understand that little idiot, Fanny, 
is just as mad as her mother; but that Helen, and that fine 
girl, Rosalind Torrington, should shut themselves up with an 
hypocritical fanatic and a canting mad woman, is enough to 
put any man out of patience.” 

The situation has been almost enough to ]>ut Helen in her 
grave^' she looks wretchedly; and Miss Torrington is no 
longer the same creature. It would wring your heart to see 
these poor girls, Sir Gilbert; and wdiat arc they to do ? ” 

Come to us, Charles. Let them lioth come here instantly, 
and remain here till your mother s mad fit is over. If it lasts, 
1 shall advise you to take out a commission of lunacy.” 

“ The madness is not such as a physician would recognise, 
Sir Gilbert; and yet 1 give you my honour that, from many 
things which my sister and Miss Torrington told me last night, 
1 really do think my mother's reason must lie in some degree 
deranged. And for my poor little Fanny, six months ago the 
pride and darling of us all, she is, 1 am quite persuaded, on 
the verge of insanity.” 

And you mean to lea^ e her in the power of that distracted 
driveller, her mother, that the work may be finished ? ” 

W'hat can I do, Sir GilbertRemove them all. Take 
them instantly away from lier, I tell you.” 

The blood rushed painfully to poor Mowbray's face. “ You 
forget, Sir Gilbert,” he said, that I have not the means : 
you forget my father’s will.” No, sir; I do not forget it. 
Nor do 1 forget cither that, had I not in a fit of contemptible 
passion refused to act as executor, I might, 1 think it possible, 
—I might have plagued her heart out, and so done some good. 
I shall never forgive myself!” 

But you could have given us no power over the property. 
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Sir Gilbert. We are beggars.” I know it, I know it! ” 
replied the old gentleman, clenching his fists. I told you 
so from the first: and now mark ray words,— she ’ll marry 
her saint before she’s six months older.” 

'•' I trust that in this you are mistaken. The girls have 
certainly no suspicions of the sort.” The girls are fools, 
as girls always are. But let them come here, 1 tell you, and 
we may save their lives at any rate.” 

“ Tell them both from me, (Jharles, that they shall find a 
home, and a happy one, here; but don’t let them chill that 
old man’s heart again by taking no notice of this, and keeping 
out of his sight for another three months. He’ll have the 
gout in his stomach as sure as they ’re bom ; just tell Helen 
that from me.” 

Mowbray warmly expressed his gratitude for their kind¬ 
ness ; and though he would not undertake to promise that 
either Helen or ]Miss Torrington would immediately decide 
upon leaving his mother’s house, in open defiance of her com- 
fiiands, he promised that they should both come over on the 
morrow, to be cheered ami supported by the assurance of their 
continued frindshij). He Avas then preparing to toke his leave 
when Lady Harrington laid her hand upon his arm, saying, 
“ Listen to me, ('harles, for a moment. Those dear girls, 
and you too, my dear boy, you are all surrounded with great 
difficulties, and some consideration is necessary as to how you 
shall meet them best. It won’t do. Sir Giltert; it will be 
neither right nor pro[)er in any way for Helen to set off at 
once in utter and ojieu defiance of Mrs. Mow'bray. M"hat I 
advise is, tliat Charles should go home, take his mother apart, 
and, like Hamlet in the closet scene, ‘ speak daggers, but use 
none.’ It does not ap|)ear, from all Ve have yet heard, that 
any one has hitherto attempted to jioint out to her the deplor¬ 
able folly, ay, and wickeilncss too, which she is committing. 

1 do not believe she would admit Sir Gilbert; and, to say the 
truth, I don’t think it would be very safe to trust him with 
the job.” 

D—n it I 1 wish you would,” interrupted Sir Gilbert. 

I should like to have the talking to her only just for an 
hour, and I'd consent to have the gout for a month after¬ 
wards ; I would, upon my soul! ’’ 

I)q be tame for a moment, you wild man of the woods,” 
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said her ladyship, laying her hand upon his mouth, and let 
me finish what I was saying. No, no. Sir Gilbert is not the 
proper person ; but you are, Charles. Speak to her with gen¬ 
tleness, with kindness, but tell her tJie truth. If you find her 
contrite and yielding, use your victory with moderation ; and 
let her down easily from her giddy elevation of saintship to the 
sober, quiet, even path of rational religion, and domestic duty. 
But if she be restive—if she still persist in forbidding Helen to 
visit her father’s oldest friends, while making her own once 
happy home a prison, and a wretched one,—then, Charles 
Mowbray, I would tell her roundly that she must choose 
between her children and her Tartufte, and that if she keeps 
him she must lose you.” 

Bravo ! capital ! old lady ; if Charles will just say all 
that, we shall be able to guess by the result as to how' things 
are between them, and we must act accordingly. You have 
ycur allowance paid regularly, Charles ? 1 think she doubled 
it, did’nt she, after your father died ? ” 

Charles looked embarrassed, but answered “Yes, Sir <Jil- 
bert, ray allowance was doubled.” 

“ Come boy, don’t answer like a Jesuit.—Is it regularly 
paid ?—That was my question, my main question.” 

“ The fir.st quarter was paid, Sir Gilbert; but before I left 
the University, instead of the remittance, I received a letter 
from my mother, desiring me to transmit a statement of all 
my debts to Stephen Corbold, Ksq. solicitor, \Yrexhill ; and 
that they should be attended to; which would, she added, be 
more satisfactory to her than sending my allowance without 
knowing how I stood with my tradesmen.” 

“ And have you done this, my fine sir?” said Sir (Gilbert, 
becoming almost purjile with anger. “ No, Sir Gilbert, 1 
have not.” 

The baronet threw his arms round him, and gave him a 
tremendous hug. 

“ 1 see you are worth caring for, my boy ; I should never 
have forgiven you if you had. Audacious rascal! M'hy, 
Charles, that Corbold has been poking his snuffling, hypocriti¬ 
cal nose, into every house, not only in your parish but in 
mine, and in at least a dozen others, and has positively beat 
poor old Gaspar Brown out of the field. The old man called 
to take leave of me not a week ago, and told me that ope after 
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another very nearly every client he had in this part of the world 
had come or sent to him for tlieir papers, in order to deposit 
them with this canting Corbold ; and, as 1 hear, all the little 
farmers for miles round, are diligently going to law in the name 
of the Lord. But what did you do, my dear boy, for money ? ” 
Oh ! 1 have managed pretty well. It was a disappoint¬ 
ment certainly, and at first I felt a little awkward, for the 
letter did not reach me till I had ordered ray farewell supper ; 
and as in truth 1 had no tradesmen’s bills to pay, I gave ray 
orders pretty liberally, and of course have been obliged to 
leave the account unpaid,—an arrangement which to many 
others wouhl have had nothing awkward in it at all; but as 
my allowance has been always too lil>eral to permit my being 
in debt iluring any part of the time I have been at college, the 
not paying my last bill there was disagreeable. Ilotvever the 
people were abundantly civil, and 1 flatter myself that, with¬ 
out the assistance of Mr. Corbold, I shall be able to settle this 
matter before long.” 

“ M hat is the sum you have left unpaid, Charles.^” 
inquired the baronet bluntly. “ Seventy-five pounds. Sir 
Gilbert.” 

“ Then just sit down for half a moment, and write a line 
enclosing the money ; you may cut the notes in half if you 
think there is any danger.” 

And as lie spoke he laid bank-notes to the amount of seventy- 
five pounds on her ladyship’s botanical dresser. 

Young Mowbray, who had not the slightest doubt of 
receiving his allowance from his mother as soon as he should 
ask her for it, would rather not have been under a pecuniary 
obligation even for a day ; but he caught the eye of Lady 
Harrington, whotvas standing Ix'hindjier impetuous husband, 
and received thence a jierfectly intelligible hint that lie must 
not refuse the offer. iMost anxious to avoid renewing the 
coldness so recently removed, he readily and graciously accepted 
the offered loan, and thereby most perfectly re-established the 
harmony which had existed throughout his life between him¬ 
self ami the warm-hearted but impetuous Sir Gilbert. 

Now, then," said the old gentleman with the most cor¬ 
dial and happy good-humour, be off, my dear hoy ; follow 
ray dame’s advice to the letter, and come back as soon as you 
conveniently can, to let us know what comes of it.” 
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Cheered in spirit by this warm renewal of the friendship he 
so truly valued, young Mowbray set off on his homeward walk, 
pondering, as he went, on the best mode of opening such a 
conversation with his mother as Lady Harrington recommend¬ 
ed ; a task both difficult and disagreeable, but one which he 
believed it his duty not to shrink from. 


OIIAPTEll XI. 

OHABLBS’S CONFERENCE WITH MRS. MOWBRAY. 

SxBOiiLiNG in the shrubbery near the house, where for some time 
they had Ixien anxiously awaiting his return, he met his eldest 
sister and Miss Torrington. Helen's first words were Are 
they angry wdth me ? ” and the reply, and subsequent history 
of the visit, filled her heart with gladness. “ And now, my privy 
counsellors,” continued C’harles, tell me at what hour you 
should deem it most prudent for me to ask my mother for an 
audience.” Instantly ! ” said Rosalind. 

Had he not better wait till to-morrow?” said Helen, 
turning very pale. If my advisers disagree among them¬ 
selves, I am lost,” said Charles; for I give you my word 
that I never in my whole life entered upon an undertaking 
which made me feel so anxious and undecided. Let me hear 
your reasons for thus differing in opinion ? Why, Rosalind, 
do you recommend such prodigious promptitude ? ” 

Because I hate suspense,—and Ix'cause I know the scene 
will be disagreeable to yog, —wherefore 1 opine that the sooner 
you get over it the better.” 

And you, Helen, why do you wish me to delay it till to¬ 
morrow?” 

“ Because, — oh ! Charles, — because I dread the result. 
You have no idea as yet how completely her temper is changed. 
She is very stern, Charles, when she is contradicted; and if 
you should make her angry, depend upon it that jt would be 
Mr. Cartwright who would dictate your punishment.” 

“ My punishment! Nonsense, Helen I 1 shall make Miss 
Torrington both my Chancellor and Archbishop, for her ad- 
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vice baa infinititely more wisdom in it than yours. Where is 
she ? in her own dressing-room ? ” I believe so/' faltered 
Helen. 

“ Well, then,—adieu for half an hour,—perhaps for a 
whole one. Where shall I find you when it is over ? ” “ In 
tny dressing-room/' said Helen. 

No, no," cried Rosalind; I would not have to sit with 
you there for an hour, watching you quiver and quake every 
time a door opened, for my heiresship. Let us walk to the 
great lime-tree, and stay there till you come.” 

And so envelop yourselves in a November woodland fog, 
wherein to sit waiting till about four o’clock ! The wisdom 
lies with Helen this time. Miss Torrington; I think you have 
both of you been pelted long enough with falling leaves for 
to-day, and therefore I strongly recommend that you come in 
and wait for my communication lieside a blazing fire. Have 
you no new book, no lively novel or fancy-stirring romance, 
wherewith to beguile the time 

‘^Novels and romances! Oh! Mr. Mowbray,—what a 
desperate sinner you must be ! The subscription at Ilookham’s 
has been out thest> three months ; and the same dear box that 
used to be brought in amidst the eager rejoicings of the whole 
family, is now become the monthly vehicle of Evangelical 
Magazines, ('liristiaii Observers, Missionary Reports, and 
Religious Tracts, of all imaginable sorts and sizes. W’e have 
no other modern literature allowed us.” 

Poor girls ! " said Charles, laughing ; what do you do 
for books ? ’’ 

“ M"hy, the old library supjdies us indifferently w'ell, I 
must confess ; and as Fanny has changed her morning quar¬ 
ters from thence to the print-room, ^vhich is now converted 
into a chapel of ease for the vicar, we contrive to abduct from 
thence such volumes as we wish for without difiiculty. But 
we were once very near getting a book, which, I have l)een 
told, is of the most exquisite interest and pathos of any in the 
language, by a pleasant blunder of Mrs. Mowbray’s. I chanced 
to l)e in the room with her one day when she read aloud an old 
advertisement which she happened to glance her eye ujwn, 
stitched uj) in a Review of some dozen years standing 1 be¬ 
lieve, ‘ Some passages in the life of Mr. Adam Blair, Minister 
of the Guspel.’ ‘ That’s a book we ought to have,’ said she 
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very solemnly; ' Rosalind, give rae that list for Hatcliard’s, 

I will add this.’ 1 took up the advertisement as she laid it 
down and, not having it before her eyes, I suspect that she 
made some blunder about the title; for, when the box came 
down, I took care to be present at the opening of it, and to 
my great amusement, instead of the little volume that I was* 
hoping to see, I beheld all Blair’s works, with a scrap of 
paper from one of the shopmen, on which was written, ‘ Mrs. 
Mowbray is respectfully informed that the whole of Blair s 
works are herewith forwarded, but that J. P. is not aware of 
any other life of Adam than that written by Moses.* This 
was a terrible disappointment to me, 1 assure you.” 

The-y had now reached the house ; the two girls withdrew 
their arms, and, having w^atched Charles mount the stairs, they 
turned into the drawing room,— and from thence* to the con¬ 
servatory,— and then back again, — and then up stairs to lay 
aside their bonnets and cloaks, — and then down again ; first 
one and then the other looking at their watches, till they 
began to suspect that they must both of them stand still, or 
something very like it, so creepingly did the time pass during 
which they waited for his return. 

On reaching the dressing-room door, Charles knocked, and 
it was opened to him by Fanny. 

The fair brow of his mother contracted at his ap}>roach ; 
and he immediately suspected, what w'as indeed the fact, that 
Fanny had been relating to her the conversation whicli had 
passed between them in the morning. 

He rather rejoiced at this than the contrary, as he thought 
the conversation could not lie better opened tlian by his ex¬ 
pressing his opinions and feelings upon what had fallen from 
her during this interview. He did not however, wish that 
she should be present, and therefore said. 

Will you let me, dear mother, say a few words to you 
tete-a-tete. Come, Fanny ; run away, will you, for a little 
while ? ” 

Fanny instantly left the room, and Mrs. Mowbray, without 
answering his request, sat silently waiting for what he was 
about to say. 

I want to speak to you, mother, about our dear Fanny. 
I assure you I am very uneasy about her ; I do xiot think she 
is in good health, either of body or mind.’* 
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“ Your ignorance of medicine is, I believe, total, Charles,** 
she replied dryly, and therefore your opinion concerning her 
bodily health does not greatly alarm me ; and you must par¬ 
don me if I say that I conceive your ignorance respecting all 
things relating to a human soul, is more profound still.” 

“ I am sorry you should think so, dearest mother; but I 
assure you that neither physic nor divinity have been neglected 
in ray education.” 

And by whom have you been taught ? Blind guides have 
been your teachers, who have led you, I fear, to the very 
brink (g’ destruction. When light is turned into darkness, 
how great is that darkness! ” 

“ My teachers have been those that my dear father ap- 
]>ointed me, and I have never seen any cause to mistrust either 
their wisdom or their virtue, mother." 

And know you not that your poor unhappy father was 
benighted, led astray, and lost by having himself listened to 
such teaehiug as he caused to be given to you But you, 
Charle.s, if you did not harden your heart, even as the 
nether millstone, might even yet be saved among the rem¬ 
nant. l*ut yourself into the liands and under the training 
of the pious, blessed minister ivhom the Lord hath sent 
us. Open y' ur sinful heart to JMr. Cartivright, Charles, and 
you may save your soul alive! ” 

“ Mother!” said Cliarles ivith solemn earnestness, Mr. 
Cartwright’s doctrines are dreadful and sinful in my eyes. 
My excellent and most beloved father was a Protestant Chris¬ 
tian, born, cducatecl, and abiding to his last hour in the faith 
and ho])e taught by the established church of his country. In 
that faith and hope, mother, I also haie been reared by him 
and by you ; and rather than change* it for the impious and 
frightful doctrines of the sectarian minister you name, who 
most dishonestly has crept ivithin the pale of an establishment 
whose dogmas and discipline he profanes, — rather, mother, 
than adopt this Mr. ('artwright’s unholy belief, and obey his 
unauthorised and unscriptural decrees, I would kneel dow’u 
and implore that ray bones might be at once laid lieside my 
father’s.” , 

“ Leave the room, Charles Mowbray I ” exclaimed his 
mother almost in a scream; “ let not the walls that shelter 
me be itness to such fearful blasphemy I ” 
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I cannot, and I will not leave you, mother, till I have 
told you how very wretched you are making me and my poor 
sister Helen by thus forsaking that form of religion in which 
from our earliest childhood we have been accustomed to see 
you worship. Why, — why, dearest mother, should you 
bring this dreadful schism upon your family ? (’an you be¬ 
lieve this to be your duty ? " 

By what right, human or divine, do you thus question 
me, lost, unhappy boy ? But 1 will answer you ; and I trust 
that I shall be forgiven for intercommuning with one who 
lives in open rebellion to the saints! Yes, sir ; I d(^ believe 
it is my duty to hold fast the conviction which Heaven in its 
goodness has sent me. I do believe it is my duty to testify 
by my voice, and by every act of my life during the remain¬ 
ing time for which the Lord shall spare me for the showing 
forth of his glory, that I consider the years that are past as 
an abomination in his sight; that my living in peace and 
happiness with your unawakened and unregenerate father was 
an abomination in the sight of the Lord ; and that now, at the 
eleventh hour, my only hope of being received rests in my 
hating and abhorring, anil forsaking and turning aw'ay from, 
all that is, and has been, nearest and dt'arest to my sinful 
heart!’” 

Charles listened to this rant with earnest and })ainful atten¬ 
tion, and, when she ceased, looked at her through tears that 
presently overflowed his eyes. 

“■ Have 1 then lost my only remaining parent ? " said he. 

And can you thus close your heart against me, and your 
poor Helen, my mother .f* ” 

By the blessing of providence 1 am strong," replied the 
deluded lady, struggling’to overcome Heaven’s best gift of pure 
affection in her heart. By its blessing, and by the earnest 
prayers of its holiest saint, 1 am able, wretched boy, to look at 
thee, and say, Satan avaunt! But I am tried sorely,” she 
continued, turning her eyes from the manly countenance of 
her son, now wet with tears. Sorely, sorely, doomed and 
devoted boy, am 1 tried ? But he, the Lord’s vicar upon 
earth, the chosen shepherd, the anointed saint,—he, even he 
tells me to be of good cheer, for whom the Lord loveth ne 
chasteneth.” 

Can you then believe, mother, that the merciful,God of 
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heaven and of earth approves your forsaking your children^ 
solely because they worship him as they have been taught to 
do? C'an you believe that he approves your turning your 
eyes and heart from them to devote yourself to a stranger 
to your blood, a preacher of strange doctrine, and one who 
loves them not ? 

I have already told you, impious maligner of the holiest of 
men, that I know where my duty lies, I know, 1 tell you, 
tliat I not only know it, but will doit.— Torment me no 
more ! Leave me, leave me, unhappy boy ! leave me that I 
may pray for pardon for having listened to thee so long.” 

She rose from her seat and ap]>roached him, as if to thrust 
him from the chaml)er; but he suffered her to advance with¬ 
out moving, and when she was close to him, he threw his arms 
round her, and held her for a moment in a close embrace. She 
struggled violently to disengage herself, and he relaxed his 
hold ; but, dropping on his knees before her, at the same mo¬ 
ment he exclaimed with passionate tenderness, “ My dear, 
dear moiln'r ! have I then received your last embrace ? Shall 
I never again feel your bel(»ved lips upon rny cheeks, my lips, 
my forehead ? Mother ! what can Helen and 1 do to win 
back your precious love ? ” 

Surely 1 shnll be rewarded for this ! ” said the infatuated 
woman almost wildly. “ Surely I shall be visited with an ex¬ 
ceeding great reward 1 and will he not visit thee too, unnatural 
son, for art not thou ])lotting against ray soul to destroy it? ” 

“ There is, then, no hope for us from the voice of nature, 
no hope from the voice of reason and of truth ? Then hear 
me, mother, for 1 too must act according to the voice of con¬ 
science. Helen and 1 must leave you; we can no longer 
endure to he so near you in appearance,.wdiile in reality we are 
so fearfully estranged. You have been very generous to me in 
the sum which you named for my allowance at my father’s 
death ; and as soon as my commission is obtained, that allow¬ 
ance will suffice to support me, for my habits have never been 
extravagant. May 1 ask you to assign a similar sum to Helen ? 
This will enable her to command such a home with respectable 
people as may befit your daughter ; and you wdll not doubt, 

I think, notwithstanding the unhappy difference in our opinions 
on points of doctrine, that I shall watch over her as carefully 
as our dear father himself could have done.” 
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“ He is a prophet! yea, a prophet! exclaimed Mrs. Mow¬ 
bray; and shall I be blind even as the ungodly, and doubt 
his word into whose mouth Heaven hath put the gift of pro¬ 
phecy and the words of wisdom ? He hath spoken, and very 
terrible things are come to pass. Can your heart resist sucli 
proof as this, Charles she continued, raising her eyes and 
hands to heaven :—“even what you have now spoken, that 
did he predict and foretell you should speak ! 

“ He guessed the point, then, at which we could bear no 
more," replied Charles with bitterness ; “ and did he predict too 
what answer our petition should receive ? " 

“ He did,*’ returned Mrs. Mowbray either with real or w'ith 
feigned simplicity ; “ and even that too shall be verified. Now, 
then, hear his blessed voice through my lips ; and as 1 say, so 
must thou do. Go to your benighted sister, ami tell her that 
for her sake I will wrestle in prayer. AV'ith great and exceed¬ 
ing anguish of spirit have I already wrestled for her ; but she 
is strong and wilful, and resisteth alway.— Nevertheless, 1 will 
not give her over to her owm heart’s desire; nor will I turn 
mine eyes from her. For a while longer 1 wdll endure ; and 
for you, unhappy son, I must take counsel from the same holy 
well-spring of righteousness, and what he shall speak, look that 
it come to pass.” 

“ You have denounced a terrible sentence against Helen, 
mother ! for nearly tw^o years, then, she must look forward to 
a very w'retchod life; but, without your consent, 1 cannot till 
she is of age remove her. Dear girl! she has a sweet and 
gentle spirit, and will, 1 trust, be enabled to l)ear patiently her 
most painful situation. But as for myself it may be as well to 
inform Mr. Carttvright at once, through you, that any interfe¬ 
rence with me or my concerns will not be endured ; and that 
T advise him, for his own sake, to let me hear and see as little 
of him as possible.” 

Mrs. Mowbray seemed to listen to these w'ords in perfect 
terror, as if she feared a thunderbolt must fall and crush at once 
the speaker and the hearer of such daring impiety. But the 
spirit of Charles was chafed; and conscious perhaps that he 
was in danger of saying what he might wish to recall on the 
influence which his mother avowed that the vicar had ob¬ 
tained over her, he liastened to conclude the interview, ami 
added; “ I will beg you ma’am, immediately to give me a 
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draft for ray quarter’s allowance, due on the first of this 
month. I want immediately to send money to Ojfford.” 

Did I not tell you, Charles, to inform my man of busi¬ 
ness,— that serious and exemplary man, Mr. Corbold,— 
what money you owed in Oxford, and to whom ? And did 
I not inform you at the same time that he should have in¬ 
structions to acquit the same forthwith ? ” 

Yes, mother, you certainly did send me a letter to that 
effect ; but as ray father permitted me before 1 came of age 
to }>ay iny own bills, and to dispose of ray allowance as I 
thought fit, 1 did not choose to change my usual manner of 
proceeding, and therefore left what I owed unpaid, preferring 
to remit the money myself. Will you please to give me the 
means of doing this now ? ” 

May Heaven be gracious to me and mine, as I steadily 
now, and for ever, refuse to do so great iniquity ! Think 
you, Charles, that I, guided and governed, as I glory to say I 
am, by one sent near me by providence to watch over rne now 
in my time of need, — think you that I will hire and pay 
your wdeked w'ill to defy it.” 

Do you mean, then, mother, to withdraw my allowance ? ” 
said Charles. 

“ I thank Heaven that I do!” she replied, uplifting her 
eyes : “ and'lmmbly on my knees will 1 thank it for giving 
me that strength, even in the midst of weakness ! ” 

As she spoke, slie dropped upon her knees on the floor, 
with her back towards her unhappy son. He remained 
standing for a few moments, intending to utter some nearly 
hopelt’ss words of remonstrance upon the cruel resolution she 
ha<l just announced ; but as she did not rise, he left the room, 
and with a heavy heart proceeded to .look for Helen and her 
friend ; though he would gladly have prepared himself by an 
hour of solitude for communicating tidings which had very 
nearly overthfbwu his philosophy. Hut he had promised to 
see them and to tell them all that passed ; and he prepared to 
perform this promise with a heavier heart than had ever before 
troubled his bosom. He shrank from the idea of appearing 
before liosalind in a situation so miserably humiliating, for at 
this momeht fears that the report mentioned by Lady Harring¬ 
ton might be true ])ressed ui)on him ; and though his better 
judgment told him that such feelings were contemptible, when 
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about to meet the eye of a friend he could not sub<lue them, 
and as he opened the drawing-room door, the youthful fire of 
his eye was quenched and his pale lip trembled. 

Oh ! Charles, how dreadfully ill you look !” exclaimed 
Helen. 

" What can have passed ? ” said Miss Torrington, looking 
almost as pale himself. 

Much that has been very painful/' he replieil; but I 
am ashamed at being thus overpowered by it. Tell me, both 
of you, without any reserve, have you ever thought — has the 
idea ever entered your heads, that my unfortunate mother was 
likely to marry Cartwriglu ? ” 

No,— never," replied Helen firmly. 

'‘Yes,” said Rosalind falteringly,*—but less with the 
hesitation of doubt, than from fear of giving pain. 

“ Lady Harrington told me it vras spoken of," said IVlow- 
bray with a deep sigh. 

“ It is impossible !" said Helen, “ I cannot:— I will not 
believe, it. Rosalind ! if you have had such an idea, how 
comes it that you have kept it secret from me ?" ' 

“ If instead of darkly fearing it,” re])lied Rosalind. “ lhad 
positively known it to be true, 1 tloubt if I should have 
named it, Helen; — I could not have borne that words so 
hateful should have first reached the family from me." 

“ Has she told you it is so r” inquired Helen, her lips so 
parched with agitation that she pronounced the words with 
difficulty^ 

“ No, dearest, she has not; and i)erhaps 1 am WTong both 
in conceiving such an idea, and in naming it. Rut her mind 
is so violently, so strangely wrought upon by this detestable 

man, that I can only account for it by believing that he is 
____»» 

There was much filial piety in the feeling that prevented 
his finishing the sentence. 

“ It is so that I have reasoned,” said Rosalind. “ Heaven 
grant that we lie both mistaken!—But will you not tell us, 
Charles, what it is that has suggested the idea to you ? For 
Heaven's sake relate, if you can, what has passed between 

“ If I can ! — Indeed 1 doubt my power. She spoke of 
me .as of one condemned of Heaven." . 
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Rosalind started from her scat. — “ Do not go on, Mr. Mow¬ 
bray ! ” she exclaimed with great agitation ; 1 cannot bear 

thifs, and meet her with such external observance and 
civility as my situation demands. It can do us no good to 
discuss this wicked folly,— this most sinful madness. I, at 
least, for one, feel a degree of indignation—-a vehemence of 
irritation on the subject, that will not, 1 am sure, produce 
good to any of us. She must go on in the dreadful path in 
which she has lost herself, till she meet something that shall 
shock and turn her back again. But all that can be done or 
said by others will but drive her on the faster, adding the 
fervour of a martyr to that of a convert." 

You speak like an oracle, dear Rosalind,” said poor Mow¬ 
bray, endeavouring to smile, and more relieved than he would 
have avowed to himself at being spared the task of narrating 
his downfall from supposed w'ealth to actual penury before her. 

‘‘ She speaks like an oracle, but a very sad one,” said 
Helen. Nevertheless, we will listen and obey. — You have 
spoken to my mother, and what you have said has produced 
no good effect: to me, therefore, it is quite evident that 
nothing can. Were it not that the fearful use which we hear 
made of the sacred name makes me tremble lest I too should 
use it irreverently, 1 would express the confidence I feel, that 
if we bear this lieavy sorrow well, his care will be with us : 
and w’hether we say it or not, let us feel it. And now, Rosa^ 
lind, we must redeem our lost time, and read for an hour or 
so upstairs. See ! we have positively let the fire go out;— 
a proof how extremely injurious it is to permit our thoughts 
to fix themselves too intensely on any thing:—it renders one 
incapable of attending to the necessary affairs of life. — There, 
Charles, is a sermon for you. But don’t look so miserable, 
my dear Iwother; or iny courage will melt into thin air." 

I will do my best to master it, Helen," he replied; 
but 1 shall not be able to make a display of my stoicism 
before you this evening, for I must return to Oakley." 

“ Are you going to dine there ? Why did you not tell me so.^” 
“ If my conversation w'ith my mother had ended differently, 
Helen, 1 should have postponed my visit till to-morrow; but 
as it is, it will be better for me to go now. I will drive myself 
over in the cab. I suppose I can have Joseph ?" He rang 
the bell as he spoke. 

B 
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Let the cab be got ready for me in half an hour: and 
tell Joseph I shall want him to go out with me to dinner.” 

The cab is not at home, sir,” replied the servant. 

Is it gone to the coacli-maker’s ?—What is the matter 
with it.” 

“ There is nothing the matter with it, sir; but Mr. Cart¬ 
wright has got it.” 

Then let my mare be saddled. She is in the stable, I 
suppose ?” 

Mr. Corbold has had the use of your mare, Mr. Charles, 
for more than a month, sir: and terribly worked she has been, 
Dick says.” 

Very well—it’s no matter: I shall walk, 'IVilliam.” 

The servant retired, w'ith an exj>ression of more sympathy 
than etiquette could warrant. Helen looked at her brother in 
very mournful silence ; but tears of indignant passion started 
to the bright eyes of Rosalind. “Is there no remedy for all 
this?” she exclaimed. “Helen, let ns run away together. 
They cannot rob me of my money, I suppose. Do ask 
Sir Gilbert, Charles, if 1 am obliged to stay here and witness 
these hateful goings-on.” 

“I will—I will. Miss Torrington. It would, indeed, be 
best for you to leave us. Hut my poor Helen,—she must 
stay and bear it.” 

Then I shall stay too: and that I think you might guess, 
Mr. Mowbray.” 

Rosalind’s tears overflowed as she spt)ke ; and (diaries 
Mowbray looked at her with that wringing of the heart which 
arises from thinking that -dl things conspire to make us 
wretched. M'hen he was the rejiuted heir of fourteen thousand 
a year he had passed, whole weeks in the society of Rosalind, 
and never dreamed he loved her; — hut now, noivthat he was 
a beggar, and a beggar too, as it seemed, not very likely to lie 
treated with much charity by his own mother,—now that it 
would lie infamy to turn his thoughts towards the heiress 
with any hope or wish that she should ever be his, he felt 
that he adored her—that every hour added strength to a 
passion that he would rather die than reveal, and that without 
a guinea in the world to take him or to keep him elsewhere, 
his remaining where he was would exjiose him to sufferings 
that be felt he had no strength to hear. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

THE vicar’s progress, AN1> HIS COUNSEL TO FANNY AS TO 
THE BEST MEANS OP ASSISTING THE POOR. 

When the family assembled at dinner, and Mrs, Mowbray 
perceived the place of her son vacant, she changed colour, and 
appeared discomposed and absent during the whole time she 
remained at table. This, however, was not long ; for, a very 
few minutes after the clotii was removed, she rose, and saying, 

I want you, Fanny,” left the room with her youngest 
daughter without making either observation or apology to 
those she left. The result of this conference between the 
mother and daughter was the despatching a note to the 
Vicarage, which brought the vicar to join them with extraor¬ 
dinary speed. 

Mrs. Mow'bray then related with a good deal of emotion the 
scene ivhich had taken y)lace between herself and her son in 
the morning ; concluding it with mentioning his absence at 
dinner, and her fears that, in his unregenerate state of mind, 
he might be h'd to withdraw himself altogether from a home 
where godliness had begun to reign, and where, by the bless¬ 
ing of heaven, it would multiply and increase every day that 
they were spared to live. 

M'^hen she had concluded, Mr. Cartwright remained for 
several minutes silent, his eyes fixed upon the carpet, his 
arms foldc<l upon his breast, and bis heatl from time to time 
moved gently and sadly to and fro, as if the subject on which 
he was meditating were both important and discouraging. At 
length he raised his eyes, and fixed them upon Fanny. 

** My dear child,” he said, “ withdraw yourself, and pray, 
tvhile your mother and 1 remain together. Pray for us, 
Fanny !—pray for both of us, that we may so’ do the duty 
appointed unto us, as wdiat wc may decide to execute shall 
redound to the glory of heaven, and to our everlasting salva¬ 
tion, world without end, amen!” 

Fanny rgse instantly, and, clasping her innocent hands 
together, fervently exclaimed I will!—I will! ” 

Having opened the door, and laid his delicate white hand . 
upon hey head, whispering an ardent blessing as she passed 

• R 2 
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through it, he watched her as she retreated with a rapid step 
to her chamber anxious to perform the duty assigned her; 
and then closing and bolting it after her, he returned to 
the sofa near the fire, and seated himself beside Mrs. Mow¬ 
bray. 

‘‘ My friend !said Mr. Cartwright, taking her hand ; 
“ my dear, dear friend! you are tried, you are very sorely 
tried. But it is the will of the Lord, and we must not repine 
at it: rather let us praise his name alwray !*’ 

I do !” ejaculated the widow with very pious emotion ; 

I do jiraise and bless his holy name for all the salvation he 
hath vouchsafed to me, a siniicr-^and to my precious Fanny 
wdth me. Oh, Mr. (’artwright, it is very dear to me to think 
that I shall have that little holy angel with me in ])aradise! 
But be my guide and helper ”—and here the good and serious 
lady very nearly returned the pressure with w hich her hand 
was held,— oh ! be my guide and helper with my other 
misguided children! Tell me, dear Mr. Cartwright, what 
must I do with Charles " 

It is borne in upon my mind, my dear and gentle friend, 
that there is but one cliance left to save that deeply-perilled 
soul from the everlasting gulf of gnawing >vorms and of 
eternal flame.” 

“ Is there one chance?^' exclaimed the poor wroroan in a 
real ecstasy. Oh ! tell me wdiat it is, and there is nothing 
in the wide world that I would not bear and suffer to 
obtain it.” 

He must abandon the profession of arms and become a 
minister of the gosjrel.” 

Oh ! Mr. ('artwright, he never will consent to this. 
From his earliest chlUlhood, his unhajrpy and unawakened 
father taught him to glory in the thought of figliting the 
battles of his country ; and w'ith the largr* fortune he must 
one day have, is it not probable that he might be tempted to 
neglect the ctire of souls ? And then, you know, Mr. Cart¬ 
wright, that the last state of that man would be worse than 
the first.” 

Mr. Cartwright dropped the lady’s hand and rose from his 
seat. I must leave you, then,” he saiii, his rich voice sink¬ 
ing into a tone of the saddest melancholy. 1 must not—1 
may not give any other counsel ; for in doing so, I should be- 
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tray my duty, and betray the confidence you have placed in me. 
.Adieu, then, beloved friend! adieu for ever ] My heart—the 
weak and throbbing iioart of a man is even now heaving in my 
breast. That heart will for ever forbid my speaking with 
harshness and austerity to you. Tlierefore, beloved but too 
feeble friend, adieu! Should I stay longer with you, that look- 
might lietray me into forgetfulness of every thing on eartli—and 
heaven too ! ” 

The three last words were uttered in a low and mournful 
whisper. He then walked towards the door, turned to give 
one last look, and having unfastened the lock and shot back the 
bolt, was in the very act of departing, when Mrs. Mowbray 
rushed towards him, exclaiming “^Oh, do not leave us ail to 
everlasting damnation ! Save us ! save us ! Tell me only what 
to do, and I will do it. 

In the extremity of her eagerness, terror, and emotion, she 
fell on her knees before him, and raising her tearful eyes to his, 
seetned silently to reiteraU' the petition she had uttered. 

Mr. C'anwright looked down upon her, turned aw^ay for one 
short instant to rebolt the door, and then, raising his eyes to 
heaven, and dropping on his knees l)eside her, he threw his 
arms around her, impressed a holy kiss upon her brow, exclaim¬ 
ing in a voice rendered tremulous, as it should seem, by uncon¬ 
trollable agitation, Oh, never! never!’* 

After a few moments unavoidably lost by both in efforts to 
recover their equanimity, they rose and reseated themselves on 
the sofa. 

The handkerchief of Mrs. Mowbray was at her eyes. She 
ap})cared greatly agitated, and totally unable to speak herself, 
sat in trembling expectation of what her reverend friend should 
say next. 

It was not immediately, however, that Mr, Cartwright could 
recover his voice ; but at length he said, It is impossible, my 
too lovely friend, that w^e can either of us any longer mistake 
the nature of the sentiment which we feel for each other. But 
W'e have the comfort of knowing that this sweet and blessed 
sentiment is implanted in us by the will of the Lord! And if 
it be sanctified to his honour and glory, it becometh the means 
of raising us to glory everlasting in the life to come. Where¬ 
fore, let us not weep and lament, but rather be joyful and give 
thanks that so it hath seemed good in his sight! ” 

* • B 3 
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Mrs. Mowbray answered only by a deep sigh, which partook 
indeed of the nature of a sob ; and by the continued ap})lica- 
tion of her handkerchief, it appeared that she wept freely. 
Mr. Cartwright once more ventured to take her hand ; and that 
she did not withdraw it, seemed to evince such a degree of 
Christian humility, and such a heavenly-minded forgiveness of 
his presumption, that the pious feelings of his heart broke forth 
in thanksgiving. 

Praise and gloiy to the Lord alway!” he exclaimed, ‘^your 
suffering sweetness, dearest Clara, loveliest of women, most 
dearly-beloved—your suffering sweetness shall be bruised no 
more ! Let me henceforward l>e as the shield and buckler that 
shall guard thee, so that thou shalt not be afraid for any terror 
by night, nor for the arrow that flieth by <lay. And tell me, 
most beloved ! does not thy spirit rejoice, and is not thy heart 
glad, even as my heart, that the Lord hath been pletised to lay 
his holy law upon us—even upon thee and me?” 

‘^Oh, Mr. Cartwright!” replied the agitated Mrs. Mowbray, 
1 know not what I can — 1 know not what I ought to do. 
May Heaven guide me !—for, alas ! 1 know not liow^ to guide 
myself! ” 

“ And fear not, (^lara, but he will guide thee ! for he hath 
made thee but a little lower than the angels, and hath crowned 
thee w’ith glory and honour. And tell me, thou highly-fa¬ 
voured one, doth not thy own heart teach thee, that heart Ixing 
taught of him, that I am he to whom thou shouldst look for 
comfort now in the time of this mortal life ? Sjjeak to me, 
sweet and holy (Jlara. Tell me, am 1 deceived in thee ? Or 
art thou indeed, and wilt thou indeed be mine ? ” 

If I shall sin not by doing so, 1 will, Mr. Cartwright; for 
my spirit is too weak to* com bat all the difficulties J sec before 
me. My soul trusts itself to thee—be thou to me a strong 
tower, for I am afraid.*' 

“ Think you, Clara, that he who has led you out of darkness 
into the way of life would now, for the gratification of his own 
earthly love, become a stumbling-block in thy path ? My be¬ 
loved friend! how are you to wrestle and fight for and with 
that misguided young man, who hath now, even now, caused 
you such bitter sufferings ? He is thine ; therefore he is dear 
to me. Let me lead him, even as I have led thee, and his spirit 
too, as well as thine and Fanny’s, shall rejoice I” 
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Then be it so!” exclaimed Mrs. Mowbray. ‘^'Promise 
me only to lead Helen also into life everlasting, and not to 
leave the poor benighted Rosalind for ever in darkness, and I 
will consent, Mr. C’artwright, to he your wife ! ” 

Nothing could l)e more satisfactory than the vicar’s answer 
to this appeal, and had not the good Mrs. Mow'bray been too 
generous to exact a penalty in case of failure, there can be 
little doubt but that he would willingly have bound himself 
under any forfeiture .she could have named, to have en.sured a 
]>Iace in heaven, not only to {dl those she mentioned, but to 
every individual of her household, the scullion and stable-boys 
include«l. 

The great question answered of To be or not to be the 
husband of Mrs. Mowbray ?” the vicar began to ]>oint out 
to her in a more composed and business-like manner the great 
advantages both temporal and spiritual which must of neces¬ 
sity result to her family from this arrangement; and so skil¬ 
fully <lid he manage her feelings atul bend her mind to his 
purpo.se, that when at length he gave her lips the farewell kiss 
of affianced love, and departed, he left her in the most com¬ 
fortable and jJiayerful state of composure imaginable. In about 
ten minutes after he was gone, she rang her bell, and desired 
that Mi.ss Fanny might come to her ; when, without exactly 
telling her the important business w'hich had been settled 
during the time she passed u]>on her knees, she gave her to 
understand that Mr. (’artwright had probably thought of the 
only n.cans by which all the unhappy disagreements in the 
family could be settled. 

“ Indeed, mamma, I prayed for him,” said Fanny, lifting 
her eyes to Heaven ; I prayed most earnestly, that Heaven 
might bring him wisdom to succour .you according to your 
wish, and therein to heal all our troubles.” 

“ And yotir prayers have l)een heard, my dear child ; and 
it hath sent him the wdsdom that we ail so greatly needed.— 
Have they had tea in the drawing-room, Fanny ? ” 

I don't know, mamma. I have been kneeling and pray¬ 
ing all the time.” 

“ Then, my dear, you must want refreshment. Go down 
and tell them that I am not quite w'ell this evening, and shall 
therefore not come down again ; but they may send me some 

tea by Curtis.” 

* 
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I hope you are not very ill, ray dearest mother ? ” said 
Fanny, looking, anxiously at her. 

" No, dear, — not very ill — only a little nervous.'’ 

While these scenes passed at Mowbray Park, poor (’harles 
was relieving his heart by relating, without reserve, what had 
passed between him and his mother. His first words on 
entering the library, where Sir Gilbert and Lady Harrington 
were seated, were, Have you sent that letter to Oxford, Sir 
Gilbert?” 

** Yes, I have,” was the reply. But why do you inquire, 
Charles?” 

“ Because, if you had not, 1 would have begged you to 
delay it.” 

“ And why so ? ’’ 

In reply to this question, young Mowbray told all that Inul 
passed ; observing, when his painful tale was ended, that such 
being his mother’s decision, he intended to apply immediately 
to Corbold for the money he wanted. 

“ Not you, by Jove, Charles ! You shall do no such thing, 
I tell you ! What ! knuckle and truckle to tliis infernal gang 
of hypocrites ! You shall do no such thing. Just let me 
know all that is going on in the garrison, and if I don’t 
counterplot them, I am a Dutchman.” 

** Puff’not up your heart, Sir Knight, with such vain con¬ 
ceits,” said Lady Harrington. You will plot like an honest 
man, and the Tartuff’e will plot like a rogue. I leave you to 
guess which wrill do the most work in the shortest time. Never¬ 
theless, you are right to keep him out of the w^ay of these 
people as long as you can.” 

Notwithstanding thedieavy load at his heart which Mowbray 
brought with him to Oakley, before he had passed an hour 
with his old friends his sorrows appeared lighter, and his 
hopes from the future brighter and stronger. Sir Gilbert, 
though exceedingly angry with Mrs. Mowbray, still retained 
some respect for her ; and, spite of all his threatening hints 
to the contrary, he no more believed that the widow' of his 
old friend would marry herself to the Reverend \Yiniam Jacob 
Cartwright, than that he, when left a widower by my lady, 
should marry the drunken landlady of the Three Tankards at 
Rainsden. He therefore spoke to Charles of his present vexa- 
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tious embarrassments as of all evils that must naturally clear 
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away, requiring only a little temporary good management to 
render them of very small importance to him. Of Helen’s 
situation, however. Lady Harrington spoke with great con¬ 
cern, an<l proj)osed that she and Miss Torrington should trans¬ 
fer themselves from the Park to Oakley as soon as Charles 
joined his regiment, and there remain till Mrs. Mowbray had 
sufficiently recovered her senses to make them comfortable at 
home. 

Itefore the young man left them, it was settled that Colonel 
Harrington should immediately exert himself to obtain the com¬ 
mission so long promised; a service in the performance of which 
no difficulty was anticipated, as the last inquiries made on the 
subject at the Horse (ruards were satisfactorily answered. 

^‘Meanwhile,” said the baronet as he wrung his hand at 
parting, give not way for one single inch before the insolent 
interference of these canters and ranters : rememl)er who and 
what you are, and that you have a friend who will make the 
county too hot to hold any one, male or female, who shall 
attempt to shake or shackle you in your natural rights. Treat 
your mother with the most ])erfectrespect and politeness; but 
make lier understand that you arc your father’s son, and that 
there is such a thing as public opinion, which, on more occa¬ 
sions than one, lias been found as powerful as any other law 
of the land. Cheer the spirits of the poor woe-begone girls as 
much as you can ; and tell Helen that her duty to her father’s 
memory requires that she should not neglect her father’s 
friends. And now' good night, (’liarles ! Come to us as often 
as you can ; and God bless you, my dear boy !” 

By this advice young ]\Iow'bray determined to act ; and 
w'ishing to escape any discussion upon 4esser points, he avoided 
all tetc a-tete conversations with his*inother, kept as much out 
of Mr. Cartwright’s w'ay as possible, turned his back upon the 
serious attorney whenever he met him, and devoted his time 
to walking, reading, and singing, wdth Miss Torrington and 
his sister Helen, while waiting to receive the news of his 
appointment. When this should arrive, he determined once 
more to see his mother in private, and settle with her, on the 
best footing he could, the amount and manner of his future 
supplies. 

This interval, which lasted nearly a month, was by no 



250 


THE VICAR OP WREXIIILL* 


means an unhappy one to Charles. He had groat confidence 
in the judgment of Sir Gilbert Harrington, and Ixnng much 
more inclined to believe in his mother’s affection tljan to doubt 
it, he resolutely shut his eyes upon whatever was likely to 
annoy him, and gave himself up to that occupation which 
beyond all others enables a man, or a woman either, to overlook 
and forget every other, — namely, the making love from morn¬ 
ing to night. 

The manner in which this undeclared but very intelligible 
devotion of the heart w'as received by the fair object of it was 
such, perhaps, as to justify hope, though it by no means af¬ 
forded any certainty that the feeling was returned. Even 
Helen, who fully possessenl her brother’s confidence, and had 
hitherto, as she believed, fully possessed tlie confidence of 
Rosalind also, —even Helen knew not very well what to make 
of the varying symptoms which her friend's heart betrayed. 
That Miss Torrington took great pleasure in the society of 
Mr. Mowbray, it was impossible to doubt; and that slie wished 
him to find pleasure in hers, was equally cle-u*. flis favourite 
songs only were those w'hich she ])ractised in his altsence and 
sang in his presence ; he rarely praised a passage in their daily- 
readings which she might not, ])y means of a little watching, 
be found to have read again w-ithin the next twenty-four 
hours. The feeble winter-blossoms from tlie coriservatory, of 
which he made her a daily off’ering, might be seen preserved 
on her toilet in a succession of glasses, and only removed at 
length by a remonstrance from her maid, who assured her 
that “ stale flowers were unwholesome; though, to be sure, 
coming out of that elegant conservatory did make a difference, 
no doubt.” Yet even then, the bouquet of a week old was not 
permitted to make its e»ii till some aromatic leaf or still green 
sprig (»f myrtle bad been drawn from it, and deposited some¬ 
where or other, where its pretty mistress, perhaps, never saw 
it more, but which nevertheless prevented her feeling that she 
had thrown the flowers he had given her on Sunday in the 
breakfast-room, or on Monday in the drawing-room, &c. &c. 
&c., quite away. 

Yet, with all this, it was quite impossible that Charles, or 
even Helen, who knew more of these little symptomatic whims 
than he did, could feel at all sure what Rosalind’s answer would 
be if Mr. Mowbray made her a proposal of marriage. 
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From time to time words dropped from Rosalind indicative 
of her extreme disapprobation of early marriages both for women 
and men, and declaring that there was nothing she should dread 
so much as forming a union for life with a man too young to 
know' his own mind. When asked by Charles at what age she 
conceived it likely that a man might attain this very necessary 
self-knowledge, she answered with a marked emphasis, 

“ Decidedly not till they are many years older than you 
are, Mr. Mowhray.” 

Even to her own heart Rosalind would at this time have 
positively denied, not only that she loved Charles Mowbray, 
hut that (diaries Mowbray loved her. She was neither in¬ 
sensible nor indifferent to his admiration, or to the pleasure 
he took in her soeiety ; hut she hail heard Charles’s judgment 
of her on her arrival more than once repeated in jest. He 
had said, that she was neither so amiable as Helen, nor so 
handsome as Fanny. To both of these opinions she most sin¬ 
cerely subscribed, and with such simple and undoubting ac- 
quieseence, that it was only whoa she began to read in his 
eyes the legible “ I love you,” that she remembered his hav¬ 
ing said it. Then her w'oman’s heart told her, that inferior 
though she might be, it w'as not her husband that must be the 
first to discover it; and suyierior as he was, — which she cer¬ 
tainly was not disposed to deny, —it was not with such dis- 
proportionaU* excellence that she should be most likely to form 
a happy union. 

Had Mowbray guessed hoiv grave and deeply-seated in 
Rosalind's mind were the reasons wdiich would have led her 
decidedly to refuse him, this flowery portion of his existence 
would have lost all its sweetness. It was therefore favourable 
to his present enjoyment that, confidefit as he felt of ultimately 
possessing the fortune to which he Avas born, he determined 
not to propose Rosalind till his mother had consented to 
assure to him an independence as undoubted as her own. The 
sweet vapour of hope, therefore, — the incense with which 
young hearts salute the morning of life, — enveloped him on 
all sides : and pity is it that the rainbow-tinted mist should 
eter he hlpAvn away from those Avho, like him, are better, as 
well as happier, for the halo that so surrounds them. 

Many a storm is preceded by a calm, — many a gay and 
happy hour only gives the frightful force of contrast to the 
misery that follows it. • 
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Mr. Cartwright having once and again received the plighted 
faith of Mrs. Mowbray, for the present confined his operations 
solely to the gentle task of urging her to hasten his happiness, 
and the assurance of eternal salvation to all her family. 

But here, though the obstacles he had to encounter were of 
a soft and malleable nature, easily yielding to the touch, and 
giving way at one point, they were yet difficult to get rid of 
altogether; for they were sure to swell up like dough, and 
meet him again in another place. 

Thus, tvhen he proved to the pious w'idow that Heaven 
could never wish her to delay her marriage till her year of 
mourning was out, seeing that its honour and glory would be 
so greatly benefited and increased thereby, she first agreed 
perfectly in his view' of the case as so put, but immediately 
placed before him the violent odium which they should have 
to endure from the opinion of the W'orld. And then, when his 
eloquence had convinced her, that it was sinful for those who 
put not their faith in princes, nor in any child of man, to 
regulate their conduct by such worldly considerations, — 
though she confessed to him that as their future associations 
would of course be wholly and solely among the elect, she 
might perhaps overcome her fear of what her neighbours and 
unregenerate acquaintance might say, yet nevertheless she 
doubted if she could find courage to send orders to her milliner 
and dress-maker for coloured suits, even of a sober and reli¬ 
gious tint, as it was so very short a time since she had ordered 
her half-ipourning. 

It was more difficult perhaps to push this last difficulty 
aside than any other; for Mr. Cartwright could not imme¬ 
diately see how to bring the great doctrine of salvation to bear 
upon it. 

However, though the lady had not yet been prevailed upon 
to fix the day, and even at intervals still spoke of the eligi¬ 
bility of waiting till the year of mourning was ended, yet on 
the whole he had no cause to complain of the terms on which 
he stood with her, and very wisely permitted the peace of 
mind which he himself enjoyed to diffuse itself benignly over 
all the inhabitants of the Park and the Vicarage. • 

Henrietta, who throughout the winter had been in too deli¬ 
cate a state of health to venture out of the house, was permit¬ 
ted to read what books she liked at the corner of the parlour 
fire ; while Mr, Jacob, far from being annoyed by any particu- 
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lar strictness of domestic discipline, became extremely like the 
wind wliich bloweth where it listeth, wandering from farm¬ 
house to farm-house — nay, even from village to village, 
without restriction of any kind from his much-engaged father. 

Fanny, however, was neither overlooked nor neglected; 
though to have now led her about to little tete-a-tete prayer- 
meetings in the woods was impossible. First, the wintry 
season forbad it; and secondly, the very particular and im¬ 
portant discussions which business rendered necessary in Mrs. 
Mowbray’s dressing-room — or, as it had lately been desig¬ 
nated, Mrs. Mowbray’s morning parlour — must have made 
such an occupation as difficult as dangerous. 

At these discussions Fanny was never invited to appear. 
She i)rayed in company with her mother and Mr. ('artwright, 
and some of the most promising of the domestics, for an hour 
in ilie morning and an hour in the evening; but the manner 
in which the interval between these two prayings was spent 
shoivefl very considerable tact and discrimination of character 
in tlie \’icar of VFrexhill. 

Soon after the important interview which has been stated 
to have taken })lace In’tween the lady of the manor and the 
vicar had occurred, Mr. t’artwriglit liaving met Fanny on the 
stairs in his way to lier mamma’s morning parlour, asked Iier, with 
even more than his usual tender kindness, whether he might 
not he admitted for a few minutes into her study for it was 
thus that her dressing-room was now' called by as many of the 
household as made a point of doing every thing that Mr. Cart- 
ivright recornmemled. 

“ ()h yes,” she replied wdth all the zealous piety wdiich dis¬ 
tinguishes the sect to which she belonged, whenever their con¬ 
sent is asked to do or suffer any thing- tliat nobody else would 
thiidv it proper to do or suffer, — “ Oh yes ! — will you come 
now, Mr. (iartw'right ? ” 

“ Yes, my dear child, it is now that I wdsh to come _ 

and in another moment the Y'icar of \Y^rexhill and his beau¬ 
tiful young parishioner were sitting tete-a-tete on the sofa of 
the young lady’s dressing-room. 

• As usual w'ith him on all such occassions, he took her hand. 

Fanny ! he began, — “ dear, precious Fanny ! you know 
not how much of my attention — how' many of my thoughts 
are devoted to you ! ” 
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** Oh ! Mr. Cartwright, how very, very kind you are to 
think of me at all!” 

“ You must listen to me Fanny,” (he still retained her 
hand,) you must now listen to me with very great attention. 
You know I think highly of your abilities — indeed I have 
not scrupled to tell you it W'as my opinion that the Lord had 
endowed you with great povrers for his own especial service 
and glory.' That last hymn, Fanny, confirms and strengthens 
me in this blessed belief, and I look upon you as a chosen 
vessel. But, my child, we must be careful that tve use, and 
not abuse, this exceeding great mercy and honour. Your 
verses, Fanny, are sweet to my car, as the songs of the chil¬ 
dren of Israel to those who were carried away captive. But 
not for me — not for me alone, or for those wlio, like me, 
can taste the ecstasy ins])ired by holy song, has that power 
been given unto you. The poor, the needy, those of no ac¬ 
count in the reckoning of the proud — they have all, my 
dearest Fanny, a right to share in the precious gift bestowed 
on you. AV’^herefore, I am now about to propose' to you a 
work to which the best and tl»e holiest elevote their li\es, but 
on which you have never yet tried your young strength : — 1 
mean, my dearest child, the writing of tracts for the poor.” 

Oh ! Mr. (.-artwright! Do you really think it possible 
that I can W useful in such a blessed way ” 

“ I am sure you may, my dear Fanny ; and you know this 
will l3e tlie means of tloing good both to the souls and bodies 
of the saints. For what you sliall write, will not. only be 
read to the edification and salvation of many Ohristiati souls, 
but will be printed and sold for the benefit either of the poor 
and needy, or for the furtheiing such works and undertakings 
as it may be deemed iiKtst fit to patronise and assist.” 

“ Oh ! Mr. Cartwright ! If i eouhl be useful in such a 
way as that, I should l)e very thankful ; — oidy — I have a 
doubt.” 

Here the bright countenance of Fanny became suddenly 
overcloudid ; she even trembled, and turned pale. 

AVhat is it, my dear child, that affects you thus?” said 
the vicar with real surprise; ‘‘ tell me, my sweet Fanny, whht 
I have said to alarm you ?** 

If 1 do this,” said Fanny, her voice faltering wdth timi¬ 
dity, shall I not seem to be trusting to works ? ” 



THE VICAE OF WREXllILE. 255 

Do you mean, because the writings of authors are called 
their works ? " said Mr. Cartwright very gravely. 

No ! Mr. Cartwright!” she replied, colouring from the 
feeling, that if so good and holy a man could quiz, she should 
imagine that he was now quizzing her, — “ No ! Mr. Cart¬ 
wright !—hut if I do this, and trust to get saving grace as a 
reward for the good I may do, will not this be trusting to 
works ? ” 

My dear child,” he said, gently kissing her forehead, 
such tenderness of conscience is the best assurance that what 
you will do will be done in a right spirit. Then fear not, 
dear Fanny, that those things which prove a snare to the un¬ 
believer should, in like manner, prove a snare to the elect.” 

Again Fanny Mowbray trembled. Alas ! then I may 
still risk the «langer of eternal fire by this thing,— for am I 
of the elect ? ” 

'I'lie vicar knew that Mrs. Mowbray w^as waiting for him, 
anil fearing that this long delay might have a strange appear¬ 
ance, he hastily concluded the conversation by exclaitning with 
as much vehemence as brevity, “ You are ! You are!” 


CHAPTER XIII. 

aiiis. Simpson’s (’nAiiTTABLK visit.— ciiAiinKs’s trocbles 

CON TIM'E. 


Fhom this time most of Fanny Mowbray’s hours were spent 
in writing tracts ; which, as soon as completed, \vere delivered 
to Mr. Cartwright. He received them ever with expressions 
of ininglt'd admiration and gratitude, constantly assuring her, 
the next time they met, that nothing could be more admirably 
calculated to answer the effect intended, and that the last was 
incomparably superior to all which had preceded it. 

This occupation of waiting tracts, first hit upon for the 
convenient occupation of Fanny Mowbray, was soon con¬ 
verted, by* the ready w'it of Mr. Cartwright, into an occupa¬ 
tion, in one w-ay or another, for all the professing Christians 
in his parisli who happened to have nothing to do. 
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Those who are at all acquainted with the manner in which 
the “ Church Methodists/' as they are called, obtain the un* 
bounded influence which they are known to possess in their 
different parishes, particularly over the female part of their 
congregations, must be aware, that, great and violent as the 
effect of their passionate extempore preaching often is, it is 
not to that alone that they trust for obtaining it. From the 
time Mr. Cartwright became Vicar of Wrexhill, he had been 
unremitting in his exertions of every kind to obtain power, 
influence, and dominion throughout the parish, and, on the 
whole, had been pretty generally successful. How far his 
handsome person and pleasing address contributed to this, it 
is not here necessary to inquire ; but it is certain that he drew 
upon these advantages largely in his intercourse with the females 
in general, and writh the ladies in particular. Hut though at 
first this particular species of devotion was exceedingly agree¬ 
able to him, both in its exercise and its success, he now found 
very considerable inconvenience from the difficulty of keeping 
up the frequency of his pastoral visits to his fair converts 
without giving more time to them than was consistent with his 
infinitely more important avocations at the Park. 

As soon, however, as he perceived how completely the wait¬ 
ing of tracts occupied F'anny Mow^bray during the time that 
was formerly bestowed upon listening to his sentimental divi¬ 
nity, he determined tliat several others of his female parish¬ 
ioners should dispose of their superfluous time in the same 
manner. 

Within twenty-four hours after he came to this decision, 
the three Mi.sses Richards had, each and every of them, j>ur- 
chased a quire of foolscap paper, a quarter of a hundred of 
goose-quills, with a botfle of ink, and a Concordance, in com¬ 
mon between them. Miss Stokes too, the little blue-eyed 
milliner, and Mrs. Knighton, the late post-masters wi<low, 
and Mrs. Watkins, the haberdasher’s wife, were all furnished 
with abundant materials of the same value; and all of them 
determined to give up every earthly thing, if it were necessary, 
rather than disappoint the dear, blessed Mr. Cartwright of the 
comfort of receiving any thing he expected from them. 

The widow Simpson, and even her little holy Mimima, had 
also employment found for them ; which, though it could but 
ill supply to that regenerate lady the loss of Mr. C’artwright’s 
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society, which at this particular time she was in a great de¬ 
gree deprived of, served, nevertheless, to soothe her by the 
conviction, that though not seen, she was remembered. 

The part of the business consigned to Mrs. Simpson was 
the selling the tracts. It was not without surprise that the 
people of the neighbourhood, particularly the unawakened, saw 
the parlour-windows of the principal person in the village” 
disfigured by a large square paper, looking very much as if it 
announced lodgings to let, but which, upon closer examina¬ 
tion, proved to be i))scril)ed as follows ; “ Religious tracts, 
hymns, and meditations sold here, at one penny each, or nine- 
pence halfpenny for the dozen.” 

Miss Mimima’s duty was to hold in her hand a square box, 
with a slit cut in the lid thereof, in which all who purchased 
the tracts were requested to deposit their money for the same; 
and when the customer’s appearance betokened tlte possession 
of more pennies than their ])urchase required, the little girl 
was instructed to say, One more penny, please ma’am, (or 
sir,) for the love of the Lord.” 

Thus, for the pleasant interval of a few w’eeks, every thing 
went on smoothly. Helen, at the earnest request of her bro¬ 
ther, and convinced by his arguments, as well as those of 
Lady Harrington atid Rosalind, that, under existing circum¬ 
stances, it was right to do so, made several morning visits to 
Oakley, 

Had she been questioned concerning this, she would most 
frankly have avoAved both the act and the motives for it. Rut 
no such questionings came, (’harles himself dined there re¬ 
peatedly, but was never asked why he absented liimself, nor 
where he had been. 

During this period, Mrs. Mow'hra/ seemed to encourage 
rather more than usual the intercourse of the family with 
their Wrexhill neighbours. The season being no longer 
favourable for walking, the Mowbray carriage was to be seen 
two or three times in a week at Mrs. Simpson's, Mrs. Richards’s 
and the Vicarage ; hut it often happened, that though Mrs. 
Mowbray proposed a visit to 'W'rexhill while they were at the 
breakfast-table, and that the coachman immediately received 
orders to be at the door accordingly, when the time arrived 
her inclination for the excursion was found to have evaporated, 
and the young people went thither alone. 
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Upon one occasion of this kind, when, Fanny being deeply 
engaged in the composition of a tract, and Cliarles gone to 
Oakley, Miss Torrington and Helen had the carriage to them¬ 
selves, they agreed that instead of making the proposed visit 
to Mrs. Simpson, they should go to inquire for a little patient 
of Helen’s, the child of a poor hard-working woman, who had 
long been one of her pensioners at Wrexhiil. 

The entrance to the house was by a side door from a lane 
too narrow to peimit the carriage to turn ; the two young 
ladies therefore were put down at the corner of it, and their 
approach W’as unheard by those who occupied the room upon 
which the door of the house opened, although it stood ajar. 
But as they were in the very act of entering, they were stopped 
by words so loud and angry, that they feld disposed to turn 
back and abandon their charitable intention altogether. 

But Rosalind’s ear caught a sound that made her curious 
to hear more ; and laying her band on Helen’s arm, and at tlu* 
same time making a sign that she should be silent, they stood 
for a moment on the threshold, that they might decide wdiether 
to retreat or advance. 

You nasty abominable woman, you !’’ these were the first 
w’ords which distinctly reached them ; “ you nasty untidy 
creature ! look at the soap-suds, do, all splashe<l out upon tlie 
ground ! How can you expect a (’hristian lady, who is the 
principal person in the parish, to come and look after your 
nasty dirty soul, you untidy pig, you ? ” 

‘^Lord love you, my lady! ’tis downright unpossible to 
keep one little room neat, and fit for the like of you, w'hen 1 
have the washing of three families to do in it. — Heaven be 
praised for it! —and lo cook my husband’s bit of dinner, and 
let three little ones crawi about in it, besides.” 

Stuff and nonsense !” responded the principal person in 
the village ? whoever heard of washing making people dirty ? 
Look here,—put out your hand, can’t you .f* I am sure 1 
shall come no nearer to you and your tub. Take these three 
tracts, and take care you expound them to your husband ; and 
remember that you are to bring them back again in one month 
without a single speck of dirt upon them.” 

You be sent by the new vicar, beant you. Madam Simp¬ 
son inquired the woman. 

Sent, woman ? I don’t know what you mean by ‘ sent.’ 
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As a friend and joint labourer with Mr. Cartwright in the 
vineyard, I am come to take your soul out of the nethermost 
pit; but if you w'ill persist in going on soaping and rubbing at 
that rate instead of listening to me, I don’t see that you have 
any more chance of salvation than your black kettle there. 
Mercy on me ! I shall catch my death of cold here! Tell me 
at once, do you undertake to expound these tracts to your 
husband ? ” 

Dear me ! no, my lady ; I was brought up altogether to 
the washing line.” 

What has that to do with it, you stupid sinner? 1 can’t 
stay any longer in this horrid, damp, windy hole; but take 
care tliat you expound, for I insist upon it; and if you don’t 
you may depend upon it Mr. Cartwright won’t give you one 
penny of the sacrament money.” 

So saying, the pious lady turned away and opened the door 
upon ]\Iiss Torrington and Helen. 

(bnscious, perhaps, that her Christian duty had not been 
performed in so lady-like a manner as it might have been, had 
she known that any portion of the Park family were within 
hearing, the principal person in the village started and coloured 
at seeing them ; but, aware how greatly she had outrun the 
two young hij^ies in the heavenly race, she immediately re¬ 
covered herself and said, “ I am afraid, young ladies, that 
your errand here is not the same as mine. Betty Thomas is 
a poor sinfid creature, and I hope you are not going to give 
her money till she is repoited elect. Miss Mowbray? It will 
really be no less than a sin if you do.” 

•i •' 

She has a sick chihl, Mrs. Simpson,” replied Helen, and 
1 am going to give her money to buy what will make broth 
for it.” • 

Helen then entered the room, made Iter inquiries for the 
little sufferer, ajid ])utting her donation into sinful Betty Tho¬ 
mas’s soapy hand, returned to Mrs. Simpson and Hosulind, 
who remained conversing at tlie door. 

It was raining hard, and Miss Mowbray asked Mrs. Simp¬ 
son if she should take her home. 

'J'liat i^ an offer that I won’t refuse. Miss Mowbray, 
though I am within, and you are without, the pale. But 1 
am terribly subject to catching cold ; and 1 do assure you that 
this winter weather makes a serious Christian’s duty very 

s 2 
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difficult to do» 1 have got rid of seventy tracts since first of 
December. ” 

“You sell the tracts, do you not, Mrs. Simpson?’" said 
Rosalind. 

Yes, Miss Torrington, — I sell them and lend them, and 
now and then give them, when I think it is a great object to 
have them seen in any particular house.” 

Have you collected much, ma'am, by the sale ? ” 

Not a very large sum as yet, Miss Torrington ; but I am 
getting on in many different ways for the furtherance of Hea¬ 
ven’s work. Perhaps, ladies, though you have not as yet put 
your own hands to the plough that sludl open the way for 
you to a place among the heavenly host, you may like to see my 
account ? ” 

“ I should like it very much, Mrs. Simpson,” said Rosalind. 

The lady then drew from her reticule a small pocket-book, 
from which she read several items, which from various sources 
contributed, as she said, ‘‘ to fill a bag for the W’ork, ” to be 
expended upon the saints by the hands of their pious vicar. 

By the time this interesting lecture was finished, the car¬ 
riage hatl reached Mrs. Simpson’s door, and having set her 
down, was ordered home. 

“ Now will I give (Uiarles a pendant to the exquisite poetical 
effusion which he bestowed on me some time since,” said 
Rosalind, drawing forth j)encil and paper from a jmcket of 
the carriage, in which Mr.s. Mowbray was accustomed of late 
to deposit what the viear called “sacred memoraiula;” by 
which were signified all the scraps of gossip respecting the 
poor people among whom she distributed tracts, that she could 
collect for his j)rivate ear. 

Having invoked thX Sisters Nine for the space of five 
minutes, she read aloud tiie result to Helen, who declared her¬ 
self willing to give testimony, if called upon^ to the faithful 
rendering (save and except the rhymes) of the financial docu¬ 
ment to which they had just listened. 

Sixpence .'i week i>aid Viy eacli serious j^cw 

111 Kir ('iirtwrighf’s ehiircli, makes—one pound two; 

From Wrexhill workhouse, by u larthiiiK rate 
Collected by invself, just one pound eight; 

Crumbs for the Lord, gather’d from door io door 
Through Hampshire, makes exactly two pound four ; 

From twelve old ladies, oflhrings from the hive 
In various sums, amount to three pound five; 
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From our now Sunday school, as the I^rd’a fee. 

By i>eniiies from each child, we’ve shillings three; 

And last of all, and more deserving praise 
Than all the sums raised by all other ways, 

“ The desperate Sinner’s certain Uoad to Heaven,” 

Sold at the gallows foot,—thirteen pound seven. 

'‘^Thisis a new accomplishment/’ said Helen, laughing; and 
I declare to you, Rosalind, I think it very unnecessary, Roman 
Catholic-like, and unkind, to perform any more works of 
supererogation in that fascinating style upon the heart of poor 
(Charles. I am afraid he has had more than is good for him 
already. ” 

I do not think the beauty of my verses will at all tend to 
injure Mr. Mowbray’s peace of mind,” replied Rosalind rather 
coldly. However, we can watch their effects, you know, 
and if we see any alarming symptoms coming on we can with¬ 
draw them.” 

Just before they reacheil the lodge-gates, they perceived 
Charles on foot before them ; and stopjiiiig the carriage, 
Helen made him get in, just to tell them, as she said, how 
her dear godmother was, what kind messages she ha<l sent her, 
and though last, not least, whether any tidings had been heard 
of the commission. 

(Charles appeared to be in excellent spirits; repeated 
many jileasaiH observations uttered by Sir Gilbert on the 
efterveseent nature of his mother’s malady ; told them that 
a commission in the Horse (ruards was declared to be at 
his service as soon as the money for it was forthcoming, for 
which, if needs must, even Sir Gilbert bad permitted him to 
draw on Mr. Corbold ; and finally, that he believed they had 
all alarmed themselves about Mr. (’artwright and his perni¬ 
cious influences in a very wwong and unreasonable manner. 

On reaching the bouse, they entereu the library, which was 
the usual winter sitting-room ; but it was quite deserted. 
They drew round the tire for a few minutes’ further discus¬ 
sion of the nows and the gossip which Charles had brought; 
and, apropos of some of the Oakley anecdotes of the proceed¬ 
ings at W^rexhill, Helen requested Rosalind to produce her 
version of Mrs. Simpson’s deeds of grace, 

AVillingly,” replic<l Miss Torrington, drawing the paper 
from her pocket. “ Yon dedicated a poem to me, Mr. Mow^- 
bray, some weeks ago ; and 1 now beg to testify my gratitude 
by presenting you with this.” 
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Charles took the paper, and while fixing his eyes with a 
good deal of meaning upon the beautiful giver, kissed it, and 
said, “ Do you make it a principle, Miss Torrington, to 
return in kind every offering that is made you ? " 

That is selon,'* she replied, colouring, and turning round 
to say something to Helen : but she was gone. 

Rosalind!” said Charles, thrusting her paper unread into 
his bosom. “ This commission, though we hail it as good 
fortune, will yet jmt an end to by far the happiest i)criod of 
my existence, unless — 1 may hope, Rosalind, that — if ever 
the time should come — and 1 now think it will come — when 
I may again consider myself as the heir to a large property, 1 
may hope that you will some day suffer me to lay this pro¬ 
perty at your feet.” 

Never lay your property at the feet of any one, Mr. Mow¬ 
bray,” she replied carelessly. 

Charles coloured and looked grievously offended. You 
teach me at least. Miss Torrington, to beware how I venture 
again to hope that you would accej)! any thing 1 could lay at 
yours.” 

Nay, do not say so, IVIr. Mowbray : 1 accept daily from 
you most willingly and gratefully unnumbered testimonies of 
friendship and good will; and if their being kirdly welcomed 
will ensure their continuance, you will not let them cease.’’ 

I am a coxcomb for having ever hoped for more,” said 
(’harles, leaving the room with cheeks painfully glowing and 
a heart indignantly throbbing. He had not looked for this 
repulse, and his disappointment was abundantly ])ainful. 
Over and over again had lie decided, while liolding counsel 
with himself on the subject, that he wouhl not propose to 
Rosalind till his mother had made him indejiendeiU; but 
these resolutions were the result rather of a feeling of gene¬ 
rosity than of timidity. Yet CUiarlos Moivhrcy w’as no cox¬ 
comb. Miss Torrington was not herself aware how many 
trifling hut fondly-treasured symptoms of partial liking she 
had betrayed towards him during the last few weeks ; and as 
it never entered his imagination to believe that she could 
doubt the reality of his strong attachment, he at’^ribiited the 
repulse he had received, as well as all the encouragement 
which led him to risk it, as the result of the most cruel and 
cold-hearted coquetry. 
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It is probable that he left Rosalind little better satisfied with 
herself than he was with her; but unfortunately there is no 
medium by which thoughts carefully hid in one bosom can be 
made to pour their light and warmth into another, and much 
misery was in this instance, as well as in ten thousand others, 
endured by each party, only for want of understanding what 
W'as going on in the heart of the other. 

Mowbray determined not to waste another hour in uncer¬ 
tainty as to the manner in which his commission was to be 
paid for, and his future expenses supplied. But in his way 
to his mother, he delayed long enough to say to Helen, I 
have proposed, and lieen most scornfully rejected, Helen. 
How could wc either of us ever dream that Miss Torrington 
showed atiy more favour to me than she would have done to 
any brother of yours, had he been a hunchbacked idiot?" 

U’^ithout waiting to receive any expression either of surprise 
or sympathy, he left his sister with the same hurried abrupt¬ 
ness with which he sought lu^r, and hastened on to find his 
mother. 

She W'as sitting alone, with a hible on one side of her, and 
two tracts on the other. In her hand w'as a little curiously- 
folded note, such as she now very constantly received at least 
once a day, even though the writer might have left her pre¬ 
sence in health and perfect contentment one short hour before. 

She started at the sudden entrance of her son, and her deli¬ 
cately pale face became as red as a milkmaid’s as she hastily 
placed the note she w'as reading between the leaves of her 
book. But Charles saw' it not; every pulse within him was 
heating wdth such violence, that it required all the power left 
him to speak that which he had to say. Had his mother been 
weighing out a poison, and packets before her labelled for him¬ 
self and his sistens, lie would not have seen it. 

'' Mother,” be said, “ 1 have received notice that the com¬ 
mission in the Horse Cuards which my father applied for 
some time before he died is now ready for me. Will you 
have the kindness to furnish me with the means of paying for 
it ? and will you also inform me on wdiat sum I may reckon 
for my yearly expenses ? 1 mean to join immediately." 

Mrs. Mowbray’s little agitation had entirely subsided, and 
she answered with much solemnity, You come to me, 
Charley in a very abrupt manner, and apparently in a very 

* ■ s 4 
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thoughtless frame of mind^ to speak on subjects which to my 
humble capacity seem fraught with consequences most awfully 
important. — The Horse (luards ! Oh ! Charles ! is it pos¬ 
sible you can have lived for many weeks in such a regenerated 
family as mine, and yet turn your thoughts towards a life so 
profane as that of an officer in the Horse Guards ?” 

“ Let my life pass where it may, mother, I trust it will 
not be a profane one. 1 should ill repay my father’s teaching 
if it were. This is the profession which he chose for me; it 
is the one to which 1 have silways directed my hopes, and it is 
that which I decidedly prefer. I trust, therefore, that you 
will not object to iny following the course tvliich my most 
excellent father pointed out to me.” 

“ I shall object to it, sir: and pray understand at once, 
that I will never suffer the intemperate pleadings of a hot¬ 
headed young man to over])ower the voice of conscience in my 
heart.” 

Poor Mowbray felt inclined to exclaim, 

“ When s<>rr(>\v,s tome, thoy come not single sj>ios, 
nut in Imttalions." 

For a moment be remained perfectly silent, and then said. 

This is very terrible news for me, mother. You shall hear. 
I trust, no intemperate pleadings, but I hope you will let me 
reason with you on the subject. Surely you will not blame 
me for wishing in this, and in all things, to adhere as closely 
as may be to my dear father s wishes ? ” 

If your poor father, Charles, groped through life sur¬ 
rounded on all sides W’ith outer darkness, is that any reason 
that I should suffer the son he left under my care and control 
to do so likewise ? When he left the whole of my property 
at my whole and sole disposal, it was plain that he felt tliere 
was more hope of wisdom abiding in me than in you. It is 
herein, and herein only, that 1 mu.st labour to do according 
to his wishes and his will, and endeavour so to act that all may 
see his confidence in me was not misplaced.” 

“ For Heaven’s sake, mother ! think well before you deter¬ 
mine upon disappointing all my ho|}es in this most cruel 
manner ; and believe me, that no lookers-on betw^een you and 
me — except perhaps the mischievous fanatic who has lately 
chosen to meddle so impertinently in our affairs — hut will 
feel and say that 1 have been ill treated.” 
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Had Mowbray not been stung and irritated as he was be¬ 
fore this conversation, it is probable he would not have remon¬ 
strated thus warmly with a mother, whom he had ever been ac¬ 
customed to treat with the most tender observance and respect. 

She looked at him with equal anger and astonishment, and 
remained for some time without speaking a word, or with¬ 
drawing her eyes from his face. If her son felt inclined to 
quote Shakspeare at the beginning of the conversation, she 
might have done so at the end of it; for all she wished to say 
was comprised in these words: 

“ Nay, then, 1 ’ll scntl thosc to you that can speak.” 

She did not, liowever, express herself exactly thus, but ended 
her long examination of his flushed and agitated countenance 
by pronouncing almost in a whisper, 

‘‘ This is very terrible ! But I thank Heaven I am not 
left quite alone in the world!’' 

Having thus spoken, she rose and retired to her bed-room, 
leaving her very unhap}»y son in possession of her morning 
parlour,” and of more bitter thoughts than had ever before 
been his portion. 

Having continued for some moments exactly in the position 
in whicli she left him, he at length started up, and endeavour¬ 
ing to roll- e himself from the heavy trance that seemed to 
have fallen on him, he hastened to find Helen. 

It is all over with me, Helen!’' said he. You know 
what I met with in the library ; — and novr my mother pro¬ 
tests against iny accepting my commission, because she says 
that ofticors lead profane lives. VThat is to become of me, 
Helen!” 

Have patience, dearest Charles^ All this cannot last. 
It cannot b(‘ supposed that we can submit ourselves to the 
will of Mr. (lartwriglit: and dej)end upon it that it is he who 
has dictated this refusal. Do not look so very miserable, my 
dear brother! I think you would do very wisely if you 
returned to Oakley to dinner, — for many reasons.” 

“ Bless you, love, for the suggestion ! ” It will indeed be 
a relief to me. I know not at this moment which I most 
desire to avoid — my mother, or Miss Torrington. .Have 
you seen her — Rosalind, I mean ? 

No, Charles,—not since you parted from her. 1 heard 
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her enter her room and lock the door. The answer you have 
received from her surprises me raorCj and vexes me more, 
than even my mother’s.” 

Bless you, Helen ! you are a true sister and a true 
friend. I will go to Sir Gilbert;—but it rains hard—I wish 
I had the cab, or my own dear mare to ride. But that’s a 
minor trouble ; — it irks me though, for it comes from the 
same quarter.” 

“ It does indeed; —and it irks me too, believe me. But 
patience, Charles! — courage and patience will do much.” 

Will it give me the heart of the woman 1 love, Helen ?— 
or rather, will it give her a heart ? It is that which galls me. 
I have been deceived—trifled with, and have loved with my 
whole heart and soul a most heartless, fair-seeming coquette.” 

That you have not, Charles ! ” replied Helen warmly; 
“ that you have not! I too have mistaken Rosalind’s feelings 
towards you. Perhaps she has mistaken them herself: but 
she is not heartless; and above all, there is no seeming about 
her.” 

How I love you for contradicting me, Helen ! — and for 
that bright flush that so eloquently expresses anger and indig¬ 
nation at my injustice! But if she be not a co(iuette, then 
must 1 he a most consummate puppy ; for as 1 kve, Helen, I 
thought she loved me.” 

I cannot understand it. But I know that Rosalind Tor- 
rington is W'arm-hearted, generous, and sincere; and whatever 
it is which has led us to misunderstand her, either now or 
heretofore, it cannot be coquetry, or false-seeming of any kind.” 

W\*ll—^be it so: I would rather the fault w'ere mine than 
hers. But I wdll not see her again to-day if I can hel}) it. So 
good-h’ye, Helen: inyT'ady must excuse my toilet;—I can¬ 
not dress and then walk through Oakley lane.” 


CHAPTER XIV. 

THE ENTRY. 

It was very nearly midnight when Mowbray returned from 
his visit to Sir Gilbert Harrington’s. To his great surprise. 
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he found Helen waiting for him, even in the hall; for the 
moment she heard the door-bell she ran out to meet him. 

Why are you up so late, Helen ? ” he exclaimed : ‘‘ and 
for Heaven’s sake tell me what makes you look so pale.— 
Where is Rosalind ” 

** She is in bed ;—she has been in tears all day ; I made 
her go to bed. But, oh, (’harles ! my mother !—she has left 
the house.” 

Gracious Heaven ! what do you mean ? Did she leave the 
house in anger ? Did she ask for me ? ” 

No, Charles : nor for me either !” 

And w'hcrc on earth is she gone.^” 

No one in the house has the remotest idea; it is impos¬ 
sible even to guess. But she has taken Fanny and Curtis 
with her.*’ 

When did she set out ? ” 

“ While Rosalind and I were eating our miserable melan¬ 
choly dinner. Mr. C artwright, I find, called after you went, 
and was shown, as usual, to her dressing-room ; but he tlid 
not stay, Tliomas says, above half an hour, for he both let 
liim in and out. Soon after he went avray, Fanny was sent 
for; and she and Curtis remained with her till a few minutes 
before dinnev-time. (Jurtis then w'ent into the kitchen, it 
seems, and ordered a tray to be taken for my mother and 
Fanny into the dressing-room, and the only message sent to 
Rosalind and nu* was, that mamma "was not well, and begged 
not to be djsturb(;d. Curtis must have seen the coacliman 
and settled every thing with him very secretly ; for not one of 
the servants, except the new' stable-boy, knew that the car* 
riage was ordered.” 

“ IIow' are wre to interpret this, Helen ?—Such anight too! 
—.as dark as pitch. Had I not known the way blindfold, I 
.should never hiive got home. 1 left Sir Gilbert in a rage because 
I would not sleep there;—but my heart was heavy; I felt 
restless and anxious at the idea of remaining from you during 
the night: I think it was a presentiment of this dreadful 
news.—Oh ! what a day has this been to me! So gay, so 
happy in tJic morning ! so supremely wretched before night I 
—1 can remember nothing that I said which coulil possibly 
have driven her to leave her home. What can it mean, 
Helen.?” 
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“ Alas! Charles, I have no power to answer you. If 
asking questions could avail, might I not ask what I have 
done? And yet, at the moment of her leaving home for the 
night, she sent me word that I was nol to disturb her!’' 

The roads too are so bad ! Had she lamps, Helen ? ” 

Oh yes. Some of the maids, while shutting up the rooms 
upstairs, saw the lights moving very rapidly towards the lodges.” 

It is an inexplicable and very painful mystery. Hut go 
to bed, my dearest Helen ! you look most wretchedly ill and 
miserable.” 

“111?—No, I am not ill, Charles, but miserable; yes, 
more miserable than 1 have ever felt since my poor father’s 
death was first made known to me.” 

The following morning brought no relief to the anxiety 
which this strange absence occasioned, llosalind joined the 
brother and sister at breakfast, and her jaded looks more than 
confirmed Helen’s report of the preceding night. Charles, 
however, hardly saw her sufficiently to know how she looked, 
for he carefully avoided her eyes; but if the gentlest and 
most soothing tone of voice, and the exjn-ession of her almost 
tender sympathy in the uneasiness he was enduring, could 
have consoled the young man for all he had suffered aud was 
suffering, he would have been consoled. 

'J’he day passed heavily ; but Helen looked so very ill and 
so very unhappy, that Charles could not bear to leave her ; 
and though a mutual feebng of embarrassment Iwtween him¬ 
self and llosalind made his remaining with them a very doubt¬ 
ful advantage, he never quitteil them. 

Hut it W'as quite in vain that he attempUnl to n'liew the 
occupations which had made the last six weeks pass so deliglit- 
fully. He began to read ; but Hch'U stopped him before the 
end of the page, by saying, “ I cannot think w’hat is the rea¬ 
son of it, ( harles, but I cannot comprehend a single syllable of 
what you are reading.” 

Rosaliiid, blushing to the ears, and actually trembling from 
head to foot, invited him to play at chess with her. IVith- 
out replying a word, he brought the table and set up the men 
before her; but the result of the game was, that ('harles gave 
llosalind checkmate, and it was Helen only who discovered it. 

At an early hour they separated for the night; for the i<lea 
of waiting for Mrs. Mowbray seemed equally painful to them all, 



THE VICAR OF TTREXHlXiL. 


269 

and the morrow’s sun rose upon them only to bring a repeti-* 
tion of the sad and restless hours of the day that was palt. 
Truly might they have said they were weary of conjecture ; 
for so completely had they exhausted every supposition to 
which the imagination of either of the party could reach, 
without finding one on which common sense would permit them 
to repose, that, by what seemed common consent, they ceased 
to hazard a single may be ” more. 

'Fhey were sitting with their coffee-cups before tltem, and 
Rosalind Avas once more trying to fix the attention of Charles, 
as well as her own, to the chess-board, when a lusty pull at 
the door-bell produced an alarm which caused all the servants 
in the house to jump from their seats, and one half of the 
chessmen to be overturned ])y the violent start of Rosalind. 

A few moments of breathless expectation followed. The 
house door was opened, and the steps of several persons were 
heard in the hall, but no voice accompanied them. Helen 
rose, hut trembled so violently, that her brother threw his arms 
round her and almost carried her to a sofa. Rosalind stood 
beside her, looking very nearly as pale as herself; while Charles 
made three steps forward and one back again, and then stood 
with liis hands elapsed and his eyes fixed on the door in a 
rnnnner AA'hich showed that, in spite of his manhood, he was 
very nearly as much agitated as his companions. 

The next sound they heard was tlie voice of the lady of the 
mansion, and she spoke loud and clear, as she laid her hand on 
the lock, and partly opening the door, said addressing the 
butler, who with half a dozen other servingmen had hurried to 
answer the bell, “ Chivers ! order all the servants to meet me 
in this room immediately ; ami fail not to come yourself.” 

Mowbray had again ste])ped forward upon hearing his 
mother's voice, but stopped short to listen to her w'ords ; and 
having heard them, ho turned back again, and placing himself 
behind tlie sofa on which Helen sat, leaned over it to whisper 
in her ear—“ Let me not see you overcome, Helen ! and then 
I shall be able to bear any thing.” 

As he spoke, the door w^as thrown widely open, and a lady 
entered dressed entirely in white and very deeply veiled, fol¬ 
lowed by l^^anny Mowbray and Mr. Cartwright. 

A heavy sense of faintness seized on the heart of Helen, but 
she stood up and endeavoured to advance; Rosalind, on the 
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contrary, stepped back and seated herself in the darkest corner 
of the room; while Charles hastily walked towards the veiled 
lady, and in a voice thick from emotion, exclaimed, My 
mother! 

Yes, Charles!” she replied; “your mother; but no 
longer a widowed, desolate mother, shrinking before the un¬ 
natural rebuke of her son. I would willingly have acted with 
greater appearance of delilwration, but your conduct rendered 
this impossible. Mr. Cartwright! permit me to present you 
to this hot-headed young man and his sister, as my husband 
and their father.” 

This terrible but expected annunciation w'as received in total 
silence. Mowbray seemed to think only of his sister; for 
w'ithout looking towards the person thus solemnly presented to 
him, he turned to her, and taking her by the arm, said, 
‘‘ Helen I—you had better sit down." 

, Fanny, who had entered the room immediately after her 
mother, looked pale and frightened; but though she fixed a 
tearful eye on Helen, she attemjjted not to approach her. 

Mr. Cartwright himself stood beside his bride, or rather a 
little in advance of her: his tall person drawn up to its greatest 
height. Meekness, gentleness, and humility appeared to have 
his lips in their keeping; but unquenchable triumi»h was run¬ 
ning riot in his eyes, and flashed upon every individual l)efore 
him with a very unequivocal and somewhat scornful air of 
authority. 

This tableau endured till the door was again thrown open, 
and one by one the servants entered, forming at last a long 
line completely across the room. When all were in their 
marshalled places, which tiere, as elsewhere, were in as exact 
conformity to the received order of precedence as if they had 
been nobles at a coronation, the lady bride again lifted her 
voice and addressed them thus: “ 1 have called you all together 
on the present occasion in order to inform you that Mr. Cart¬ 
wright is my husband and your master. I hope it is unneces¬ 
sary for me to say that every thing in the family must hence¬ 
forward be suVnuitted solely to his pleasure, and that his 
commands must on all occasions supersede those of every other 
person. I trust you will all show ypurselves sensible of the 
inestimable blessing I have bestowed upon you in thus giving 
you a master who can lead you unto everlasting life; and as 
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I have married for the glory of Heaven, so I trust to receive 
its blessing upon the same, and to see every member of my 
family advancing daily under the guidance of their earthly 
master's hand to that state which shall ensure them favour from 
their heavenly one in the life to come. Amen ! Rei>eat, 1 beg 
you—all of you repeat with me Amen !” 

Though there were some throats there in which Amen would 
have stuck, there were enough present besides these to get up 
a tolerably articulate Amen. 

Mr. Cartwright then stepped forward, and laying his hat 
and gloves on the table, said aloud, “ Let us pray J" 

The obedient menials knelt before him,— all save one. This 
bold exception was the housekeeper ; a staid and sober person 
of fifty years of age, who during the dozen years she had pre¬ 
sided over the household, had constantly evinced a strict and 
conscientious adherence to her religious duties, and was, more¬ 
over, distinguished for her uniformly respectful, quiet, and 
unobtrusive <lemeanour. But she now stepped forw'ard from 
her place at the head of the line, and said in a low' voice, but 
very slowly and distinctly, I cannot, sir, on this occasion 
kneel down to pray at your bidding. This is not a holy busi¬ 
ness at all, Mr. Cartw'right: and if you were to give me for 
salary the half of what you are about to w'ring from the orphan 
children of my late master, (deceased just eight calendar months 
ago,) I would not take it, sir, to live here and witness what I 
cannot but look upon as great sin.” 

'I'he good woman then gave a sad look at Helen and her 
brother, who were standing together, dropped a respectful 
curtesy as her eyes rested on them, and then left the room. 

Her sin Ih^ on her owm head !” said Mr. Cartwright as he 
himself kneeled dowm upon a footstool which stood near the 
table. He drew a cambric handkerchief from his pocket, gave 
a preparatory hem,” and apparently unconscious that Miss 
Torrington haef darted from the remote corner in which she 
had been ensconced and followed the housekeeper out of the 
room, remained for a moment with his eyes fixed on Mowbray 
and Helen, who remained standing. 

“ It would be a frightful mockery for us to kneel !’* said 
Charles, drawing his sister back to the sofa she had quitted. 

Sit down with me, Helen ; and when we are alone we will 
pray for strength to endure as we ought to do whatever cala- 
piity it‘is Heaven’s will to try us with.” 
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Tlie bride was kneeling beside her husband ; but she rose 
up and said, You are of age, Charles Mowbray, and too stiff¬ 
necked and wilful to obey your mother: but you, Helen, I 
command to kneel.” 

She then replaced herself with much solemnity ; and Helen 
knelt too, while breathing a silent prayer to he forgiven for 
what she felt to he profanation. 

Charles stood for a moment irresolute, and then said, drop¬ 
ping on his knees beside her, “ Heaven will pardon me for 
your sake, dear Helen, — even for kneeling at a service that 
my heart disclaims.” 

Mr. Cartwright hemmed again, and began. 

I thank thee ! that by thy especial calling and election I 
am placed where so many sinful souls are found, who through 
and by me may be shown the path by which to escape the 
eternal pains of hell. Hut let thy flames blaze and burn, O 
Lord! for those who neglect so great salvation! Pour down 
upon them visibly thy avenging judgments, and let the earth 
see it and he afraid. To me, O Lord ! grant power, strength, 
and courage to do the work that is set liefore me. ' Let me be 
a rod and a scourge to the ungodly ; and let no sinful weakness 
on the part of the wife whom thou hast given me come across 
or overshadow the light received from thee for the leading of 
the reliellious back unto thy paths. Bless my virtuous wife; 
teach her to l)c meekly obedient to my word, and to thine 
through me ; and make her so to value the inestimable mercy 
of being placed in the guiding hands of thy elected servant, 
that the miserable earthl) dross which she maketh over to me 
in exchange for the same may seem hut as dirt ami filthiness 
in her sight! May such children as are already horn unto her 
be brought to a due sense of thy exceeding mercy in thus put¬ 
ting it into their mother's heart to choose thine elected servant 
to lead them through the dangerous paths of youth ; make 
tliem rejoice and be exceeding glad for the same, for so shall it 
be good in thy sight!” 

This terrible thanksgiving, with all its minute rehearsing of 
people and of things, w'ent on for a considerable time longer ; 
but enough has been given to show the spirit of it. As soon 
as it was ended, the new master of the mansion rdse from his 
knees, and waiting with an appearance of some little impatience 
till his audience had all recovered their feet, he turned to 
his bride with a smile of much complacency, and said^ 
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‘ Mrs, Cartwright, ray love, w'here shall I order Chivers to bring 
us some refreshments Probably the dining-room fire is ouL 
Shall we sup here ?” 

“ Wherever you please,” answered the lady meekly, and 
blushing a little at the sound of her new name pronounced for 
the first time before her children. 

This address and the answer to it were too much for Helen 
to endure with any appearance of composure. She hid her face 
in her handkerchief as she passed her mother, and giving Fanny, 
who was seated near the door, a hasty kiss, left the room, fol¬ 
lowed by her brother, 

Helen ran to the apartment of Rosalind; and Mowbray ran 
with her, forgetful, as it seemed, of the indecorum of such an 
unauthorized intnision at any time, and more forgetful still 
of the icy barrier which had seemed to exist betw'ecn him and 
its fair inhabitant since the first expression of his love and of 
his hope had l)een so crutdly chilled by her light anstver to it. 
But in this moment of new' misery every thing was forgotten 
but the common sorrow: they found Rosalind passionately 
sobbing, and Mrs, Williams, the housekeeper, weeping very 
heartily beside her. , 

“ Oh, my Helen !” exclaimed the young heire.ss, springing 
forw'ard to me,^'t her ; APilliams says they cannot take my 
money frorfi me. "Will you let us divide my fortune and live 
together ? ” 

Williams forgets your age, Rosalind,” replied Helen ; but 
though there was pain in recalling this disqualifying truth, 
there W'as a glance of pleasure too in the look with which 
Helen thanketl her ; and Charles, as he gazed on her swollen 
eyes and w'orking features, felt that, cruel as she had been to 
him, she must ever be the dearest, as she was the best and 
the loveliest, being in the w'orld. 

And there w^s assuredly comfort, even at such a moment, 
in the devoted friendship of Rosalind, and in the respectful 
but earnest expressions of affection from the good housekeeper ; 
but the future prospects of Charles and his sisters was one 
upon which it was impossible to look without dismay. 

“ Whatopght we to do said Helen, appealing as much to 
her old servant as her young friend. Can it be our duty to live 
with tbit hypocritical and designing wretch, and call him 
father ? ” 

T 
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“ No ! ” replied Rosalind vehemently. To do so would 
be shame and sin/’ 

But where can the poor girls take refuge? You forget, 
Miss Torrington, that they are penniless," said Charles. 

But 1 am not penniless, sir,” replied Rosalind, looking at 
him with an expression of anger that proceeded wholly from 
his formal mode of address, but which he interpreted as the 
result of a manner assumed to keep him at a distance. 

May I venture to say one w'ord, my dear children, before 
1 take my leave of you ?’’ said Mrs. Williams. 

Oh yes,” said Helen, taking her by the hand; I wish 
you would give us your advice, Williams: we are too young 
to decide for ourselves at such a dreadful moment as this.** 

And for that very reason, my dear Miss Helen, 1 would 
have you wait a little before you decide at all. Master (diaries, 

— I beg his pardon — Mr. Mowbray, — is altogether a differ¬ 
ent considenration ; and if so be it is any way possible for him, 
I think he should leave, and wait for the end elsewhere: 
but for you and poor Miss Fanny, my dear young lady, I do 
think you must learn to bear and forbear till such time as you 
may leave your misguided mamma, and perhaps accept this 
noble young lady’s offer, and share her great fortune with her, 

— for a time I mean. Miss Helen,—for it can’t be but my 
mistress will come to her senses sooner or later, and then she 
will remember she is a mother ; and she will remember too, 
take my word for it, the noble-hearted but too confiding gen¬ 
tleman, who veas your father.’* 

Tears flowed from every' eye, for poor Mowbray was no 
exception, at this allusion to the beloved father, the gentle 
master, and the friendly guardian; but this did not prevent 
the good woman’s wohis from having their full weight,—it 
rather added to it, for it brought back the vivid remembrance 
of one in whose temper there was no gall. 

“ It will be hard to bear, Williams," replied Helen ; “ but 
I do indeed believe that you are right, and that, for a time at 
least, this cruelly changed house must he our home. But do 
you know that in the midst of all our misery, 1 have one com¬ 
fort,— I think poor Fanny will be restored to us. Did you 
see the expression of her lovely face as she looked at us, Charles? 
Even you did not look more miserable.” 

And if that be so. Miss Helen, it may atone for much 
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for it was a grievous sight to see the poor innocent child taking 
all Mr. Cartwright’s brass for gold. If she has got a peep at 
his cloven foot, I shall leave you almost with a light heart— 
for I have grieved over her.” 

I will take all the comfort I can, Williams, from your 
words, and will follow your counsel too, upon one condition ; 
and that is, nobody must prevent my setting off betimes to¬ 
morrow morning, as you and I did, Rosalind, once before, for 
Oakley. If my dear godmother advises me as you do, Wil¬ 
liams, I will return and quietly put my neck into this hateful 
yoke, and so remain till Heaven shall see “fit to release me.*’ 

“ Heaven knows, I shall not oppose that plan,” said Rosa¬ 
lind eagerly ; for to my judgment, it is the very best you 
can pursue.” 

“ Indeed I think so,'* added Charles; “ and, dark and 
dismal as the mornings are, I would advise you, Helen, to set 
out before the time arrives for either accepting or refusing the 
general summons to join the family break fast-table.” 

And may I go too said Rosalind with a glance half re¬ 
proachful at Charles for the manner in which he seemed to 
avoid speaking to her. 

May you, Rosalind .J*” cried Helen, “ For pity’s sake, do 
not fancy it possible that 1 can do anything without you now: 
I should feel that you were forsaking me.” 

“ I never forsake any one that I have ever loved,” said Rosa¬ 
lind with emotion, whatever you or any one else may think 
to the contrary.” 

Well, then, we will all three go together. But you little 
thought, Rosalind, when you first came here, that you would 
have to trudge through muddy lanes, and under wintry skies for 
want of a carriage: but on this occasion, at least, we will not 
ask Mr.Cartwright to permit us the use of one of his.” 

Then go to bed, my dear young ladies,” said Mrs. Wil¬ 
liams, “ that you may lie early up to-morrow : and let me hear 
from you. Miss Helen. I shall not go from Wrexhill, at least 
not till I know a little liow you will settle every thing. I will 
take Mrs. Freeman’s pretty little rooms, that you always admire 
so much. Master Charles; and there I will stay for the present.” 

Oh ! that beautiful little cottage that they call the 
Mowbray Arms !’^ said Rosalind. How we shdl envy her, 
Helen!” 


•T 2 
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The party then separated; for the good housekeeper most 
strenuously opposed Rosalind’s proposition of passing the night 
witli her friend. 

You would neither of you sleep a wink, ladies, if you 
bide together. And now, though there is more sorrow with 
you than such young hearts ought to have, yet you will sleep 
Avhen you have nobody to talk to about it ; for what makes old 
folks wake and watch, will often made young folks sleep.’* 
And the good woman’s prediction proved true; though the 
sleep that followed the tremendous blow diey had received 
was too feverish and full of dreams to make the waking feel 
like that delightful return to new life and new joy which the 
waking of the young should ever be. 


CHAPTER XV. 

WAliK TO OAKLEY-WOMESTIC ARRANGEMENTSTHE 

VILLAGE INN. 

Fortunately for their proposed expedition, the morning broke 
more brightly than a December morning could reasonably be 
expected to do, and the trio set off’ on their walk to Oakley al¬ 
most as soon as it was light. The expedition, notwithstanding 
the unhappy cause of it, vrould have been less silent and less 
sad, liad not Charles ttiought Rosalind capricious and cruel, and 
had not Rosalind thought Charles unkind and cold. 

Nothing could appear niore likely to perpetuate the unfortu¬ 
nate misunderstanding between them than the heavy misfortune 
that had fallen upon Mowbray. His total dependence, con¬ 
trasted with MissTorrington’s wealth, was perpetually recurring 
to liim, producing a degree of restraint in his manner that cut 
Rosalind to the heart, and roused all her womanly pride to pre¬ 
vent the long-combated feeling of attachment to which his 
present sorrows gave tenfold strength from betraying itself. 

The tripping lightly through summer paths, and the picking 
one’s way through wintry lanes, are two very different opera¬ 
tions ; and notwithstanding tlieir early rising, they found the 
baronet and his lady already at the breakfast-table. 

The astonishment occasioned by their appearance was great. 
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but yet it was a joyous astonishment, and it was some time 
before Sir Gilbert's noisy welcome subsided sufficiently for her 
ladyship’s more quiet and more anxious inquiries could be either 
answered or heard. 

At length there was something in die tone of Helen’s voice, 
the glance of Rosalind’s eye, and the silent pressure of Mow¬ 
bray’s hand, which awakened his attention. 

M^y, you have walked over to see us, my dear girls, and 
it was behaving like a pair of little angels to do so ; but you’re 
not one half as well pleased to see me as 1 am to see you. Come 
here, * Helen; sit down in my own chair here, and get warm, 
and then the words will thaw and come forth like the notes from 
the horn of Munchausen’s postboy. And your black eyes. 
Miss Rose, don't look half as saucy as they used do: and as for 
Charles,—What, on earth, is the matter with ye all ? ” 

Helen burst into tears and buried her face in Lady Harring¬ 
ton’s bosom, 

“ Sir Gilbert,” said Mowbray, colouring to the temples, ^'my 
mother is married!” 

The devil she is !” thundered the old man, clenching his 
fists. Married, is she ?—Jezebel!—May your poor father's 
ghost haunt her to her dying hour I —Married I To that cant¬ 
ing cur the Yicar of Wrexhill ? Is it not “ Even so. 

Sir Gilbert.” ^ 

** Heaven help you, ray poor children !” said Lady Harring¬ 
ton in accents of the deepest sorrow; “ this is a grief that it 
will indeed be hard to bear ! ” 

And we come to you for counsel how to bear it, my dear 
lady,” said Mowbray, “ though little choice is left us. Yet, 
Helen says, if you tell her that she must submit to call this 
man her father, it will be easier for l>tr to do it.” 

“ Bless her, darling child ! ” said the old lady, fondly caress¬ 
ing her; how shall I ever find the heart to bid her do what 
it must break her heart to think of ? ” 

Bid her call that rascal father .»* ” cried Sir Gilbert. ** My 
Lady Harrington must be strangely altered, Mowbray, before 
she will do that: she is a very rebellious old lady, and a most 
prodigious shrew; but you do her no justice, Charles, in be¬ 
lieving she would utter such atrocious words.” 

But what is to become of Helen, my dear Sir Gilbert, if 
she quarrel with this man ? ” 

T 3 
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" Come to us, to be ^re, — what ‘s the man to her ? Has 
your precious mother made any settlement upon you all ? ” 

I imagine not; indeed I may say that I am sure she has 
not.” 

“ Am I a prophet, my lady ? how did I tell you Mowbray’s 
sentimental will would answerAnd has this meek and gentle 
lady proved herself deserving of all the pretty things 1 said of 
her.?” 

There is but small comfort in remembering how truly, 
how very truly, your predictions foretold what has happened. 
Sir Gilbert; and he has predicted that you must come here, 
my sweet Helen ; let this come true likewise.” 

I cannot leave poor Fanny, Lady Harrington,” replied 
Helen ; I cannot leave my dear and generous friend Rosa¬ 
lind : and yet your offered kindness cheers my heart, and I 
shall think of it with pleasure and gratitude as long as I live.” 

But I thought Fanny was a disciple of this Calvinistic 
gentleman’s.? If so, it were letter she remained with him 
till she has learned to distinguish hypocrisy from virtue, and 
cant from true religion. And for Miss Torrington, I shall 
rejoice to have her for my guest for as long a time as she can 
find our old-fashioned mansion agreeable to her.” 

“ You are very, very kindreplied the two friends in the 
same breathy 

Then so let it be. Charles, these good girls will stay here 
for the present; so let us cat our breakfast. Let me save them 
from the odious spectacle of the Vicar of IV’^rexhill establishing 
himself at Mowbray Park, and the future must take care of 
itself.” 

But, Fanny,” said Helen doubtingly, she looked so un¬ 
happy as she followed imy mother in last night, that I feel 
almost certain her fit of enthusiasm is already over.” 

So much the better, my dear,” said Sir Gilbert ; but it 
will do her a vast deal of good to watch the reverend gentle¬ 
man’s proceedings in his new character. That scratch upon 
her intellect must be cauterized before I shall believe it cured ; 
and when the operation is complete, she may join the party 
here. As for you, my dear boy, when your breakfast is finish, 
ed I* have something for your ear in private.” 

This something was the proposal of a loan sufficient for the 
purehase of the commission, and for the supply of the expenses 
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consequent upon joining his corps. But this Mowbray could 
not be prevailed upon to accept; and his reasons for refusing 
it were such, tliat w’hen he could prevail on the friendly old 
gentleman to listen to him, he could not deny that there was 
much weight in them. 

“ If I withdraw myself altogether from ray mother at this 
moment,” said Charles, “ I shall give her husband an excel¬ 
lent and very plausible excuse for persuading her to banish 
me from her house and her heart for ever. Whereas if I re¬ 
main near her, it can hardly, I think, be doubted that some 
reaction will take place in her feelings, and that she will at 
last be induced to treat me as a son. At any rate, Sir Gilbert, 
not even your generous kindness shall induce me to abandon 
this hope till I feel persuaded that it is a vain one. In my 
opinion, my duty and my interest equally dictate this line of 
conduct; and if so, you are the last man in the world to dis¬ 
suade me from pursuing it.’' 

M^ether there w'ere too much of firm decision in Mow. 
bray's manner to leave any hope of overcoming it, or that Sii 
Gilbert was really convinced by his arguments, was difficult to 
decide ; but he yielded the point, on condition that the two 
girls should bt left at Oakley, at least for the present, and be 
regulated as to their future conduct by the manner in which 
affairs went on at the I’ark, 

I'liis being settled much to the satisfaction of all parties. 
Lady Harrington made Miss Torrington describe the entree 
of this most undesired interloper ; a task which the fair Rosa¬ 
lind perlonned with great spirit, though she confessed that the 
impatient feeling to which she yieldetl in leaving the room was 
now a cause of regret, as she had lost thereby some notable 
traits in the history of that eventful hour. 

Lady llarriugton w^as greatly delighted at the conduct of 
Mrs. VV''illiams; and when Charles left them to inform Mrs. 
Cartwright that her daughter and her w'ard had accepted an 
invitation to remain at Oakley for a few days, she proposed 
that they should pay her a visit at the Mowbray Arms, both 
to give her the satisfaction of knowing that her conduct was 
approved, and likewise to give her the comfort of knowing 
that Helen and Miss Torrington were for the present removed 
from such scenes as they had witnessed the night before. 

It was about two o’clock in the afternoon when Lady Har- 
‘ . . X 4 
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rington’s carriage drove tacross the common to the little public- 
house already described as the Mowbray Arms. As they 
approached, they perceived several persons who appeared to be 
occupied in very eager and deep discussion before the door. 

“ What are they doing there.?'' said Lady Harrington. 

Rosalind pot forward her head to ascertain this, but in an 
instant drew it back again, exclaiming, Mr. Cartwright is 
there!” 

Mr. Cartwright!” exclaimed Helen, turning very pale. 

Oh, Lady Harrington, do not let me see him ! ” 

Lady Harrington let down the glass behind the coachman, 
and said aloud, Turn round instantly, and drive home.” 

This order being immediately obeyed, the party escaped the 
sight of the vicar; but in gaining this advantage they lost that 
of beholding a scene which must have drawn forth a smile, 
even from Helen herself. 

The parties engaged in it were Mrs. Freeman, her daughter 
Sally, Jem the horse-boy, an elderly traveller called forth by 
the clamour from the tvarm comforts of Mrs. Freeman’s fire- 
.side, and Mr. Cartwright himself. A short retrospect will he 
necessary to explain his business there. 

As soon as the prayer of that morning had reached its final 
Amen—for as the subject-matter of it consisted chiefly in 
vehement implorings of the divine favour on such of his new 
family and household as should show unto him the most per¬ 
fect submission and obedience, the Amen, to make assurance 
doubly sure, was three several times repeated;—as soon, how¬ 
ever, as it was finally pronounced, the vicar, his lady, and the 
pale Fanny, sat down to breakfast. It would l)e tedious to 
tell how many glances of furtive but deep-felt delight the 
iiewly-rnade master of the house cast on each and every of the 
minute, yet not unimportant, differences between this break¬ 
fast-table and any otljcrs at which he had occupied a place of 
equal authority : suffice it to say, that there were many. The 
meal, indeed, altogether lasted much longer than usual; hut 
as soon as it was ended, and that Mr. Cartwright had watched 
with feelings of great complacency the exit of its component 
parts by the hands of two footmen and a butler, he told his 
wife that he should be obliged, thoqgh most unwillingly, to 
leave her for some hours, as there were many things to which 
Jbis person^ attention was required. 
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Will the rooms be ready to-day for Jacob and Henrietta, 
my love ? ” 

** They are quite ready now, my dear Mr. Cartwright. 
When may we hope to see them ? ” 

Td^^call and give them their orders about coming here is 
one part of the business that takes me from you, my sweet 
Clara. There are some small bills in the village, too, with 
•which your happy husband must not be dunned, sweet love. 
What ready-money have you, dearest, in the house ? ” 

Of money I have very little indeed,” said Mrs. Cart¬ 
wright, unlocking her desk, and drawing thence a purse with 
ten or twelve sovereigns in it. I pay every thing by drafts.” 

By far the best way, my love. But your drafts, dear, 
are no longer worth any thing; and I must therefore see 
Corbold, to give orders that every thing is put right about 
that at the banker’s, and so forth: and this must really be 
done without delay.” 

Certainly it must,” said the lady. Shall I .... I 
mean, will you send one of the men to iTrexhill to bring him 
here ? ” 

Mr. Cartwriglit laid his hand on ilie bell, but, ere he pulled 
it, checked his hand, and said, “ No ! I must walk to the 
village, and therefore 1 will call on him myself.’’ 

“ Shall you prefer walking, my dear Mr. Cartwright ” 

** W’^hy no: I had forgot: perhaps it would be as vrell to 
take the carriage.” 

<.)h, certainly ! And you can bring Henrietta back with 
you.” 

“ True, dear,—she will certainly want the carriage; 1 will 
go, and send her and her bandboxes back in it—and then, 
perhaps, drive myself back in the cab?' It is at the Vicarage, 
you know'.” 

“ Is it } I ,did not remember that. Then how are they 
gone this morning ? —those undutiful children, 1 mean, who 
have chosen to set off’ this morning without even leaving a 
message for us. 1 imagined that Charles had packed them 
both into tlie cab, as he has often done his sisters.” 

Do nqt waste a thought on them, my beloved Clara ! It 
is evident that they have, neither of them ever felt the slight¬ 
est affection for you; and would it not be worse tlian folly for 
you, beloved and adored as you are, to let any thought of them 
come t6 blight our bao ainess ? ” 
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After this and many»inore tender and affectionate passages 
bad passed between them, Mr. Cartwright set off for the 
Vicarage in his own coach, as he told himself more than 
once as he drove along; and having informed his son and 
daughter, not greatly to the surprise of either, that Mowbray 
Park was to be their future home, he left them to prepare for 
their removal, telling Henrietta that he would send his car¬ 
riage back from Mr. Corbold’s, where it should set him down, 
and that she might fill it, if she chose, wdth her own luggage, 
as he should drive Jacob /*ome in his cab.’' 

At Mr. Corbold’s the conversation vras rather religious, and 
moreover extremely satisfactory to l)oth parties. One or tw'o 
of his most prayerful parishioners among the tradespeople were 
next called upon, and permitted to offer their congratulations 
and thanksgivings, and then told to send their bills to the 
Park. After this, the reverend bridegroom w’alked down the 
village street to the common, returning the humble bowings 
and curtsyings that crossed his path with a benignant sw'cetness 
of countenance that spoke much of the placid contentment 
that dwelt within. 

It was not, however, solely to enjoy this pleasing inter¬ 
change of heavenly-minded civility that he directed his steps 
along this w'ell-frequented path—though that w^s something, 
—but for the purpose also of transacting a little business 
with Freeman, the prosperous landlord of the Mowbray 
Arms. 

This good man and his family, it may be observed, had 
been great favourites with the family of JNIr. Wallace, the late 
vicar, but stood not so high by many degrees in the estima¬ 
tion of the present. They wt^e honest, industrious, regular 
church-going people, who had never, during the twenty years 
they had kept the village inn, been accused or even suspected 
of having neglected a Sabbath, or of having^ever permitted 
any indecorum either on that or any other day, to be practised 
under their roof. But they had steadily refused to attend 
Mr. Cartwiight’s Tuesday evening’s expounding, and his 
Thursday evening’s lecture; the good W'oman, who was no 
bad scholar, alleging as the reason for this, that they knew of 
no such religious service being enjoined by the church of 
which they were members, and that not considering them¬ 
selves in any way called upon to amend the ordinances of the 
religion in which they were born and bred, Uiey tholight it 
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more according to their condition to ^remain at home and 
endeavour to do their duty in that state of life to which it 
had pleased God to call them. 

This explanation having been very clearly and distinctly 
given to the vicar in the presence of several witnesses, before 
whom he had intended to make a rather marked display of 
pastoral piety and eloquence, though uttered with very be¬ 
coming modesty and respect, had produced an impression 
against the painstaking Dorothy and all her household never 
to be forgotten or forgiven. 

Mr. Gartwright had even taken the trouble of waiting 
upon the magistrates of the neighbourhood, requesting them 
to refuse to continue Freeman's licence, assuring them that he 
was a man whose character was likely to produce a very de¬ 
moralising influence on his parish. But as these gentlemen 
had happened to know the good man for many years, they 
begged to consider of it; and the Vicar of Wrexhill was thus 
left to discover other ways and means by which to dislodge 
his obnoxious parishioner. 

A very favourable occasion for this now seemed to offer 
itself, and he accordingly proceeded with an elastic step and 
dignified gait towards the Mowbray Arms. 

At the moment he appeared in sight, the ex-housekeeper of 
the Park was describing to Mrs. Freeman and her daughter 
Sally the return of its mistress and most unwelcome master on 
the preceding evening. 

Why, here he comes, as sure as I live!” exclaimed 
Dorothy. “ \Fhat in the wide world can bring him here ? 
It must be to prt'achify you, Mrs. Williams.” 

And that's what he shall never do again :—so step out 
and speak to him outside—there’s a dear good woman ; and 
if I see you can’t get rid of him, I’ll make my way out of 
the back door, and so go round and slip in again and up 
to my own room before he can catch me.” 

To facilitate this escape, Mrs. Freeman walked forth and 
met the reverend bridegroom just as he had reached the foot 
of the post from whence depended the Mowbray Arms. 

Good .morning, Mrs. Freeman,” he said, in the peculiar 
accent in which he always addressed those who were not (to 
use his OAvn phrase) of his father’s house,— a tone in which 
cold outward civility was struggling with hot internal hatred ; 

'—Good morning, Mrs. Freeman.*’ 
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Good morning, sir,” responded Mrs. Freeman with a 
very proper and ceremonious curtsy. 

I have called to mention to you a necessary alteration 
that must immediately take place on your premises. You 
must forthwith take down the Mowb|-ay Anns, which have 
no longer any connexion with the neighbourhood; and it 
may be, if you conduct yourselves properly, I may permit 
you to substitute the Cartwright Arms.” 

I believe, sir,” said Mrs. Freeman in a tone rather too 
much approaching to indifference, ‘‘ that a publican may ex¬ 
hibit what sign he likes, provided it be not offensive to com¬ 
mon decency : and I think there may be a many,” slie added, 
turning away to re-enter her house, who might object to 
the sign you propose, as not coming within that line.” 

She had made a step or two towards the door, when 
she turned again upon hearing the voice of the vicar raised 
to a very unusual pitch. He was not addressing her, how¬ 
ever, but the boy Jem, who chanced at that moment to be 
entering the little rickyard with a ladder upon his shoulder. 

Bring here that ladder, boy ! ” vociferated the imperious 
great man. 

The boy obeyed, saying, as he drew near, What’s your 
pleasure, sir ? ” 

Fix your ladder against this post, d’ye hear ? and mount 
—steady, mind,—and take the sign off the hooks. When 
you have got it loose, you may let it drop. If it breaks, it’s 
no matter,—it is of no farther value.” 

Take down master’s sign, your honour?” said Jem, 
opening his mouth and eyes to their gre atest dimensions, but 
not approaching an inch nearer to the signpost. 

Do you dispute my orders, you little ruffian ?” cried the 
holy vicar, his eyes flashing, and his cane raised in a very 
threatening attitude. 

** You be the parson of the parish, I know,” said the 
boy, looking steadily in his face ; and they do say you be 
something else besides, now ; but 1 don’t see that’s a reason 
for ray lugging master’s sign down.” 

At this moment the feelings of the man overcame those of 
the saint, and Mr. Cartwright seizing upon the ladder, suc¬ 
ceeded in disengaging it from the boy’s hands, and liiraself 
placing it against the post, had already got one foot upon it, 
w]|en Mrs. Freeman stepped back) and taking a quiet but firm 
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hold of his arm, said, It is a trespass and a damage you are 
committing, sir, and I warn you to desist; and I wish with all 
my heart that there was no worser trespass and damage upon 
your conscience—or at least that there was still as good time 
to stop it. But, married or not to the lady, we won’t have 
nothing to do with your arms, Mr. Cartwright, nor your legs, 
neither, if you please, sir; so don’t be after climbing that fashion 
to disturb our property, for it don’t look clerical nohow.” 

Mr. Cartwright raised his voice much beyond its usual 
pitch, to answer; and at this moment Sally and the travel¬ 
ler, moved by a very natural feeling of curiosity, joined the 
group. 

“ Why, what’s the gentleman after ? ” said the wayfaring 
man, deliberately taking out a pair of huge near-sighted 
spectacles to examine into the mystery. “ I should take un 
to be a parson by his clotli; only I never did hear of a 
reverend climbing a ladder, save and except the famous 
Dr. Dodd, as I ’ve read of in the Newgate Calendar.” 

This harangue, sliort as it was, saved the Mowbray Arms 
from farther molestation for the present; for the vicar with¬ 
drew' his foot. But the glance with which he greeted the 
speaker w'as very nearly awful. Dorothy Freeman, however, 
turnetl on her.heel, nothing heeding it : her guest and daughter 
followed her in. to the house ; Jem quietly took up his ladder 
and proceeded on his business; and the Vicar of M^rexhill, 
with feeling.s which the hope of future vengeance alone enabled 
him to endure with decent philosophy, w'as fain to turn on his 
l»eel also and walk off. 


END OF THE SECONH VOLUME. 
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VOLUME THE THIRD. 


CHAPTER I. 

MR. AND MRS. CARTWRIGHTS LETTER. 

The very elegant cab, with its beautiful horse and accoutre¬ 
ments, led round to the door of the Vicarage as his own — the 
agreeable vivacity, as he always thought it, of his remarkably 
clever son — the multitude of low bows and lower curtsies which 
greeted him as he drove along — and above all, perhaps, the 
merry peal from the church tower, which had been ordered by 
himself to ring him into Mowbray Park, produced altogether 
so favourable an effect u[)on the nerves of the vicar, that when 
he stopi)ed at the portico of his mansion, his spirits and his 
temper appeared altogether to have recovered the shock they 
had received at the foot of the sign-])ost. 

The family party which met at dinner consisted of Mr. and 
Mrs. flartwTight, Miss Cartwright, Mr. Jacob Cartwright, and 
poor C^harles Mowbray and his sister Fanny. 

Mowbray thought the genial hour of dinner might probably 
be the most favourable for mentioning the invitation of Sir 
Gilbert and Lady Harrington to his sister and Miss Torring- 
ton ; an idea which probably occurred to him in consequence 
of the remarkably w'eli pleast'd and complaisant air visible on 
his stepfather’s countenance as he took his place at the bottom 
of the table. Poor (.’harles I he made this observation, and he 
determined to profit by it; thougli it .w'as not without a pang 
that he saw himself thus pushed from the stool that nature 
and fortune seemed to have assigned to him. 

I am glad,'’ thought he, that the proud Rosalind, who 
advised me to lay my fortune at the feet of no one, is not here 
to witness the moment at which I take my place at my father’s 
board, Lord of my presence and no land beside! ” 

But his young spirit soon o’er mastered the sensation which 
seemed threatening to choke him, when Mr. Cartwright said in 
the most obliging voice in the world, Charles, let me give 
you some soup.” 
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This over, he said mth the easiest accent he could assume, 
and addressing his mother, “ I am the bearer, ma’am, of a 
message from Lady Harrington. She hopes that you will spare 
her the society of Miss Torrington and Helen for a short 
time.” 

Mrs. Cartwright looked at her husband to ascertain his 
sentiments, before she ventured to have any of her own. 

It is very considerate of the old lady,” said the vicar, with 
a soft smile, of which his daughter only knew the full value. 
" I dare say she thought we should be a good deal engaged 
just at first .... Chivers ! don't you see Mr. Jacob Cartwright 
is waiting for sauce .... I think, my love, we shall make 
no objection to the arrangement: however, we will talk together 
on the subject before we decide.” 

As this amiable speech will not be found to accord exactly 
with his subsequent conduct, it may be well to remark that the 
servants were waiting at table, who doubtless would report his 
answer, and speculate on the temper of it. 

The family party seemed expected to sit at table rather 
longer than usual. The master of the banquet was evidently 
enjoying himself; and though Charles sickened alike at his 
dignity and bis condescension, and Henrietta looked more pale 
and Fanny more melancholy every moment, still Mr, Jacob 
appeared in ecstacies; aiul as Mrs. Cartwright continued to 
smile upon her handsome husliand with every symptom of 
satisfaction, he continued to perform his new and delightful 
task at the bottom of the table till long past the usual hour of 
withdrawing. 

At length, however, the watchful bride received the little 
nod which her husband had that morning informed her must 
always precede her moving from table. The ladies retired, 
and Charles followed them as far as the hall, where, impatiently 
seizing upon his hat, and wrapping himself in his cloak, he set 
oft^ despite the heavy darkness of the night, to relieve his 
heart from the load that oppressed it, by passing an hour at 
Oakley. 

Mr. Cartwright and Jacob remained in the dining-room for 
another very delightful half-hour; and then followed coffee 
and fea, and Fanny’s own hymns sung to Irish melodies, and 
a few conjugal kindnesses exchanged on the sofa; and Hen¬ 
rietta pleaded illness and went to ^d; and then another very 
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appropriate extempore prayer was Mitered, and the family 
separated. 

“ Will you not take a little wine and water, and a biscuit, 
my dear Mr. Cartwright?” said his attentive wife. You 
always used to do it.” 

I had rather the tray were taken to your dressing-room, 
my love.” 

There was something so affectionately comfortable in the 
proposition, that the lady added a tender smile to her nodded 
assent, and in a few minutes the newly-married pair found 
themselves in robes de chambre, luxuriously seated in two soft 
arm-chairs before a blazing fire, in the very room that a few 
short weeks before had witnessed the first full disclosure of the 
vicar’s love. 

Madeira, sugar, nutmeg, hot water, and dainty biscuits, 
tempted to ii^fgus and to chat; and thus the conversation ran: 

Only second to my service to the Lord, my Clara, is my 
adoration of you !” began the fond husband; “^and in nothing 
])erhaps shall I be more likely to show this, than in the pains 
I shall almost it)voluntarily take to guard you from every spite¬ 
ful and envious observation which our union, sweetest, is likely 
to excite. It w'as in this spirit, my beauteous Clara, that I 
replied in the manner I did to the message from those very 
infamous peojde the Harringtons. Had I, ray love, at once 
proclaimed my feelings on the subject, I well knew what the 
result would be. You would have been abused throughout 
the country for having married a tyrant, whose first act of 
power was to vex and thwart your children. Therefore, when 
your sweet eyes looked towards mine, for the pur[)Ose of con¬ 
sulting me, I at once decided upon the line of conduct most 
certain of securing you from any invid'ous remark.” 

How very kind! My dearest husband, I must pray for 
power to prove my gratitude for st^ch kindness as 1 ought! ” 

“ Sweet love! Together will w’e pray—together learn how 
best to prove the virtuous tenderness of our souls ! But do not, 
my Clara, suspect me guilty of the contemptible weakness of 
really inten«ling that your daughter and your ward sliould re¬ 
main inmates in a family that has so cruelly insulted you. 
Oh ! do ndt believe it! No ! I would rather submit to insult 
myself in the most painful form, than permit you, my best be¬ 
loved, to encounter it unresisted. You must write, my Clara — 

• . u 
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you mu8t write a lette* to Helen, and send it with the car¬ 
riage early to-morrow morning to Oakley. It must be such a 
letter, dearest, as shall bring her home without an hour’s delay,” 

“ But, my dearest Mr. Cartwright, Charles is gone there to¬ 
night, you may depend upon it, and probably for the express 
purpose of telling the girls how graciously you received the 
invitation.” 

“ You think so, my Clara? I own I hoped it was the 
case. This, you see, is exactly what we could most wish to 
happen. My answer was spoken precisely in the spirit which 
1 thought could be repeated most favourably for you. Now 
therefore your asserting a mother’s rights and a mother's feel¬ 
ings must do you honour even in the eyes of those you dis¬ 
oblige, and no sort of reflection fall upon the blessed choice 
which has made me the happiest of men.” 

That was so thoughtful of you !” replied Mrs. Cartwright, 
kissing the hand that clasped hers. But w-hat shall I say to 
Helen, dearest?” 

Give me your desk, my Clara, and I will write a line or 
two, that you shall copy. It must Ije expressed rvith strength 
and firmness, iny best love, and it may prevent a repetition of 
this very improper request for the future.” 

The desk was brought; and while Mrs. Cartw'right pre¬ 
pared a second glass of negus for the vicar, who declare<K that 
the night was unusually chilly, he composed the following 
epistle: 

Helen ! 

That it should have entered into your heart, into the 
lieart of my own dear child, to wish for permission to Iwcoine 
the guest of a family who from the hour of your late father’s 
death has ever treated me w'ith the most cruel and unmerited 
unkindness, is a mystery that I cannot understand. It was 
this unkindness which drove me, sooner than 1 could have 
wished to do it, to find a friend and adviser in Mr. Cartwright; 
and my only fear now is, that his indulgent gentleness towards 
my children may prevent his being so firm a support to me in 
the guiding them as I may sometimes require. But in the 
present instance 1 want no strength beyond my own to declare 
to you, that I will not permit you to remain an hohr longer at 
Sir Gilbert Harrington’s; that I command you instantly to 
put yourself into the carriage I send for you, and return to 
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Cartwright Park; (for so, of course, vi^ll my residence be called 
for the future;) and moreover, I beg you to inform the un¬ 
principled pair who would seduce you from your mother's roof, 
that if on the present or any. future occasion they should per¬ 
suade you to commit so great a sin, 1 shall take legal measures 
to recover the possession of your person till such time as you 
shall be of age ; when, if unhappily evil counsellors should 
still have influence over you, I shall give you up to them, to 
penniless obscurity, to your own heart’s remorse, and to that 
sentence of everlasting condemnation which will in such case 
infallibly doom you to the region where there is howling and 
gnashing of teeth. 

“ As for my ward Miss Torrington, I must of course take 
the same summary mode of getting her again under my pro¬ 
tection, for such time as I shall continue to be her legal 
guardian. 

Clara Helena Frances Cartwright. 

“ Cartwright Park, Wednesday." 

M’hon this composition was completed, Mr. (^artwright 
turned the desk to his lady, laid a fair sheet of blank paper 
before her, put a jten into her hand, drew the vrax-lights near 
her, and titen set about sipjnng the negus she had so kindly 
prepared for him, without appearing to think it at all necessary 
to ask lier o[)i;iion of the document she was about to copy. 

Being, however, rather new to the yoke into which it had 
pleased her to thrust her head, she took the liberty of reading 
It. A slight augmentation of colour was perceived on her 
delicate cheek as she proceeded, by the watchful eye of her 
husband, as he turned it towards her, over the top of the 
beautifully cut goblet he held in his hand. But lie nibbled a 
biscuit, and said nothing. 

When the perusal of it was completed, Mrs. Cartwright 
dipped the pen she still held lietween her fingers, in file ink ; 
hut before she tiegau to use it, she paused, the colour mounted 
a little higher still, and she ventured to say in the very gentlest 
accent in the world, My dear friend, — do you not think this 
might be a little softened ? ” 

As how, ray sweetest?” 

Mrs. Cartwright’s eye again ran over it, but she seemed un¬ 
willing to speak: at length she said, If you, dear Cartwright, 
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agree with me about it, j^ou would make the alteration so much 
better yourself! ” 

Perhaps I might, my lovely Clara; but as the fact is that 
I do not agree with you at aU on the subject, I suspect your 
epistle would be rather the worse than the better for any thing 
further that 1 could do to it.” 

He rose as he spoke, and going behind her, appeared to read 
the paper over her shoulder, and having satisfied himself with 
the examination, kissed her fair throat as he bent over it, 
adding, as he took a light from the table, I am going to the 
library to look for a book, my love: write it exactly as you 
like, and 1 wdll seal it for you w'hen I return.” 

No one who knew Mrs. ('artwright could have the slightest 
doubt that the letter would be very fairly copied by the time 
her obliging husband returned: and so it was every word of 
it excepting the date. She appeared to be in the very act of 
writing this when he came back, and stopping short as he 
entered, she said in a voice that certainly faltered a little, My 
dear Cartwright,— don’t you think it would be better to let 
those odious Harringtons hear from some other quarter of this 
change in the name of our place ? Not but that I approve it, 
I assure you perfectly ; but I know Lady Harrington so well! 
and I can guess so exactly the sort of style in wliich slie will 
observe upon it! ” 

“ Then, perhaps, dearest,” said he, again coming behind her 
and caressing her neck,—perhaps you may think it would 
please her ladyship better if your own name, as you liave 
accepted it from me, were to be suppressed ? — Is it so, my 
fairest ? ” 

Good Heaven, no!—May 1 be forgiven for using such an 
expression, Cartwright J-.How could you say such cruel words.!* ” 

Nay !—my own Clara!—what could I think of your 
wishii^ that the house we dwell in should retain the name 
of your former husband ? Ah, dearest! you know not all 
the jealousy of affection so ardent as mine I What is the 
importance of the name of the place, Clara, compared to your 
own ? Are you not mine .!* ” he continued, throwing his arras 
round her; and if you are — why should you torture me 
with the remembrance that another has called you his ?—that 
another’s name has been your signature, your date, your his- 
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tory ? Oh, Clara! spare me such thoughts as these! — they 
unman me!” 

“ My dearest Cartwright!” returned the lady, only dis¬ 
engaging herself from his arms sufficiently to write with firm 
though hurried characters the name of Cartwright Park,— 
how deeply you have touched me! ” 


CHAPTER II. 

THE WIDOW Simpson’s disappointment. 

This letter was certainly commenteil upon pretty freely in 
all its parts by the knight and lady of Oakley; but not the 
less did it produce the effect intended : for not even could Sir 
Gilbert, after tlie first hot fit of rage was over, advise poor 
Helen to expose herself to be recalled by force. In the 
case of Miss Torrington, the hated authority of Mr. Cart- 
w'rigbt, though not necessarily so lasting, was for the present 
equally imperative, and he therefore advised her peaceably 
to accompany her friend to her unhappy home, and then to 
set about applying to Chancery in order to emancipate herself 
from it. 

The parting was a very sad one. Poor Helen wept bitterly. 
She had felt more consolation perhaps than she was aware in 
having been received with such very parental kindness ar Oak¬ 
ley ; and her present departure from it was, she thought, ex¬ 
ceedingly like being driven, or rathen dragged, out of paradise. 
But there was no help for it. The carriage was waiting at 
the door, and even the rclwllious Sir Gilbert himself said she 
must go,—not without adding, however, that it should go hard 
with him if he did not find some means or other, before she 
were twenty-one, of releasing her from such hateful thraldom. 

Helen had given, as she thought, her last kiss to her warm¬ 
hearted gpdmother, and w^as in the very act of stepping aside 
that Miss Torrington ipight take her place in the earriage, 
when that young lady blushing most celestial rosy red, said 
abruptly, as if prompted thereto by a sudden and desperate 
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effort of courage, “ Sir (feilliert Harrington!—may I speak to 
you for one single minute alone ? " 

For a double century, fair Rose, if we can but make tbe 

tete-a-tete last so long_You may give poor god-mamma 

another hug, Helen ; and don’t hurry yourself about it,— Miss 
Rose and 1 shall find a great deal to say to each other.” 

As soon as the old baronet had completed the flourish with 
which he led her into his library, Miss ’I'orrington turned to 
him, and wdth a voice and manner that betrayed great agita¬ 
tion, she said, “ I believe, Sir Gilbert, I niay change ray pre¬ 
sent guardian, by applying to the Court of ('hancery. If I 
make myself a W'ard of the court, it will be necessary, I believe, 
for me to obtain the Lord Chancellor’s consent if 1 should wish 
to marry before I am of age ? ” 

“ Certainly, my dear.” 

And what is necessary for the obtaining such consent, Sir 
(iilbert ? ” 

*'* That the person who proposes to marry you should be able 
to offer settlements in proportion to your own fortune.” 

And if 1 should choose a person unable to «Io so?” 

To guard against sucl) imprudence. Miss '’J'orrington, the 
(diancellor has tlie power of preventing such a marriage.” 

Rosalind’s colour came, and went and came again, before 
she could utter another word; but at length slie said, “ Have 
I not the power of choosing another guardian, Sir (Jilbert? ” 

“ I believe you have, my <lcar.” 

If 1 have, — then will you let me choose you?” 

Tiiese words burst so eagerly from her, and she clasped lu'r 
hands, and fixed eyes upon him with a look so supplicating, 
that no man would have foun<l it an easy task to refuse her. 
Sir Gill)ert probably felt little inclination to do so, tliough be 
had, in tbe course of bis life, repeatedly refused to take the 
office now offered him in so singnlar a manner. 

“ This request, my dear Mi.ssRose,” said he, smiling/*^ looks 
very much as if you thought 1 sliould prove such an old fool 
of a gujirdian as to let you have your own way in all things. 
I hardly knowr whether I ought to thank you for the compli¬ 
ment or not. However, 1 am very willing to accept the office; 
for I think, somehow or other, that you will not plague me 
much.—What is your fortune, my dear ? — and is it English 
or Irish property ? ” 
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'* Entirely English, Sir Gilbert; ind produces, I believe, 
between three and four thousand a year.” 

" A very pretty provision, my dear young lady. Would yon 
wish to proceed in this immediately ? ” 

** Immediately,—without a day's delay, if I could help it.*’ 

Sir Gilbert patted her cheek, and smiled again with a look of 
very great contentment and satisfaction. Very well, my 
dear—I think you are quite right—quite right to get rid of 
such a guardian as the Reverend Mistress C^artwright with as 
little delay as possible. I imagine you would not find it very 
easy to negotiate the business yourself, and I will therefore re¬ 
commend my lawyer to you. Shall I put the business into 
his hands forthwith ? " 

So bright a flash of pleasure darted from the eyes of Rosa¬ 
lind, as made the old gentleman wink his own—and, in trutli, 
he appeared very nearly as well pleased as herself. Now 
then,” she said, holding her hand towards him that he might 
lead her out again, “ I will keep Mr. Cartwright’s carriage 
waiting no longer.—Bless you, Sir Gilbert! Do not talk to 
any body about this till it is done. (.)h! how very kind you 
are I ” 

Sir (iillart gallantly and gaily kissed the tips of her fingers, 
and led her again into the drawing-room. Helen, who was 
still weeping, and seemed as much determined to persevere in 
it as ever Beatrice did, looked with astonishment in the face of 
her friend, which, though still covered with blushes, was 
radiant with joy. It was in vain she looked at her, however— 
it was a mystery she could not solve : so, once more uttering 
a mournful farewell, Helen gave a last melancholy gaze at her 
old friends, and followed Rosalind into the carriage. 

“ May 1 ask you, Rosalind, ’ she said as soon as it drove 

what it is that you have been saying to Sir Gilbert, or Sir 
Gilbert to you, which can have caused you to look so particu¬ 
larly happy at the moment that you are about to take up your 
residence at Cartwright Park, under the guardianship of its 
master the Vicar of Wrexhill 

“ I will explain the mystery in a moment, Helen. I have 
asked Sir Gillx;rt Harrington to let me name him as my guar¬ 
dian, and he has consented.’’ 

“ Have you such power replied Helen. Oh, happy, 
happy Rosalind! ” 

• u 4 
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Yes, Helen, there ifeay be happiness in that;—but I may 
find difficulties, perhaps:—and if I do!—. 

I trust you will not.—I trust that ere long you will be 
able to withdraw yourself from a house so disgraced and 
afflicted as ours! ” 

“ And leave you behind, Helen ? You think that is part of 
my scheme.^” 

How can you help it, Rosalind ? You have just read my 
my mother’s letter:—you see the style and tone in which she 
announces her right over my person; —and this from the 
mother I so doated on ! I do assure you, Rosalind, that I 
often seem to doubt the reality of the mist'ry that surrounds 
me, and fancy that 1 must be dreaming. Throw back your 
thoughts to the period of your first coining to us, and then say 
if such a letter as this can really come to me from my 
mother.” 

“ The letter is a queer letter—a very queer letter indeed. 
And yet I am under infinite obligations to it; for had she not 
used that pretty phrase,—‘ for such time as T shall continue 
to be her legal guardian,’—it might never have entered my 
head to inquire for how long a time that must of necessity be.” 

I rejoice for you, Rosalind, that the odious necessity of 
remaining wdth us is likely to be shortened ; and will mix no 
malice with my envy, even when 1 see you turn your back for 
ever upon Cartwright Park.” 

There would be little cause to envy me, Helen, should I 
go without taking you with me.” 

A tear stood in Rosalind’s bright eye as she said tliis, and 
Helen felt very heartily ashamed of the petulance with which 
she had spoken. As a penance for it, she ivould not utter the 
sad prognostic that rose to her lips, as to the impossibility tliat 
any thing could give her powder to bestow the freedom she might 
herself obtain. 

Their return seemed to be unnoticed by every individual of 
the family except Henrietta. She saw the carriage approach 
from her own room, and continued to waylay Rosalind as she 
passed to hers. 

I know the sight of me must be hateful to you Miss Tor- 
rington/’ she said, and 1 have been looking out for you in 
order that the shock of first seeing me might be over at once. 
I*oor, pretty Helen Mowbray !—notwithstanding the hardness 
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of heart on which 1 pique mysdf, I cannot help feeling for 
her. How does she bear it. Miss Torrington ?** 

“ She is very unhappy, Henrietta; and I tliink it is your 
duty, as well as mine, to make her feel her altered home as 
little miserable as possible.” 

“ I should think so too, if I believed I had any power to 
make it better or worse,—except, indeed, that of meeting her 
eyes, or avoiding them. The sight of any of us must be 
dreadful to her.” 

You have such a remarkable way of shutting yourself up 
—your intellectual self I mean, from every one, that it is not 
very easy to say how great or how little your power might be. 
From the siiglit and transient glances which you have some¬ 
times permitted me to take through your icy casing, I am rather 
inclined to believe that you ought to reckon for something in 
the family of %vhich you make a part.” 

Henrietta shook her head. Your glances have not pene- 
tratetl to the centre yet, Miss Torrington. Should you ever do 
so, you, and your friend Helen too, would hate me,—even if 
my name were not (.'artwright.” 

I wrould not hear your enemy say so,” replied Rosalind. 

However, we are now likely to be enough together to judge 
each other by the severest of all tests, daily experience.” 

An excellent test for the temper,—but not for the heart,” 
replied Henrietta. 

You seem determined to make me afraid of you. Miss 
( artwright. 1 have no great experience of human nature as 
yet; hut 1 should think a corrupt heart would rather seek to 
conceal than proclaim itself.” 

I think you are right ; but I have no idea that my heart 
is corrupt:—it is diseased.” * 

I wdsh I could heal it,” said Rosalind kindly, for I sus¬ 
pect its illness, he it what it may, causes your cheek to grow 
pale. You do not look w'ell. Miss <.)artwright.” 

Well}—Oh no I I have long knowm I am dying.” 

“ Good Heaven !—w'hat do you mean? Why do you not 
take advice ? ” 

Becausg no advice could save me;—and because if it could, 

1 would not take it.” 

“ I hope you are not in earnest. Perhaps this strange mar¬ 
riage, if it do no other good, may benefit your health by placing 
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you in a larger family. I cannot think you are happy at the 
Vicarage.” 

‘‘ Indeed! ’* replied Henrietta with a melancholy smile. 

“ And 1 cannot but hope that you will be more happy here.” 

Well!—we shall see. But I should take it very kind of 
you if you would make the three young Mowbrays understand, 
that if I could have prevented this iniquitous marriage, I 
would have done it.” 

“ Would it be safe to say so much to Fanny ? ” 

“ Ves, Mr. Cartwright will never hear her bosom secrets 
more.” 

In the midst of the tide of triumph and of joy which seemed 
at this time to bear the Vicar of Wrexhill far above the reach 
of any earthly sorrow, there was a little private annoyance that 
beset him,— very trifling indeed, but which required a touch 
of his able diplomatic adroitness to settle satisfactorily. 

The widow Simpson was as thorough a coquette as ever 
decorated the street of a country village ; and often had it 
happened, since her weeds were laid aside, that Mr. This, or 
Mr. That, had been congratulated as likely to succeed to her 
vacant heart and band. But hitherto Mrs. Simpson had pre¬ 
ferred the reputation of having many adorers, tc the humdrum 
reality of a second husband. But when Mr. ('artwright a])- 
peared, her hopes, her tvishes, her feelings underwent a sud<len 
and violent change. At first, indeed, she only looketl at him 
as a very handsome man, who must, by some means or other, 
be brought to think her a very handsome woman ; but more 
serious thoughts quickly follow'cd, and the idea of a home at 
the Vicarage, and the advantage of having all her hills made 
out to the Rev. Mr. Cartwright, became one of daily and hourly 
recurrence. Mrs. Simpson was not a })erson to let such a 
notion lie idle ; nor was Mr. Cartwright a mnn to permit the 
gentle advances to intimacy of a Mrs. Simpson stop short, or 
lead to nothing. But from any idea of her becoming mistress 
of the Vicarage, or of her bills being made out to him, he was 
as pure as the angels in heaven. 

Nevertheless, the intimacy did advance. One by one, every 
persobal decoration that marks the worldling was laid aside, and 
the livery of holiness adopted in its stead. False ringlets were 
exchanged for false bands; gauze bonnets covered with bows 
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gave place to straw bonnets having no bows at all; lilac faded 
into grey^ and the colour of the rose was exchanged for that 
of its leaf. These important and very heavenly-minded 
reforms were soon followed by others, not more essential, for 
that is hardly possible; but they vrent the length of turning 
her little girl into a methodist monkey ; her card-boxes, into 
branch missionary fund contribution cases ; her footstools into 
praying cushions ; and her sofa into a pulpit and a pew, whence 
and where she very often listened to “ the word ” when pretty 
nearly all the parish of Wrexhill were fast asleep. 

In all former affairs of the heart in which Mrs. Simpson 
had engaged since the demise of her husband, she had uniformly 
come off’ the conqueror ; for she had never failed to obtain 
exactly as much flirtation as she required to keep her on good 
terms with herself, and on bail terms with all coquettish young 
ladies for five miles round, and never had granted any favour in 
return that she did not consider as a fair price for the di.stinc- 
tion she received. 

But poor Mrs. Simpson’s example should be a warning to 
all widow ladies to be careful hovr they enter into holy dal¬ 
liance and sanctified trifling with the elect. C^ommon pru¬ 
dence, in short, is no fair match for uncommon holiness, and 
the principal ]>''i son in the village of AVrexhill was at the time 
of Mrs. Mowbray’s marriage with its vicar really very much 
to be pitied. 

It is prohahly no very agreeable task for a bridegroom to pay 
a visit to a lady under such circumstances; but Mr. Cartwright 
felt that it must be done, and with nerves braced to the task 
by the remembrance of the splendid silver urn, tea and coftee 
pots, the exquisite French china, and all the pretty elaborate 
finishing of his breakfast equipage,—no a word, at about 
eleven o'clock on the next morning hut one after his installa¬ 
tion (as Jacob called it), he set off on foot, like an humble and 
penitent pilgrim, to call on the widow Simpson. 

He was, as usual, shown into the quiet parlour, overlooked 
by no village eye, that opened upon the garden. Here he 
found every thing much as it used to be — sofas, footstools, 
albums, mis;5ionary boxes and all — but no Mrs. Simpson. 

Let missis know, sir.’’said the boy-servant; and he dosed 
the door, leaving the vicar to his meditations. 

At leiigth ihe door reopened, and the pale and languid 
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Mrs. Simpson, her eyes red with weeping, and her rouge (not 
partially, as during the process of election, but really and 
altogether) laid aside, entered. The air and manner with 
which the vicar met her was something of a mixed breed 
between audacity and confusion. He was in circumstances, 
however, highly favourable to the growth of the former and 
equally so to the stifling of the latter feeling. 

He took the widow’s hand, kissed it, and led her to the sofa. 
Her handkerchief was at her eyes, and though she made no 
resistance, she manifested no inclination to return the tender 
pressure bestowed upon her fingers. 

“ You weep, my dear friend !” said the vicar in an accent 
of surprise. Is it thus you congratulate me on the great 
change that has taken place in my circumstances? ” 

“ Congratulate you ! Oh, Mr. Carttvright ! is it jiossible 
that you can be so coldly cruel? — Congratulate you! Gra¬ 
cious Heaven I have you no thought, no j)ity for all the 
anguish that you have made me suffer ? ” 

1 know not why you should talk of sulfering, my dear 
friend. I had hoped that the sweet friendship whiah for 
several months past has united us, w’as to you, as to me, a 
source of the tenderest satisfaction. Hut our feelings for 
each other must indeed be widely different. ' There is no 
circumstance that could befall you, productive of even worldly 
convenience and advantage, but I sliould rtyoice at it as if 
sent to myself: but you, my friend, appear to mourn because 
from a poor man I arn become a rich one.” 

Alas ! — Cruel!—Js it for that I mourn? Think you 
that my heart can forget what I have been to you, or what I 
hoped to be ? Gan you forget the hours that you have devoted 
to me ? And is this tlie end of it ? ” 

I neither can nor will forget the happy period of our 
tender friendship. Nor is there any reason, my excellent 
Mrs. Simpson, that it should not continue, even as the Lord 
hath permitted that it should begin. Believe me, that were 
a similar circumstance to happen to you: — I mean, were you 
accidentally to connect yourself by means of marriage with 
great wealth and extended influence;—instead of complaining 
of it, I should rejoice with an exceeding great joy. It could, 
as I should imagine, make no possible difference in our 
friendly and affectionate feelings for each other; and J should 
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know that your piety and heavenly-miided zeal in the cause 
of grace and faith would be rendered greatly more profitable 
and efficient thereby/’ 

“ You do not, then, understand a woman’s heart, Mr. Cart¬ 
wright ! What is there, short of the torments of Ae bottom¬ 
less pit, that can compare to the suffering of seeing the 
heart one l)elieved to he one’s own given to another?” 

** I dare say it must he very disagreeable indeed, my dear 
friend. But no such idea, I do assure you, would occur to 
me vrere you to marry. Indeed, my own view of the case is, 
that as an holy ordinance, it should be entered into with as 
little attention as possible to mere pleasure. To a man like 
myself, whose heart is altogether given to things above, the 
idea of making a marriage of love, as it is called, would be 
equally absuril and profane. My object in the connexion I 
have just forme«l, was to increase my sphere of influence and 
utility ; and nothing, I assure you, can be more opportune 
and fortunate than ray having found this very worthy and 
richly-endowed person. It w'ould give me unfeigned satis¬ 
faction, my dear friend, to hear that you had been equally 
fortunate, and, permit me to say, equally wise.” 

“ Oh, Mr. Cartwright I 1 am sure 1 had no idea when — 
when I attacjied myself to you, that you disapproved of 
marriage among those who love, as 1 thought you and I 
did; for most surely I thought, Mr. Cartwright, that I 
should have l)een your wife.’’ 

“ No? — Is it possible, my dear friend, that such an idea 
as that, so perfectly unauthorized,tjouldhave occurred to you? 
1 really am greatly surprised, for 1 thought that we under¬ 
stood one another perfectly.” 

“ Indeed, indeed, Mr. Cartwright, I never was more 
mistaken in any one in my whole life ; and I am sure that if 
poor Mrs. Mowbray is as much deceived in you as 1 was, she 
will be a very unhappy woman when she finds it out, poor 
thing.” 

My dear friend, allow me to assure you that you altoge¬ 
ther mistake the nature of the friendship I have been so happy 
as to form vdth you, as well as that of the connexion I have 
just ratified with her. I trust the Lord will give me gsace so 
to conduct myself, as that 1 may never be suspected of con¬ 
founding the two together, which, by the nature of the ordi- 
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nances, ought to he kej)t as separate and distinct as possible. 
I will not now enter more fully with you into this interesting 
question, for much business presses upon me: but when we 
shall happen to find ourselves more at leisure, my dear friend, 
which I trust will be often the case, I will explain to you, in 
a manner that will, I think, be satisfactory, my opinions on 
the subject. Meanwhile, dear Mrs. Simpson, let me entreat 
you not spoil your charming eyes by weeping, nor let any 
thing lead you for an instant to doubt that my sentiments for 
you are exactly the same as they have ever been ; and above 
all, cease not to w'ork out your eternal salvation with fear and 
trembling. Mrs. Cartwright is by no means, I believe, a 
very active-minded person; and 1 think it probable that I 
shall often feel it borne in upon my mind, that by applying 
to you I shall be able to forward the great work of grace 
that 1 have in hand more effectually than by any personal 
assistance that site is likely to render me. Her w'ealth 
indeed is great, as 1 hope some little keepsakes from me may 
prove to you ere long; but as to energy and fervour of cha¬ 
racter, there is but one Mrs. Simpson." 

The reverend gentleman here saluted the fair lady’s lips, 
and departed, leaving her exactly in the state he wished ; that 
is to say, puzzled, confounded, mystified, and not knowing 
the least in the world what she should say to him next. 


CHAPTEK III. 

Charles’s intervikwwith ms stepfatheii.— ms sudden 

DEPAKTUKE FROM WKFXHILL. 

There were moreover other ladies to be encountered, most 
of whom, as the vicar well knew, would not hear of his bril¬ 
liant nuptials with pleasure; but this was a matter of small 
moment. The benevolent attentions he had bestowed upon 
them were chiefly for the purpose of ensuring popularity and 
acquiring influence, — and these were now too mhch at his 
coinmand for him to experience the lightest anxiety from the 
fear of losing them. 
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The remembrance of the three Misses Richards was indeed 
rather heavy upon him ; especially from the circumstance of 
Miss Mary’s having accidentally seen him kiss Miss Louisa, 
which he happened to do, in the little shrubbery behind their 
cottage, upon occasion of a serious discourse which they had 
been holding together upon the nature and influence of espe. 
cial grace. Little Mary, who was purity and simplicity 
personified, firmly believed, in her very innocent heart, that 
this caress could only be given by such a gentleman as Mr. 
Cartwright as the ratification of a treaty of marriage; and 
had accordingly not only alluded to Louisa’s happy prospects 
herself, but had fully persuaded her sister Charlotte likt'wise 
to believe that this blessed union would be the result of the 
vicar’s soft attentions to them all. So that upon a smart 
discussion with their mother upon the sin of works, when 
matters had gone so far as to induce the young lady to declare 
that she considered the door of her mother's house as nothing 
less than a type of the gates of hell, she had, in relating the 
scene of this j>raiseworthy combat to their apostle, ventured 
these remarkable words: 

There is sorrow and sin in dwelling under the roof of 
the scorner; but when dear Louisa has quite consented to all 
your wishes, Mr. (Cartwright, her bowels will yearn towards 
her sisters, and you will botli of you draw us out of the way 
of temptation under the shelter and the shadow of your 
wing.” 

The only reply which the vicar made to this speech was the 
utterance of a fervent blessing. 

He now remembered with considerable satisfaction the 
cautious tendency of this reply, and, upon the whole, thought 
that there >vas no occasion to fatigue his^^pirits by making these 
young ladies a private visit to announce his change of condi¬ 
tion, as in the case of Mrs, Simpson. He therefore turned from 
the widow^s do6r, after the pause of a moment on her thres¬ 
hold, during which these thoughts were rapidly but healthily 
digested, leaving him, that is to say, neither loaded with 
remorse, nor fevered by anxiety. 

Upon this occasion, for some reason or other, connoted 
perhaps with that tranquillity of mind in his lady which 4 w^as 
so unquestionably his duty to guard, the Vicar of Wrexhill had 
not made use of his carriage and servants. He walked there- 
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fore back to the Park, akd met Charles Mowbray coming through 
the lodge gates, as he entered them. 

The young man touched his hat, and was walking on ; but 
the vicar stopped him. 

“ Where are you going, my dear Charles ? ” said he. iHs 
getting quite late; you will not have time for a walk before 
dinner—it is almost dark. You know my habits are those of 
great punctuality.” 

1 shall never interfere with those habits, sir. It is pro¬ 
bable that 1 may not return to dinner.” 

“ Indeed !—we shall be very sorry to lose you. Where are 
you going, then, my dear boy ? ” 

Charles hesitateiU His heart seemed to swell in his bosom 
at this questioning; and though, in fact, he had strolled out 
without any idea of absenting himself at dinner, something 
like a spirit of rebellion induced him to answer, “ I'c Sir Gil¬ 
bert Harrington’s, sir.” 

Good evening, then. Let me bespeak your ear for half an 
hour in my library to-morrow morning, betw'een the hours of 
eleven and twelve.” 

Charles bowed, but uttered not a word, and proceeded to¬ 
wards Oakley, inwardly muttering “ his Uhrary ! ” 

He entered the mansion of his old friends without an 
apology, but stated the cause of his visit as it really was. 

I could not bear to be examined by him as to where I was 
going, and when 1 was coming ; and rather to prove my intle- 
pendence, than for any other reason, I am come to you. ('an 
you forgive this?” 

Ay, truly can we,” rejdied the old lady,; and be sure to 
do the same next time, Charles. It makes me sick to think of 
this species of paternal, admonishing.” 

I am to be lectured for my impatience under it, as I 
suspect; for he bade me meet him in his library to-morrow 
morning.” 

His library ! Scoundrel!” exclaimed Sir Gilbert through 
his clost-d teeth. 

Shall 1 obey the mandate. Sir Gilbert ?” said Charles. ^‘Or 
shall I take no notice of it?” 

The question seems an easy one to answer, Charles ? ” 
replied the baronet; “ and had 1 been to answer yesterday 
morning, I should have said without hesitation,—set firs to the 
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library, and stifle him in it like a wekzel as he is, rather than 
come at his call. But I have taken it into ray head since, that 
our best game will he to keep things soft and smooth for a 
while. So wait upon him, Master Charles, in your father’s 
library, and hear all he has got to say ; and don’t turn yourself 
out of the house; and don’t spit upon him if you can help it. 
But I hope he won’t sit in poor Mowbray’s chair! ” 

In consequence of this counsel, Charles did wait upon the 
vicar in his father’s library at the appointed hour, and took 
what comfort he could from perceiving that he was not seated 
in that lamented father’s chair, but had ensconced himself 
in a newly-invented fauteuil of surpassing softness, W'hich 
he had caused to be brought from the drawing-room for his 
especial comfort. 

“ You have not kept me waiting, and I commend you fer 
it, my son. May he, in whom I trust, lead you in his: own 
good time to lx- all that your pious mother can wish to see you. 
Sit down, (diaries—pray sit down.” 

Poor Chat les !—the whole scene w'as purgatory to him ; hut 
his courage did not forsake him: atul instead of running out 
of the room, as he felt terribly tempted to do, he sat down 
opposite to his stepfather, determined to hear every thing he 
had to say. 

1 think, C’harles, that the pious nature of*your mother, 
awakened as it has of late betm, must by this time be so suffi¬ 
ciently knowm to you all, as to prevent the possibility of your 
mistaking her motives for marrying the second father, in whose 
presence you are now placed. Her motives have been of the 
holiest kind, and never, probably, did any person perform a 
more acceptable service than she itid when, placing her hand 
within mine before liis altar, she resigned iliat power over her 
children, which maternal weakness rendered almest nugatory, 
to one who is too strong in the Lord to permit any hiiinan 
feelings or motives ever to make him swerve from that course 
which he is taught to believe the best. It would be a very 
shining pleasure to me if your thankfulness for this most 
merciful dispensation w'cre at this very moment to impel you 
to kneel down on one of these cushions ;—of such there are 
always sufficient, and to spare, in the dwellings of the ehoV'ii;— 
1 wish, I «ay, that even now I cotild see y(^ fall down before 
me to give thanks for having sent to you and to your sisters 
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one of Ins own, as your p;uide and protector through the pit- 
falls of this life, and to usher you with favour intt) his presence 
in the life to come. I would willingly see you thus grateful 
for manifest mercies, — hut I shall not insist upon it at this 
moment, for I know', (.'harles, howr different have been the 
paths in which your teachers have hitherto led you.” 

The vicar here paused ; hut as there was no point in his 
harangue to w'hich Mow'bray could have replied in the spirit 
which his friend had recommended to him, he resolutely kept 
silence. 

The time will come/' resumed the vicar, the time ahull 
come, wb(‘n your knees, young man, shall Ire less stubborn. 
But it is time that 1 unfold to you the business upon which 1 
wished to sjwak when 1 permitted your attendance in this 
apartment. You have been led, doubtless by the active machi¬ 
nations of the devil, to turn your sinful thoughts towards that 
profession which, beyond all others, has made Satan its juitron 
and its saint. In one word, you have thought of going into 

the army : and it is to inform von that 1 shall not nerniit this 

' » * 

dreadful sin to he committed by one of my family, that you 
are now before me. Open not yotir mouth, ycmng man, in 
lefence of the God-abandoned set to whom you would wish to 
belong: my ears must not be profaned by any words of such 
abhorrent tendency. Instead of S])eaking yourself, hear me. My 
W’ill is, that you return to College, there to prepare yourself for 
ordination. 1 utter this eemrnand with a conscience void of 


ofi'ence ; for though your awful deficiency in religion is w'ell 
known tome, I have confidence in the Lord, and in the power 
he will give me to work a change: and moreover, I know to 
what bishop I shall lead you for ordination ; thereby securing 
to myself the consolatioh'of knowing that no human learning 
will enable y<(U to he received within the ]»ale that we arc 
Btrengiheuing around us, and within whicli nore shall be ad¬ 
mitted (if we cun help it) hut the regenerate arid adopted, or 
such as we of the evangelical church may choose to jdedge 
ounselves shall become so. As to the manner and amount of 


your future income, 1 shall take the arrangement of it entirely 
into my own hands, reserving to myself the pow'er of varying 
your allowance from time to time, at; shall seem good. You 
may have a few (Mys’ holidays here if you w'ish it, in honour 


of your mother’s nmn uuy .’; 


after wliich I wiii give you ten 
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pounds for your journey and other contingent expenses, and 
permit you to employ such tradesmen at Oxford as I shall 
point out, for such necessaries as it is proper I should furnish 
you with. Their bills must be forwarded to Mr. Oorbold, who, 
for the present, 1 shall j)robably continue as my agent; and 
when I have duly examined them, they shall be paid. Your 
CU)llege expenses I shall also order to be transmitted to him, 
and through him to me.—I must now dismiss you, for I have 
letters to write.—JJe careful in j)assing these windows, if you 
j>lease, not to approach them too closely. This room is a 
favourite apartment of mine, and 1 must not be interrupted or 
annoyed in it in any way. llenjembcr this, if you please. Good 
morning.” 

During the whole of this very trying interview Mowbray 
had not uttered a single word. He knew that if he opened 
his Ii])s, the indignation that burned at his heart would burst 
forth with a vehemence he should no longer be able to control. 
He felt his heart throb, and every ])ulse so fiercely keeping 
time to it, that he was terrified at himself, and fearful lest the 
tideof passion that workedthusfearfully within him should drive 
him to do, or even to say what he might repent, he hastened 
from th(^ room, leaving Mr. ('artwright very comfortably per¬ 
suaded that the eloquence which had been bestoworl on him, if 
it sometimes failed in converting those who heard him to his 
doctrine, was of a nature well calculated to enforce his autho¬ 
rity ; a species of success wdiich perhaps satisfied him better still. 

The unfortunate Charles took refuge in Helen’s dressing 
room from ^he storm that raged in his bosom. He longed to 
hear the gentle voice of his sister with as much eagerness as 
one panting in fever longs for a cool breeze or a refreshing 
stream ; and when he entered the room and found it unoccu¬ 
pied, he felt as that if misfortune were greater than all whicli 
had fallen upon him before. * 

In a slate of the most pitiable dejuession of spirits he seated 
liimself most forlornly on a chaim /on< 7 we that stood in a recess 
as far as possible from the windows, and there, restitig his 
head on tlu* side of it, and covering his face with his hands, 
he remai:ie<l for a considerable time perfectly immoveable, and 
quite as miserable as bis worst enemy could wish. 

At length the door opened, and a leinale entered. Charles 
spratK. forward to meet her. and verv uarrotvlv escaped encir- 

X 2 ’ 
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cling Miss Torrington in his arms. She drew back, certainly, 
but hardly wdth so sudden a movement as that of Mowbray, 
W'ho, colouring and stammering in extreme confusion, said as 
he retreated to his former place, I beg your pardon : I came 
here to look for Helen.” 

“ And so did I, Mr. Mowbray : I cannot tljink W'here she 
has hid herself. — But you do not look like yourself, (.’harles. 
Has Mr. Cartwright been speaking to you ? 1 heard him tell 
his wife that he had desired you to meet him in the library.” 

“In his library, Miss Torrington ; pray call it as he does 
Ida library — But what a fool am I to care thus for a word ! 
It is his library ; the man says right. But what then is poor 
Helen ? what is Fanny ? what am I ? ” 

His features expressed such terrible agony of mind, that 
Rosalind almost felt afraid to leave him, and stood at some 
distance from him as he sat, w'ith her looks riveteil upon his 
face and her eyes overflowing with tear.^. 

“ Tell me, dear Charles,” she said, “ what is it that has 
happened to you ? I will go and seek Helen, aiid bring her to 
you in a moment. Only tell me before 1 go if any new thing 
has happened to make us ail move miserable than we were. 
Is it not common cause, Mr. Mowbray ? For Heaven’s sake 
tell me what has befallen you !” 

“ It is not common cause, Miss Torrington,” he replied 
with bitterness. “ My situation is, 1 heartily ho])e, without a 
parallel; and as none can share my wretchedness, as none can 
relieve it, it were better, I believe, that none should know it.” 

“That is not the language of frieinlsbip, Mr. Mow'bray. 
Were poor Helen here, I trust you w'ould not answer her 
inquiries so harshly.” 

“ Harshly.^ If so, 1 have been very wrong. Forgive ibe.— 
Could you have heard the language tlris man held to me, — 
could you have 8§en him enthroned in my poor fatlier’s library, 
and beard liim tell me that when I passed tefore the windows 
I must take care not to approach too nearly, — oh, Rosalind ! 
Qould you have heard all thi.s, you would not wonder if 1 
answered even madly to any questions asked,” 

Rosalind stood silently before him when he had ceased to 
speak, l^er hands tightly clasped, and her eyes riveted on the 
ground. “ I will ask you but one question more,” said she 
after a long pause. 
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" And what is that, Miss Torrington ? " 

Mm Torrington ! ” said she, muttering between her teeth, 
** Alas ! — how nmily have 1 acted ! and how difficult is it to 
retrace a wrong step once taken !” 

She trembled violently; so violently, that she was obliged 
to support herself by leaning on the back of a chair which 
stood near her. Charles Mowbray’s head again rested on the 
sofa, and his eyes were hid from her. She felt that he saw 
her not, and this perhaps it was which gave her courage to pro¬ 
ceed in the task she had determined to perform ; but her 
breast heaved almost convulsively, and her mouth became so 
parched that it w’as w'ith difficulty she could articulate these 
words: 1 learn from Sir Gilbert Harrington, Mr. Mowbray 

that— I have the power—of making him my guardian”— 
Thank Heaven!” exclaimed Charles, interrupting her; 
“ I thank Heaven for it. Miss 'I'crrington. — You may then 
escape, and immediately, from this p!ace of tormeiit. This 
will indeed help me to bear it better.” 

He spoke the last words more composedly, but again buried 
his face on the sofa. 

“ lint think you, Mr. Mowbray, I would leave Helen here ? ” 
“ I fear you will have no i)ower to take her,” he replied. 
Not J—but you. Oh I Mr. Mowbray I—Charles! 
(Hilaries ! — will you not tmderstand me? \Yill you spare me 
this agony ? No ? you will not. But I have deserved it all, and 
1 will bear it. (’harles Mowbray !—it is I who would now lay 
iny fortune at your feet. Oh ! do not answer me as I once an¬ 
swered you! (.’harles Mowbray, will you take me for your wife! ” 
“No, by Heaven!” he exclaimed, falling on his knees 
before her. Poor llosalind ! dear, generous, devoted friend ! 
And for her sake, then — for my dear. Helen's sake, you would 
submit to be my wife — mg wife! — an outcast, penniless, in¬ 
sulted beggar ! — No, Rosalind ; by Heavem no ! I wmuld 
rather perish in the lowest state of human wwtehedness than 
so abuse your noble nature. But do me justice, noble Rosa¬ 
lind ; let there on one point at least be some equality between 
us. Believe that I love you, — and that with a strength of 
passion of which, as I think, your unawakened heart has yet 
no power to judge. But should you, Rosalind, ever leawi what 
it is to love, then do me justice, and know how dear nas honour 
to my soul when I adored but could refuse you.” 
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He seized her dress ami pressed it to his lips; and, then 
rising from his knees, he darted out of the room, without 
daring to trust ins eyes to look at her. 

Had Mowbray’s state of mind been sotnewhat less miserable 
— had the buoyant spirit given to him by nature been less 
completely crushed by the galling interview of the morning, 
it is probable that his memory might have suggested to him 
some circumstances in the hours passed heretofore with Rosa¬ 
lind, which might have raised some blessed hope upon his 
mind as to the motive and feelings that had led her to act as 
she had done. But, as it was, no such light from heaven fell 
upon him. In simplest sincerity he believed that she had re¬ 
jected his suit because she did not love him, and that she had 
now offered to become his wife solely for Helen’s sake, and in 
the generous hope of saving her by giving to him the pow^er 
of offering her a home. 

With this conviction, he determined to spare her the em¬ 
barrassment and himself the torture of meeting again. With 
all the feverish hurry of impatietit suffering, he instantly sought 
his mother; informed her of Mr. Cartwright’s wish that he 
should return to Oxford, and of his ow'ii desire to comply with 
this immediately. 

There was something in the suddenness of thi.< unresisting 
obedience that seemed to startle her. She applauded his re¬ 
solution, but seemed to wish that for some short time, at least, 
he should delay the execution of it. But on this j)oint he was 
immoveable; and as ]\lr. Cartwright appeared well pleased 
that so it should be, he succeeded in so hastening the arrange¬ 
ments for his departure that within twenty-four hours he had 
left the house, and that without having again seen Rosalind. ’I'he 
greater part of this int<?fval, indeed, w'as pas.-^ed at Oakley, 
where his reiterated as.surances that he should l)e#nueh, very 
much happier at Oxford than at home, wa're accepted in excuse 
for the suddeiin^s of his departure. Sir Gilbert, indeed, had 
so well read Rosalind’s heart, and so confidently did he anti¬ 
cipate his speedy and even triumphant return, that both him¬ 
self and his lady, who as usual was wholly in his confidence, 
saw him depart without regret, and uttered their farewells with 
a cheerfulness that grated sadly on the feelings of the poor 
exile. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

THE vicar’s prosperity.-HE SETS ABOUT MAKING SOME 

IMPORTANT REFORMS IN THE VILLAGE. 

The departure of Charles, so immediate and so unrepining, 
seemed to the vicar a most satisfactory proof that the talent ami 
firmness which he had himself displayed in their final interview 
had produced exactly the effect which he hoped and intended. 
“ He will, I think, trouble me no more such was the com¬ 
fortable little mental soliloquy with which, as he sat in his 
noble library, the Vicar of \Viexhill listened to the wheels of 
the cab, lent to convey Mowbray to the nearest town through 
which the coach passed. 

'I'his good work achlcveil, which was of that species per¬ 
mitted by the peculiar doctrine of his sect, Mr. Cartwright, of 
Cartwright Ihirk, began to look around him among his neigh¬ 
bours and dependants for opportunities of displaying both his 
sanctity and liis magnificence. 

Every thing seemed to prosper with him ; and the satisfac¬ 
tion produced by this success was very greatly enhanced by the 
consciousnes'i that he owed it all, from the humble courtesy of 
the village maidens up to the crowning glory of his lady’s love, 
and all the wealth it brought, wholly and solely to himself. 
Ungrateful would he have been for such unnumbered blessings 
had he neglected to reward that self by every kind observance 
and by every thoughtful care w’hich his active fancy, his fas¬ 
tidious taste, and his luxurious nattiie could suggest But he 
did it all so “ doiur/if/' that no voi«\ was raised to censure 
the dainty appetite of the high-fed priest; no lip was curled 
in scorn as every w-eek brought firth some new indulgence, 
some exquisite refinement of elaborate luxury. 

Every thing schemed to prosper with him. The wines he 
ordered could hardly be accounted dear even at the unheard-of 
prices he gave for them. The beautiful creature he bought for 
his own riding, with just action enough to show off his hand¬ 
some figure, and not sufficient to occasion him the least fatigue, 
appeared* to be so born and bred on purpose for his ^use, that 
every eye was fixed in admiration as he paced along, and no 
tongue wagged to tell that while young Mowbray departed 

X 4 
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from his father’s liouse with ten pounds in his pocket, his 
stepfather’s ambling hack cost two hundred. 

Every thing seemed to prosper with him. Mrs. Simpson, 
instead of spoiling her fine eyes, and reducing by her secession 
his fair congregation of elected saints, which he had certainly 
good reason to fear, listened to his doctrine now wdtli the same 
yielding obedience that she did before; and so far was the 
tongue of slander from finding any thing amiss in the frequent 
pastoral visits he continued to pay her, that her credit, ])arti- 
cularly with her tradespeople, stood higher than ever, and her 
begging-boxes, and her tract-selling, and her albums, flourished 
quite as well as w'hen she believed that she and they would 
ere long be translated to the Mcarage. 

Of jNIrs, Richards’s converted daughters, little Mary was the 
only one who ventured openly to declare that .slu.> thought the 
vicar had behaved extremely ill ; that after what she saw j)ass 
betw'een him and sister Louisa, it was a sin not to marry her; 
and that she did not think ]H>or Mrs. Mowbray would ever l>e 
happy with a man wdio was so very much iji love wdth another 
person. 

But it w’as only little Mary who said all this, and nobody 
paid much attention to it. The pious Louisa herself declared, 
indeed, that there never had been any thing but the purest 
evangelical love between them ; and that the kiss about which 
silly Mary made such a fuss, was nothing in the world but a 
kiss of holy peace and brotherly love. ' 

The same eloquence which persuaded the youjig lady so to 
think, or at any rate, so to say, persuaded her likewise, and 
her sister Charlotte with her, to persevere in their avocations. 
They continued to compose tracts, to get them printed and 
sold when they could, a.’ul to read them aloud and give them 
aw’ay in manuscript when they could not. They also continued 
most perseveringly to expound both tracts anti Scriptures for 
the edification of their very unhappy mother ; w ho having 
passed the last twenty years of her life in exerting every fa¬ 
culty to render them happy around her, could not now so 
change her plan as to give them that portion of her house for 
the display of their inspired eloquence w'hich she herself' did 
not occupy—and thus she passed by far the greater portion of 
every day in listening to their ceaseless assurances that the pit 
of hell was yawning to receive her. 
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Major Dalrymple being present on one occaaion when this 
was going on with peculiar fervour, waited very patiently till 
there was a pause in the eloquence of Miss Charlotte, who was 
holding forth, and then said Scotchly and quietly, Well, 
well, I see not but it is all very fair between you and your mother, 
iny bonny lasses: she has been always forgetting herself for 
your sakes, and you are now forgetting yourselves for hers.” 

It was not very long, how’ever, after the marriage of the 
vicar, that a welcome and much-needed ray of hope once more 
gleamed upon her. It rose from the fair forehead of little 
Mary. From the time of her conversion, all her very pretty 
curls bad been straightened and })ushed behind her ears, and 
tlie little straw bonnet which covered them was the rival, or 
rather, the model of Fanny Mowbray’s. But by degrees, a 
few of these curls began to reappear round her face ; her sad- 
coloured ribbons were exchanged for the bright tints that 
suited so well with her clear brown skin : her laugliing eyes 
bi'gaii to recover their brightness, and at last she whispered in 
her mother's ear, ‘‘ Forgive me, dearest mamma, for all my 
folly, my prcsum])tion. I’orgive me, dearest mother; and pray 
(iod to forgi\e me too !” 

From that moment Mrs. Richards felt restored to happiness. 
She had too early learnt that, at the best, life is but like a 
changeable woh> of silk, in which the dark tints predominate, to 
j)oisi>n the enjoyment which Mary’s return to reason brought her, 
by n iuemhering at any moment when it was possible to forget 
it, that site had still two daughters who declared their per¬ 
suasion that they could never meet her in the life to come. 
She wisely and with true piety turned all her thoughts to 
Mary, .soothed her remorse, and reconciled her to herself. In 
additicxn to tl.is great joy, she thougiit she saw the promise 
of another, that for years had formed her favourite castle in 
the? air. Slie thought she saw that, Major Dalrymple looked 
at the recovered Mary with eyes expressive of love as well as 
of joy ; and with tliis hope before her, and the delighful occu¬ 
pation of watching Mary sometimes blush, and always smile 
when the major entered, her life once more ceased to be a 
burden, and Rosalind again found that she sang the very 
sweetest second in the world. 

As soon as the occupation of receiving and returning the 
wedding visits was pretty well over, Mr. Cartwright set about 
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making some important alterations and reforms in the village 
of Wrexhill. 

His attentive wife suggested to him, that he would find 
the fatigues of a large landed ]>roprietor who so actively 
inquired into every thing, as he did, too much for his health 
and spirits, if he continued Mcar of Wrexhill. But to this 
he answered, Heaven forbid, my lovely tiara, tiiat I should 
ever suffer my cares for my eartlily possessions to interfere with 
those especially relating to my heavenly ones! The cure of 
souls, my love, has ever been a favourite occupation with me. 
It greatly assists in giving one that sort of influence over the 
minds of ones fellow-creatures which every wise and holy man 
would w’ish to possess. But I have already secured the .ser¬ 
vices of a very serious and exemplary curate, my dear love, 
who W'ill relieve me from that part of the duty which, as you 
justly fear, might prove injurious to my health. 'Fhis arrange¬ 
ment will, I trust, answer all your wishes for the ])rescnt, 
sweet love ; and in future 1 intend that our son Clmrles shall 
be my curate. He will, I have no tloiibt, like the X'icarage as 
a residence: it is really very pretty, and sufficiently near us to 
permit of easy, and 1 should hope, frequent intercourse*. But 
it must be a year or two before this can be put in ])ractice ; 
and, in the mean time, I trust that we shall fltul Mr. Samuel 
Hetheringtou a pious and prayerful young man. I urn not 
without hopes that he will arrive at the V^icarage to-night, 
I forget, dear, if 1 mentioned to you any thing about him ? — 
I certainly, as you observe, arn very much occuj)ied ! — How¬ 
ever, don't let me forget to .say, that if he comes to-night be 
must be invited to dine here to-morrow'.*' 

Another of Mr. (-artwright’s now arrangements arose from 
a scene that passed betwceii Mr. Marsh, the quiet, peaceable, 
pains-taking village schoolmaster, and himself. This poor 
man, wdio had a wife and some half-dozen children, con¬ 
trived to maintain them all by keeping school. He had a 
good house and extensive play-ground, which tempted many 
a tradesman in the county town, and some even in London, 
to send their sons to Wrexhill to improve at once their lungs 
and their learning. He had also a considerable number of 
day-boarders from all the farmers round, besides many of the 
most decent and well-born of the village children as day- 
scholars. 
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To keep up this flourishing concern certainly took up every 
hour of Mr. Marsh’s waking existence, and weary enough was 
he at night, poor man, when he laid his head on his pillow. 
But no one had ever heard him complain. His wife and 
children were comfortably clothed, fed, and lodged; his 
*'■ parent a'’ were all well contented with the learning and the 
health of their children, and all his neighbours esteemed and 
spoke w-ell of him. 

Before Mr. Cartwright had been many vreeks at Wrexhill, 
he took an oj)portunjty of making a very kind and conde¬ 
scending call upon the worthy schoolmaster. Mr. Marsh hap¬ 
pened at that njoment to be superintending the afternoon 
writing-lessons; but he instantly obeyed tiie summons, and 
received the vicar in his best parlour w’itli every demonstra¬ 
tion of reverence. 

“ ^’ou have good premises here, Mr. Marsh,” said the 
new’ly-installed clergyman of the parish; “ really a very 
<lecent and respectable-looking domain. How many boys 
have you, sir.^ ’ 

'J'wenty-seven boarders, twelve day-boarders, and sixteen 
dav-scholars.” 

“ Indeed ! - - that makes a considerable number of Christian 
souls. AjuI \vliat, sir, may be the method and the principle 
of your religious instruction ? ” 

“ ] take all my boarders, sir, to church twice every Sunday ; 
and they read from the Bible twice a week. In addition to 
w’liich, we have family prayer night and morning.” 

'rhen it is as 1 feared, Mr. Marsh,” replit!d the vicar: 
you altogether neglect, both for your pupils and yourself, 
.sir, my nine o’clock Sabbath evening lecture in the church, 
together with the Tuesday evening’s expounding and the 
Thursday evening’s church lecture. This is awful negligence, 
sir ; it is a terrible tempting of the Lord ! ” 

I think, Mr. (lartwright,” replied the poor schoolmaster, 
colouring, “ that I shall be able to explain to your satisfac¬ 
tion my reasons for not attending your evening lectures. Some 
of my boys, sir, are almost grown up lads: I have two hard 
upon seventeen, and I nee<l not tell a gentleman like you that 
there is a deal of caution necessary at tliat age to kee^i lads 
out of hi.nn’s way. I have had the character of sending 
home very gootl, sober, decent lads; and this, I think, has 
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done me more service in getting scholars than even my writing 
and book-keeping. But perhaps you don’t know, sir, and I 
am sure I don’t wish to put myself forward to tell you — but 
the truth is, Mr. Cartwright, that these late meetings, w’hicli 
break up quite in the dark, do bring together a great many 
disorderly people. ’Tis an excuse, sir, for every lM)y and girl 
that is in service to get out just when they ought to l)e at 
home, and altogether it is not quite the sort of thing I ap¬ 
prove for my boys.” 

But when I tell you, Mr. Marsh, ” replied the vicar with 
much dignity, “ that it /*• the sort of tiling whicli 1 ajiprove, 
for all the girls and hoys too who live under my ministry, 1 
presume that you do not intend to persevere in your very 
futile, and I must call it, impious objection. If you, sir, paid 
the attention that you ought to do to the religious object of the 
meeting, your impure imagination would not be quit(‘ so l>usy 
about its moral consequences. 1 am sorry to tell you, Mr. 
Marsh, that you are .splitting on the rock Avhicli sends more 
wrecked and wretched souls to hell than any otlier peril of this 
mortal life, let it be what it may.” 

sir,” replied the schoolmaster mildly, I must make 
up my account between God and my own conscience, and trust 
to his mercy to overlook my deficiencies.” 

Overlook your deficiencies — poor deluded man ! — Do 
you really hope tliat the Lord will pardon the clinging to works, 
and neglecting to hear his word r — Do you really doubt that 
Satan stands ready at the door to seize your soul, and hear it 
in his poisoned claws to everlasting torture.^ — Do you really 
doubt this, Mr. Marsh 

Indeed I do, sir.” 

“ This is terrible !” cried the vicar, starting up and attempt¬ 
ing to stop his ears. Such blasplieniy cannot he listened to 
without sin. I leave you, sir, and 1 will shake the dust off 
this your carpet from off my feet. But remcnil>cr this,— I am 
your pastor and master, appointed to be the minister and guide 
of all the souls in my parish. As for your soul — 1 have no 
hope left for it: it must, and it will have its portion among the 
condemned, and will exist only to burn in unspeakable tortures 
for ever. — I have spoken, and you know your doom. But not 
so is it with the young persons committed to your charge; 
though, alas ! the peril in which they now abide is sore to think 
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of. Nevertheless, I will neither leave them nor forsake them 
as long as hope is left that a single brand can be snatched from 
the burning. Wherefore hear me ! — This day is Thursday ; 
let me this night see yourself, and every boy abiding in your 
house, in the gallery which you occupy in the church, or I 
will set to work to weed the vineyard. Yea! I will cleanse it 
root and branch from the corruption and abomination of you 
and your boys. Poor wretches, that you are labouring and 
striving to prepare for the kingdom of hell! But I speak sin¬ 
fully in joining you and them together! and may the Lord 
forgive me, as I will strive to atone for it. I will clear the 
vineyard of you—but not till I have separated your boys from 
you. They shall besaved,—by my hand shall they be saved; and 
wlien 1 shall have effected this, you may perchance, while enjoy¬ 
ing the leisure that will Im? your portion, remember this day, and 
value at its worth the wisilom wdiich made you brave a minis¬ 
ter of tlie evangelical church. Have I softened your bard 
heart, IMr. Marsh ? Will you bring your school to my lecture 
this evening? Say ‘ "i'es I' and you are forgiven.” 

“ No, sir, 1 will not!” was the quiet but firm reply of the 
good man. 

Not another syllable was spoken on either side; but well 
did the vicar of ^V^rexhiil keep his word. Public estimation 
and private good-will appeared for a time to resist all the 
efforts he coukl make to persuade the villagers, and the fanners 
round about, tliat Mr. Marsh was a very impious and danger¬ 
ous man, and one %vhom it was dangerous to trust with their 
children. They knew belter ; they knew' that he was honest, 
pains-taking, intelligent, patient, and strictly attentive to his 
religious duties. But constant dropping wall wear away a 
stone; and constant malevolence, kept in constant action, by 
one who was not very scrupulous as to the truth or falsehood 
of any staienient that tended to juoduce the effect he wished, 
at length began, like rust upon steel, to cover and hide its true 
colour and its real brightness. One by one his daily scholars 
fell away from him, — one by one the neighbouring farmers 
came with some civil reason for not finding the sending their 
boys so likeh to answer as formerly ; and one by one his dis¬ 
tant patrons found out tlie same thing : so that soon after tiie 
vicar’s marriage be bad the great delight of bearing that Mr. 
Marsh *vas sent to prison because he could not pay his rent. 
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that his furniture was seized for taxes, and his tidy little wife 
lying ill of a brain fever at a small public-house near the prison, 
with her children starving round her. 

The sort of inward chuckle with which the prosperous vicar 
received this bit of village gossip from his valet has no letters 
by which it can be spelt;—it wms the hosannah of a tiend. 

The supplying Mr. Marsh's place in Wrexhill was one of 
the things that now deinandeil Mr. Cartwright's immediate 
attention ; and notwithstanding the many delicious temptations 
to idleness which surrounded him, his love of power, stronger 
even than his love of luxury, led him to hunt for and to find 
an individual to fill the situation, w’hose perfect obedience to 
his will made the dominion of the village school worth count¬ 
ing among the gratifying rights and immunities of his enviable 
position. 

Many of the country families, partly from curiosity, and 
partly from respect for the owner of the Park, let him he who 
he would, paid their visits, and sent tlieir invitations with an 
ajtpearancc of consideration very tlear to his lieart, particularly 
when it chancerl that this consideration proceeded from per¬ 
sons blessed by bearing a title. As to his domestic circle, it 
went on rather better than he expected : if not a happy, it 
was a very quiet one. Helen drooped, it isf true, and looked 
wofully pale; but she seldom complained at all, and if she 
did, he heard her not. Rosalind was very wnetched ; but a 
host of womanly feelings were at work within her to ])revent 
its being guessed by any. Even Helen thought that she had 
a wondrous portion oi philosophy so speetlily to forget poor 
Charles, and so very soon to reconcile herself to the hateful 
dominion of tlie usurper who had seized his place. Rut Helen 
knew not how she patised the hours when no eye saw and no 
ear heard her. Neither did Helen know the terrible effort she 
had made to redeem tlie folly and the pride shown in her 
anstver to Charles, the first and only time that he had ever 
ventured to disclose his love. Had Helen known tliis, and 
the manner in which this offer of herself had been refused, she 
would have loved, and not blamed the resolution with which 
the heart-stricken Rosalind hid her wound from every eye. 

Fahny was gloomy, silent, and abstracted ; but Mr. Cart¬ 
wright only thought that the poor girl, having been passion¬ 
ately in love witii him, wassuflering a few natural pangs while 
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teaching herself to consider him as her father. But all this 
was so natural, so inevitable indeed, that he permitted it not to 
trouble him: and, in truth, he was so accustomed in the course 
of his ministry to win young ladies, and sometimes old ones 
too, from the ordinary ways of this wicked world, to his own 
particular path of righteousness, by means of a little propitia¬ 
tory love-making, tliat the moans and groans which usually 
terminated this part of the process towards perfect holiness 
among the ladies had become to him a matter of great indiffer¬ 
ence. Notwithstanding his long jwactice in the study of the 
female heart, however, ho did not quite interpret that of Fanny 
Mow’bray rightly. He knew nothitig of the depth and reality 
of fanatic enthusiasm into which he had plunged her young 
mind; nor could he guess how that pure, but now fettered 
spirit, would labour ami struggle to reach some vantage-ground 
of assurance on which to rest itself, and thence offer its un- 
mixt'd adoration to the throne of grace, lie had no idea how' 
constantly Fanny was thinking of heaven, when he tvas talking 
of it. 

Of Henrietta he never thought much. She had given him 
some trouble, and he had u.^^cd somewhat violent measures to 
bring lur into such outward training as might not violently 
shock his ai'licrents and disciples. Hut all this was now' 
settled much to his satisfaction. tShe combed her hair quite 
straight, never wore pink ribands, and sat in church exactly as 
many hours as he cominaudcd. 

Mr. .facoh was, as usual, his joy and his pride ; and nothing 
he could do or say sufficed to raise a doubt in the mind of his 
admiring father of his being the most talenteil young man in 
Furope. 'fliat Jacob was not yet quite a saint, he W'as ready 
to allow'; hut so prodigiously brilliant an intellect could not 
he expected to fold its wings and settles itself at once in the 
temperate beatitude of s;iintship. He would come to it in 
time. It oflert'd .such inestimable advantages both in this 
world and the next, that Jacol), who had even now no objection 
to an easy cliair, would be sure tt> discover the advantages of 
tlie calling. 

The wife of his bosom was really every thing he couhl wdsh 
a wife to be. She seernctl to forget tltat there could Be any 
other use for her ample revenue, than that of ministering to 
his couvonience; and so couiplete was the devotion with w'hich 
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she seemed to lay herself and all that was hers at his feet, that 
no shadowy doubts or fears tormented him respecting that now 
first object of his life, the making her will. 

But though thus assured of becoming her heir whenever it 
should please Heaven to recall her, he took care to omit nothing 
to render assurance doubly sure. Not a caress, not a look, not 
a tender word, but had this for its object; and when his 

dearest life” repaid him with a smile, and his “ loveliest 
Clara” rewarded him with a kiss, he saw in his mind’s eye 
visions of exquisite engrossings, forming thetnselves day by 
day more clearly into—“ all my estates, real and personal, to 
my beloved husband.” 

Thus, beyond contradiction, every thing seemed to prosper 
w’ith him ; and few perhaps of those who gratified his vanity 
by becoming his guests, guessed how many aching hearts sat 
around his daily banquet. 


CTIAPTEll V. 

THE VICAR AT HOME. * 

Spring succeeded to winter, and summer to spring, wdthout 
producing any important change at Cartwright Park, (diaries 
Mowbray requested and obtained permission to continue liis 
studies without interruption, and for five months Helen and 
Rosalind lived ujion his leirers, which, spite of all his efForts 
to prevent it, showed a srjiirii so utterly depressed as to render 
them both miserable. . ^ 

They seemed both of them to be converted into parts of that 
stately and sumptuous machine which Mr. Cartwright had 
constructed around him, and of which he wa$ himself the main 
spring. The number of servants was greatly increastd, the 
equipages were much more splendid, and from an establish¬ 
ment remarkably simple and unostentatious for the income of 
its owners, the Park became one of the most magnificent in 
the coAintry. 

Among the periodical hospitalities with which the vicar,— 
for Mr. Cartwright was still Vicar of M^rexhill,—among his 
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[>eriod[ical hospitalities was a weekly morning party, which 
opened by prayers read by his curate, and ended by a blessing 
pronounced by himself. 

At about two o’clock a dejeuner k la fourchette was laid in 
the dining-room, around which were discussed all the serious, 
and serio-political, and serio-literary subjects of the day. On 
this occasion the selection of company, though alwajs pious, 
was not so aristocratical as at the pompous dinners occasiorially 
given at the Park. But what was lost to vanity on one side 
by the unconspicuous rank of some of the guests, was gained 
to it on the other by the profound veneration for their host 
expressed in every word and in every look. Not only Mr. 
Corbold, the lawyer,—who was indeed in some sort ennobled 
by his relationship to the great man himself,—but the new 
curate, and the new apothecary, and even the new school¬ 
master, were admitted. 

The company were always received by Mr. Cartwright and 
his lady in the drawing-room, w’here all the family were ex¬ 
pected (that is, commanded on pain of very heavy displeasure) 
to asseml)le lound them. 'Phc tables were covered with bibles, 
tracts. Evangelical Magazines, sanctified drawings, and mis¬ 
sionary begging machines. 

Hardly conid Chivers, who was Itecome an example to all 
serious butlers in voice, in look, and in step, produce a more 
deliglitful sensation on his master’s organs by announcing my 
Lord ’I'his, or my Lady That, than that master received from 
watching the reverential bows of the sycophants who hung 
upon his patronage. A sort of frozen blandishment on these 
occasions smoothed his proud face as he stood, with his lady 
l)eside him, to receive them. The tall, obsequious curate, who 
hardly dared to say his soul w'as his own, though he freely 
took upon himself to pronouncx* tlie destiny of other people’s, 
bent before him, lower than mortal ever need bend to mortal ; 
and he was rewarded for it by being permitted to aspire to the 
hand of the only daughter of Mr. Cartwright, of ('artw'right 
Park. The little round apothecary, who by evangelical aid 
withal had })ushed out his predecessor as effectually as ever 
pellet did, pellet in a popgun, sighed, wdiined, bouglit tracts, 
expounded them, kneeled down, though almost too fat to get 
up again, and w'ould have done aught else that to a canting 
doctor's art belongs so that it were not physically impossible, 

r 
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for one sole object, which for some months past had hardly 
quitted his thoughts by day or by night. This lofty object of 
ambition and of hope was the attending the lady of Mr. Cart¬ 
wright, of Cartwright I’ark, at her approaching accouchement. 

The new schoolmaster, who was already making Imndrcds 
where his unprofessing predecessor made tens of pounds, was a 
huge, gaunt man, who had already buried tliree wives, and 
who had besides, as he hoped and Ixjlieved, the advantage of 
being childless; — for he had always made it a custom to 
quarrel early with his sons and (laughters, and send them to 
seek their fortune where they could tiiid it;—this prosperous 
gentleman actually and bona tide fell in love wdib MissTor- 
rington; and having very tolerably good reasons for believing 
that there were few things at Cartwright J*ark w'hich might 
not be won by slavish obedience and canting hypocrisy, he 
failed not to divide tlie hours during which he was weekly 
permitted an entree there, between ogling the young lady, 
and worshipping the master of the mansion. 

Poor Rosalind had found means, after her dreadful scene- 
with Mowbray, secretly to convey a note to Sir Gilbt^rt, inform¬ 
ing liim that she no longer wished to change her guardian ; as 
her doing so would not, she feared, enable her to free Helen 
from her thraldom : she was still tlierefore Mrs. ^Cartwright’s 
ward, and the vicar had not yet quite abandoned the hope 
that his talented son might obtain her and her fortune; but 
hitherto Mr. Jacob had decliiu'd making ]»ro}K)sals, avowing 
that he did not think he was sufficiently advanced in the fair 
lady’s good graces to he qtiite sure of success. So, as no 
avow-ed claim bad been hituerto made to her hand, the school¬ 
master went on ogling every Wednesday morning, and dreaming 
every M’^ednesday night,-unchecked by any : for the fair objt‘Ct 
of his passion was perfectly unconscious of having inspired it. 

]\Irs. Simpson, of course, never failetl to embellish these 
morning meetings with her presence wlien she happened to he 
in the country; but she had lately left it, for the purpose, as it 
was understood, of making a visit of a month or two to a 
distant friend, during which she had intended to place her 
charming little Mirnirna at a boarding-school in a neighbouring 
town; Taut Mr. Cartwright so greajtly admired tliat sweet 
child’s early piety that he recomended lus lady to invite her to 
]pass the period of her mamma’s absence at (Cartwright Park. 
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Then there were the Richards’ family, who for various 
reasons were among the most constant Wednesday visitors. 
Mrs. Richards came to see Rosalind, little Mary to whisper 
good counsel to her friend Fanny, and the two elder sisters to 
meet all the serious young men that the pompous vicar could 
collect round him from every village or town in the vicinity. 

Besides these, there were many others, too numerous 
indeetl to l)e permitted a place in these pages, who came from 
far and near to pray and to gossip, to eat and to drink, at 
Cartwright Park. 

It happened at one of these meetings, about the middle of 
the month of June, when the beauty of the weather had 
brougljt together rather a larger party than usual, that a sub¬ 
ject of great interest to the majority of the company was 
brought under discussion by Mr, Cartwright. 
i No sooner had Mr. Samuel Iletherington, his curate, finished 
4iis prayer, and such of the company risen from their knees as 
chose to come early enough to take i»art in that portion of 
the morning’s arrangements, than the vicar opened the 
subject. 

“ My dear friends and neighbours,” he said, 1 have to 
communicate what I am sure will give you all pleasure; for 
are we not a society unitexl in the Lord ? Notwithstanding 
the little ditfereiices of station that may perhaps exist among 
us, have we not all one common object in view? It is for 
the furtherance of this divine object that 1 have now to 
mention to you a circumstance at which my soul and the soul 
of Mrs. Cartwright rejoice, and at which 1 am fully persuaded 
that your souls will rejoice likewise.” 

This preface produced a movement of lively interest 
throughout the whole room, and thlre was hardly a person 
present who did not eagerly undertake to answer for the 
sympathy of his or her soul with those of the vicar and his 
lady, 

“ Since we had the pleasure of seeing you last,” resumed 
the vicar, I have received a desjiatch from the secretary of 
the South f’entral African Bible Association, by w'hich I learn 
that it is in contemplation to send out to Fababo a remarkably 
serious young Jew, recently converted, as missionary, and 
minister plenipotentiary in all spiritual affairs relative to the 
church about to be established for Fababo and its dependencies. 

Y 2 
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But as you all well know that such a glorious enterprise as 
this cannot be undertaken without funds, and it has been re¬ 
quested of me, in the despatch to which I have alluded, that 
T should exert such little influence as I have among you, ray 
dear friends and neighbours, fur the collecting a sum in aid 
of it, our good Mrs. Simpson’s sweet little cherub Miinima is 
furnished with a box, w'hich she will carry round as soon 
as the collation is ended, to petitk)u your generous contribu¬ 
tions,*’ 

A murmur of approbation, admiration, and almost of 
adoration, burst from the whole company, and the conversa¬ 
tion immediately turned upon the conversion of Jews, and 
the happiness of having found so very desirable a mission 
for Mr. Isaacs. AV'hile the enthusiasm was at its height, 
Mrs. Cartwright, having previously received a hint from 
her husband, proposed that a serious fancy-fair should be 
held on that day month, on the lawn before the drawing¬ 
room windows of Cartwright Bark, for assisting the outfit of 
Mr. Isaacs. 

If all the ladies present,” continued Mrs. Cartwright, 
“ and such of their friends as they can prevail upon to join 
them, will only occupy themselves during the ensuing month 
in the making of pincushions, the composition of tracts, 
the sketching some dozens of Apostles' heads, togctljor 
with a few thousand allumettes and pen-wipers, we should, 
I have no doubt, collect a sum not only very serviceable 
to the exemplary Mr. Isaacs, but highly honourable to 
ourselves. ” 

“ Delightful !” cried several ladies at once. There is 
nothing,” said the little girlish wife of a neighbouring curate, 
“ that I dote upon like *a fancy-fair; — a serious fancy-fair, 
of course 1 mean, my dear,” slie adilcd, colouring, as she 
caught the eye of her alarmed young husband fixed upon 
her. 

A serious fancy-fair for snch an object,” observed 
Mr. Cartwright, is indeed a charming spectacle. If the 
Lord favours us by granting a fine day, the whole of the 
ceremonjes, — I mean, including the opening prayers, the ex- 
pt^ition of some chapters bt^aring upon the subject, the 
reading a tract which I will direct my curate to compose for 
the occasion^ and the final blessing: all this, I Uiink, if the 
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weather prove favourable, should be performed out of doors, 
as well as the sale of the ladies’ works. This, I question not, 
will produce a very imposing effect, and will, I think, be 
likely to bring many persons who, by a blessing upon our 
labours, may be induced to purchase. The elderly ladies will 
of course sell the articles ; *and the younger ones, whose piety 
will lead them to attend, may conceal themselves as much as 
possible from the public eye, by walking about in my groves 
and shrubberies, which shall be open for the occasion. It 
wdll be desirable, I imagine, to get handbills printed, to invite 
the attendance of the wdiole neighbourhood ! Do you not 
think this will be advisable ^ 1 am sure that no one can avoid 
every thing like general display and ostentation more cauti¬ 
ously than I do ; lout I conceive this public announcement on 
the present occasion absolutely necessary to the profitable 
success of our endeavours.” 

Absolutely!” was the word caught by echo for the 
reply. 

“ Have the goodness, Mr. Iletherington, to sit down at that 
small table—you will there find all things needful for writing, 
and indite the handbill that will be necessary for us. There 
is a warmth of feeling at this blessed moment generated 
among us to^'-ards this holy wmrk, which it would be sin to 
neglect. Let it not, lik<? those good feelings and resolutions 
of which we have been told by the preacher, pass aw^ay from 
us to [>ave the courts of hell, and be trodden under the feet 
of the scurtiers who inhabit there. No, my brethren ; let it 
rather rise like a sweet savour of incense, to tell that not in 
vain do we pronounce His name on earth !” 

Before these words were all spoken, the assiduous curate 
was already seated, pen in haml, asjiearly as possible in the 
attitude of Domiuicliino’s St.John, and looking up to Mr. 
(,'artwright for inspiration. 

In truth, ilie vicar, though the dignity of a secretary was 
in some sort necessary to his happiness, would by no means 
have intrustejl the sketching out of this document to any hand 
but his own. He felt it to be ])robable that it might become 
matter of history, and as such it demanded his best attention. 
While Mr. Iletherington therefore sat wdth his pei^ between 
his fingers, like a charged gun w^aiting for the pressure of the 
finger that should discharge it, IVIr. Cartwright, with the 

. . y 3 



S2f) 


THE VICAB OP WREXHILL. 


ready hand of a master, produced the following outline in 
pencil. 

Cartwright Park. 


On Wednesdjiy, the 12th July, 18J4, 
will lie held 
a serious 
Fancy Fair, 

on the law’n of the Rev. ]\Ir. Cartwright's 
Mansion, 
at 

Cartwright Park, 

For the promotion of an ohject 
most precious 
in the eyes of all 
Professing Christians : 
namely, 

The fitting out a mission to Fababo, of wbicli the Rev. Isaac 
Isaacs is to be tlie bead and chief; to him being intrusted the 
first formation of an organised Christian establishment for 

Faijabo 

and its dependencies, together with the regulation of all adult 
and infant schools therein, and the superintendance of all tlie 
hible societies throughout the district. 

Large Funds 

being required for this very promising and useful mission, the 
ladies and gentlemen in the neighhourliood of ( artwuigrt 
Park are religiously requested to attend the Serious Fancy 
Fair hereby announced, iioth as contributors and j)urchasers ; 
whereby they will ensure tlie especial favour of Providence to 
themselves, and the blessings of religious and civil freedom, 
and the purest evangelical instruction, to unnumbered 

THOUSANDS 

yet unborn 
of 

the natives 
of 

Fababo. 

N.B.—Collations will be served at tliree o’clock in five of 
die principal saloons of Mr. Cartwright’s mansion. Prayers 
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to be pronounced at one. Blessing (from tlie Reverend 
Mr. Cartwright himself) at five. 

The whole of the religious ceremonies to be performed in 
the open air. 

This sketch, as the inspired author called it, having been 
read aloud and approved by acclamation, w-as delivered to the 
curate to copy ; and as soon -as this was completed, Mr. Cart¬ 
wright receive(l it from him, and bolding it aloft in his right 
hand, pronounced aloud, in a very solemn and impressive 
manner, these words: May this service, dedicated to the 

Lord, be found acceptable in his sight, and bring forth honour 
and glory to u.s and to him in the world to come and the life 
everlasting. Amen.’' 

This business happily completed, the religious amusements 
of the morning continued to go on as usual; — Mr. Bateman, 
the enamoured schoolmaster, constantly sitting, standing, and 
moving, with his eyes fixed on Miss Torrington ; and the 
despairing Corbold, whose six passionate proposals had been 
six times Ibnnally refused by Helen, reposing himself on a 
sofa in deep meditation on tlie ways and means by which he 
might so wheetlle or work himself itjto the .secrets of his magni¬ 
ficent cousin as to make it necessary for him to wink at any 
means by which he could get Helen into his power, and so 
oblige her to marry him. 

At length the elegatit banquet drew the company from their 
tracts and their talk to the dinner-parlour ; and iced cliain- 
pagiie refreshed the spirits of all, but particularly of those 
exhausted by the zealous warmth with which they had dis¬ 
cussed the sinful adherence to good works so frightfully pre¬ 
valent among the unregenerated clergy of the (dmrch of 
England and Ireland. This was a theme upon which the 
majority of the company at the Cartwright Park meetings 
never wearied. 

At length, the final blessing w’as pronounced, the party 
separate<l, and the tired family left to repose themselves as 
they best liked till the hour of dinner. 

The increasing delicacy of Miss Cartwright’s health, and 
Rosalind’s drooping spirits,had prevented the intimacyJbetween 
them from gaining ground so rapidly as they had, perhaps, 
both expected, when the families of the Park and Vicarage 
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bewime blended into one. Yet it was evident that Rosalind 
was the only person to whom the pale Henrietta ever wished 
to speak, and equally so that Rosalind always listened to her 
with interest. 

They were mounting the stairs together after the company 
were dispersed, when Henrietta f4i(l, Are you not wearied 
to death by all this. Miss Torrington ? Oh, how you are 
changed since the lime 1 told -you that 1 had pleasure in 
looking at your face! It was then the briglitest looking 
countenance I ever gazed upon ; but now—to use the words 
of, I know not whom — all the sunshine is out of you,*’ 

“ It is a sorry compliment you pay me, my dear Henrietta ; 
but 1 believe 1 am not quite the same sort of person I was 
then.” Tears started in her eyes as she spoke. 

I have overheard painful comparisons. Miss Torrington, 
between times past and present, and ] am sorry for it. 1 
really would not willingly add to the sorrow and suffering my 
race has brought upon you. Do not go and sit by yourself and 
weep till you are sick, as J have done many’s the time and oft. 
Let us take a very slow ramble into that very thickest part of 
the Reverend Mr. Cartwright’s shrubbery, where the sun never 
enters—shall w'e }" We are quite tine enough for such godly 
people, without any more dressing for dinmr. So we can sit 
in the shade till the last bell rings.” 

“ 1 should like nothing so well,” replied Ilosalind : and 
hastily skirting the sunny lawn, they took their sUitions on 
a seat which the morning sun visited as if on pur])ose to pre¬ 
vent its being dark an<l damp, but w'hicb for the rest of the 

twentv-four hours remained almost as cool as if there were no 

</ 

such globe in the heavens. 

are growing vgry seriously gay, Rosalind,—are we 
not? ” said Henrietta in a lighter tone than she usually indulged 
in. Fancy-fairs used to be the exclusive property of the world¬ 
lings ; but it seems that w'e are now to come in for a share of 
tiieir fraudulent charity, — and their vain benevolence : — not 
a bad pun that, Rosalind, if I had hut intended to make one? 
But do tell me if you do not think Mr. Cartw'right has a mag¬ 
nificent taste ? ” 

‘‘ Veny — for a person wdio professes himself so given to the 
contemplation of things above the world. But to tell you the 
truth, Henrietta, I am much less surprised at the vain-glorious 
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manner in which he displays his newly-acquired riches^ than 
at the continuance of his saintly professions. I expected that 
the Vicarage of ^Vrexhiil would have been resigned, and all 
the world peaceably permitted to be just as wicked as they 
liked, without Mr. (-artwright of Cartwright Park giving him¬ 
self the least trouble concerning it.” 

You little know the nature of the clique to which he 
belongs. 'Pliat they value pleasure fully as much as other 
men, is quite certain; that they struggle for riches with anx¬ 
iety as acute, and hold it with a grasp as tight, as any human 
beings can do, it %vere eqxially impossible to doubt: but that 
i*owi;n is dearer to them than either, is a truth well known to 
all who have sat within the conventicle, and w'atched its pro¬ 
fessors, as T have done.” 

“ Hut how can a man so aildicted to self-indulgence, as it 
is evident .Mr. (’artwright is, endure the sort of trouble which 
the charge of a living must inevitably bring with it t — espe¬ 
cially in the style so universally practiseti, I believe, by all 
serious innus'ers — that of interfering with the affairs of every 
individual in their parish.” 

It is that interference that makes the labour a joy. But 
you are not initiated, and cannot compreheiul it. You do not, 

1 am sure, conceive the delight of feeling, that not a man or 
w'omau—not a boy or girl in the paVish either do, or leave 
umlone, any single, act of labour or of relaxation, w'itbout 
thinking whether Mr. Cartwright would approve it. And tlien, 
the dejiendonce of so many on him for their daily bread! — 
the curate, tlie clerk, the sexton, the beadle,—and the school¬ 
master, ami tile schoolmaster’s assistant, and tlie apothecary, 
and the attorney, and the undertaker, and—dozens of poor 
d(!pen.(lent simpletons besides, who, if, like poor Seymour's 
organ-griiuler, they “ knew the walley of peace and quiet,” 
would run away to batten on the first moor they came to, 
rather than endure the slavery of living dependent upon the 
favour of a fanatical divine. AYhatever it may be to them, 
hoAvever, depend ujion it, that to him, and the like of him, 
this petty power, this minute tyranny of interference, is dearer 
than the breath of life ; and that, much as Mr. Cartwright 
loves his fair lady and all that belongs to her, he wouM think 
that all ?till dearly purchased, were he thereby to lose the right 
of entering every house in the parish, and unblushingly to ask 
them what they have done,.are doing, and are about to do.” 



330 


THE VICAB OP WBEXHIIX. 


The conversation then rambled on to all things connected 
with the fancy-fair and its object, till they had talked them¬ 
selves tired; and then they sat silently watching the beautiful 
checker-work of light and shade which fell on the grass-carpet 
before them, till the languid Henrietta, resting her head against 
a tree, fell fast asleep. Rosalind'sat beside her for some mi¬ 
nutes ; but, growing weary of the extreme stillness necessary 
to guard her slumbers, she quietly withdrew herself, and wan¬ 
dered on under the trees. 

Having left the sleeper for about half an hour, she turned 
to walk gently hack again ; but fancying as she approached the 
spot that she heard the sound of a man’s voice, she slanted off 
by another path, which took her close behind the scat occupied 
by Miss ('artwright, though a thick trimly-cut laurel hedge 
rendered it impossible for any one to see or be seen from the 
other. 

The hedge, though a good one, had not lionever the same 
effect on sound as on sight, and Rosalind was not a little 
startled, as her soft footfall silently drew near the seat, to 
hear a very passionate declaration of love in the <lrawling 
voice of Mr. Hetherington. 

She stopped, by no means from any wish to lu ar more, but 
greatly embarrassed lest, her step being heard, she might ap¬ 
pear to have stolen to this obscure spot for the express pur¬ 
pose of being a listener. 

Make me the happiest of men, adored Miss Cartwright!" 
reiterated the young man. “ Your father has permitted my 
addresses; then do not you, most charming Henrietta, refuse 
to listen to them !” 

'^It would not be for your happiness, sir,” replied the deep 
low' voice of Henrietta,*that I should do so.” 

Let me be the judge of that! Oh ! if such a fear l)o all 
that parts us, we shall Jiot, lovely Miss (iartwriglit! be long 
asun<ler,” replied the ardent Mr. Hetherington. 

“ 1 knovv myself, sir,” said Henrietta, far better than you 
can know' me; and though we have not been long acquainted, 
your situation as curate of the parish enables me to know your 
sentiments and opinions Iwjtter than you can know mine. I 
hear^ydu preach twice every Sunday, Mr. Hetherington, ami I 
do assure you there is not a single question of importance on 
which we think alike.” 

, Name them, sweet Henrietta I generously tell me wherein 
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we differ, and trust me that it shall be the study of my life 
to bring my opinions into conformity with yours.” 

1 heard you, in the middle of your sermon last Sunday, 
stop short to scold a little boy who had accidentally made a 
noise by letting his hat fall on the ground. You said to 
him, ‘ Before next Sunday “you may be brought into this 
church in your coffin.’ 1 saw the little fellow turn pale, yet 
you repeated the words. 1 really should not like to marry 
any one wdio could so terrify little boys, for he might perhaps 
think it right to terrify me also.” 

Never—oh, never again will I so offend you; and for 
yourself, beloved Miss Cartwright, what could 1 say to you 
but words of liope and joy ?” 

Neither your joy nor your hope, Mr. Hetherington, would 
do me much good, I am afraid. In one word, much as it 
will surprise you to hear it from my father’s daughter, I am 
not evangelical, sir.” 

“ It is but a reason the more for ray wishing to call you 
mine ! If my opinions are unsound, you shall correct them.” 

“ J wish you would be persuaded, Mr. Hetherington, to 
desist from this suit. 1 know that if my father has permitted 
it, 1 may find it become very troublesome to me, unless you 
have yourself the generosity to withdraw it; for my father 
doe.s not brook contradiction. ’ 

“ Ask any proof.of my obedience hut this, and you shall 
find me a slave, having no will but that of my charming mis¬ 
tress ; hut to resigit you while I enjoy the inestimable privi¬ 
lege of your illustrious father’s sanction, it is impossible.” 

Then, sir,” said HenriettJi, in an altered voice that betokened 
strong emotion, if nothing less w'ill save me from this perse¬ 
cution,.! will disclose to you the great secret of my life ; make 
of it wdiat use you will. 1 am an Atheist.” 

“ Surely you^cannot suppose, my beloved Miss Cartwright, 
that this confession can produce any effect upon my love, unless 
indeed it be to augment it. What noble frankness! what con¬ 
fiding trust I Believe me, there can be no difference of opin¬ 
ion between us on any subject sufficiently strong to conquer the 
tender and powerful passion you have inspired. Yield then to 
the soft violence which I know will be sanctioned by yefUr re¬ 
spected father—let me thus-” 

Leave me, wretch I” exclaimed Henrietta in a voice that 
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made Rosalind tremble. “ He may lock me up and half- 
starve me, for he has done it before to make me obey his will, 
and 1 have obeyed it, and hated myself for ray cowardice ; 
but I will not marry you, Mr. Hetherington, even should he 
treat me worse than he has yet done — which would not be 
easy. Go, sir, go — I am an iJtheist j but horrible as that 
sounds even to my own ears, it is better than to be what you 
have proved yourself.” 

Rosalind, hardly less agitated than Henrietta appeared to be, 
stood trembling from head to foot in her retreat, till aware that 
the unscrupulous Mr. Hetherington had retreated in one 
direction, and the unhappy Henrietta returned to the house 
by another. 


CHARTER VI. 

A SECOND VISIT TO THE LIME-TUEK. 

Rosalind, as she walked slowly back towards the house, 
repeated to herself in shuddering the fearful Avords of Hen¬ 
rietta Cartwright—1 am an Athkist, — and iier very soul 
seemed sick and faint within her. She^had sought in some 
degree the friendship of this unhappy girl, chiefly because it 
was evident that not even the connexion of father and daughter 
had sufficed to blind her to the hateful hypocrisy and unholy 
fanaticism of the vicar. Did, then, hatred and contempt for 
him lead to the hideous abyss of Atheism ? She trembled as 
she asked herself the ^question ; but the weakness lasted not a 
moment : the simple and true piety of her spirit awoke 
within her, and with kindly Avarmtii cheered and revived 
her heart. That the unhappy Henrietta, when revolted by 
watching the false religion of her father, should have fled 
from it Avith such passionate vehemence as to jdunge her into 
the extreme of sceptism, offered no prt^cedent for Avhat would 
be likely to befall a person who, like her, loathed the dark sin 
of hypocrisy, but who, unlike her, had learned the benignant 
truths of religion with no false and frightful commentaries to 
disfigure them. 



333 


THE VICAR OP WREXHILTi. 

As she remembered this—as she remembered that, pro¬ 
bably, the only religious lessons ever given to this most un- 
happy girl vi'ere such as her judgment must revolt from, and 
the sincerity of her nature detest as false and feigned, pity and 
compassion took place of terror and repugnance, and a timid, 
but most earnest wish, that she might herself be the means of 
sending a ray of divine light to cheer the fearful gloom of 
poor Henrietta’s mind, took possession of her heart. 

I'he delightful glow of feeling that seemed to pervade every 
nerve of llosaliml as this thought took possession of her cannot 
be described. Tears again filled her beautiful eyes, but they 
were no longer the tears of disappointment and despondency ; 
yet a dread of incurring the guilt of presumption, by assuming 
the office of teacher on a theme so awfully important, so sub¬ 
limely exalted, mixed fear with her hope, and she determined 
to restrict her efforts wholly to the selection of such hooks as 
might tenil to enlighten the dark night of that perverted mind, 
without producing in it the painful confusion of thought 
which must ever result from a loose and unlogical arrangement 
of proofs and arguments, however sound or however unques¬ 
tionable they may individually be. 

When she met Henrietta in the drawing-room, where all the 
family w'ere assembled before dinner, she was conscious of being 
so full of thoughts concerning her, that she almost feared to 
encounter her eyes,*lest her own might prematurely disclose 
her being acquainted with the scene she had gone through. 

But the moment she heard Henrietta speak, the sound of 
her voice, so quiet, so cold, so perfectly composed, convinced 
her that the conversation which she had supposed must have 
agitated her so dreadfully, had in truth produced no effect on 
her whatever; and when, taking courage from this, she 
ventured to speak to and look at her, the civil smile, the 
u|ialtei:ed eye, the easy allusion to their walk and their sepa¬ 
ration, led her almost to doubt her senses as to the identity of 
the being now' before her, and the one to whom she had 
listened in horror a short half-hour ago. This perplexity 
was, however, in a great measure relieved by an interpretation 
suggested by her fancy, and immediately and eagerly received 
by her as truth. 

It w'as in bitter irony, and shrewdly to test the sincerity 
of that man’s assumed sanctity, that she uttered those terrible 
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words,” thought Rosalind; and inexpressibly relieved by the 
supposition, she determined to take an early opportunity of 
confessing to Miss Cartwright her involuntary ])articipation 
of Mr. Iletherington’s tender avowal, and of her own tem¬ 
porary credulity in believing fox a moment that what was 
uttered, either to get rid of him or to prove the little w'orth of 
his pretended righteousness, was a serious avowal of her secret 
sentiments. 

This opportunity tvas not long wanting; for, perfectly 
unconscious that Miss Torrington’s motive for hovering near 
her was to seek a confidential conversation,—a species of 
communication from wliich she always shrunk,— Henrietta, 
who really liked and admired her more than any ptjrson 
slie had ever met with, readily seconded lier wish, by again 
wandering into the garden-walks, on which the sun had just 
poured his parting beams, and where the full moon, rising at 
the same moment to take her turn of rule, shone with a splen¬ 
dour increasing every moment, and rcmleriiig the night more 
than a rival in beauty to the day. 

Let us go to the same seat we occupied this morning," 
said Rosalind. 

No, no ; go anywhere else, and I shall like it better. 
Let us go where tve can see the moon rise, and watch her till 
she reaches her highest noon ; — of all the toys of creation it is 
the prettiest.” 

“ Shall you be afraid to go as far as the lime-tree asked 
Rosalind. 

“What! The tree of trees? the bower of paradise?—in 
short, the tree that you and I have once before visittxl toge¬ 
ther ? 

“ The same. There is no ]»oint from whence the rising 
moon is seen to such advantage.” 

“ Come along, then ; let us each put on .the armo]ir of a 
good shawl, and steal away from this superlatively dull parly 
by tilt hall-door.” 

The two girls walked on together arm-in-arm, both clad in 
white, both raising a fair young face to the clear heavens, both 
rejoicing in the sweet breath of evening, heavy with dew- 
distiliing odours. Yet, thus alike, the wide earth is not ample 
enough to serve as a type whereby to measure the distance 
that severed them. The adoration, the joy, the hope of Rosa- 
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lind, as her thoughts rose “^from Nature up to Nature’s Godj” 
beamed from her full eye; thankfulness and love swelled her 
young heart, and every thought and every feeling was a hymn 
of praise. 

Henrietta, as she walked beside her, though sharing'^Na- 
ture’s banquet so lavishly prepared for every sense, like a 
thankless guest, bestowed no thought upon the hand that gave 
it. ('old, <lark, and comfortless was the spirit within her ; 
she saw that all was beautiful, but remembered not that all 
was good, — and the thankless heart heaved with no throb of 
worshij) to the eternal (heator who made the lovely world, and 
then made her to use it. 

Notwithstanding the interpretation which Rosalind had put 
upon the works spoken by Ilenrietia in the morning, and the 
consolatioii she had dravvii from it, it was not without con¬ 
siderable agitation that she antici})ated the conversation she 
was meditating. “ If she were mistaken ? — if beneath that 
pure sky, from whence the eye of Heaven seemed to look 
down upon them, she were again to hear the same terrific 
words — how sbould she answer them } How should she find 
hreath, and strength, and thought, and language, to speak on 
such a theme ? ’’ 

She tremb’ed at her owm temerity as this fear pressed upon 
her, and inwardly prayed, in most true and sweet humility, 
for forgiveness for lx‘r j)resumptuous sin. A prayer so offered 
never fails of leaving in the breast it springs from a cheering 
glow, that seems like an assurance of its being heard. Like 
that science-taught air, which blazes as it exhales itself, prayer 
— simple, sincere, unostentatious prayer, sheds light and 
warmth upon the soul that breathes it, even by the act of 
breathing. 

They had, however, reached the seat beneath the lime-tree 
before Jlosalind, found courage to begin: and then she said, 
as they seated themselves beneath the spreading canopy, 

Miss Cartwright,—I have a coiifc'ssion to make to you.” 

** To me ?—Pray, what is it To judge by the place you 
have chosen for your confessional, it should be something 
rather solemn and majestical,’’ 

Do you remember that I left you on the shruhbety-seat 
this morning fast asleep ? ” 

Oh ! perfectly.—You mean, then, to confess that the do- 
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ing so was unwatchful and unfrieiuUy: and, indeed, I think 
it was. How did you know but 1 might be awakened by 
some venomous reptile that should come to sting me ? ” 

Believe me, 1 thought the place secure from imcrruption 
of every kind, liut 1 had reasoij to Uiink afterwards that it 
did not prove so.” 

What do you mean. Miss Torrington ?” replied Hen¬ 
rietta, in an accent of some asperity. “ 1 presume you did not 
creep away for the purpose of spying at me from a distance?” 

Oh no !—You cannot, I arn sure, suspect me of wishing 
to spy at you at all. And yet things have so fallen out, that 
when I tell you all, you must suspect me of it —unless you 
believe me, as I trust you do, incapable of such an action.” 

it l»i-ay do not speak in riddles,” said Henrietta impatiently. 

What it it you have got to confess to me ? Tell me at once. 
Miss Torrington.” 

You really do not encourage me to he very frank with 
you, for you seem angry already. But ihe truth is. Miss 
tJartwright, that I did most unintentionally overhear your 
conversation with Mr. Hethcrington.” 

‘‘ The whole of it ? — Did you hear the wliole of it, Rosa¬ 
lind?” 

“ Not quite. The gentleman appeared to be in the midst 
of his declaration when my unwilling ears became his confi¬ 
dants.” 

And then you listened to the end ?” 

I did.'’ 

A deathlike silence followed this avowal, which was at last 
broken by Henrietta, w]*o said in a low whisper, “ Then at 
last you know me ! ” 

Oh ! do not say so;—do not say that the fearful words 
that 1 heard were spoken in earnest! — Do not say that; — I 
cannot l>ear to hear it! ” , 

Poor girl!—poor Rosalind !” said Henrietta, in a voice 
of the deei>est melancholy. “ I have always wished to spare 
you this—1 have always wished to spare myself the j)ain of 
reading abhorrence in the eyes of one that I do believe I could 
have loved, had not rny heart been dead.” , 

** But if you feel thus, Henrietta,—if indeed you know 
that such words as I heard you utter must raise abhorrence,— 
it is because that you yourself must hate them. I know you 
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are unhappy—I know that your nature scorns the faults that 
are but too conspicuous in your father ; but is it not beneath 
a mind of such power as yours to think there is no God in 
heaven, because one weak and wicked man has worshipped 
him amiss ? 

He worship !—Trust me, Rosalind, had I been the child 
of a Persian, and seen him, in spirit and in truth, worship¬ 
ping tlie broad sun as it looked down from heaven upon earth, 
making its fragrant dews rise up to him in incense, I should 
not have been the wretched thing I am,—for I should have 
worsliipped too." 

“ Henrietta !—If to l)ehold the Maker of die universe, and 
the Redeemer whom be sent to teach his law—if to see wor¬ 
ship offered to their eternal throne could teach you to worship 
too, then look around you. Look at the poor in heart, the 
humble, jiious CUiristians who, instead of uttering the horrible 
doom of eternal damnation upon their fellow-men, live and die 
in the delightful hope that all shall one day meet in the pre¬ 
sence of their God and Father, chastised, purified, and plead¬ 
ing, to l)is everlasting mercy, with the promised aid of his 
begotten Son, for pardon and for peace. — Look out for this, 
Henrietta, and you will find it. Find it, and your heart W’ill 
be softened, and you will share the healing balm that makes 
all the sorrow and suffering of this life seem but as the too 
close fitting of a h^-avy garment that galls but for an hour !*' 
Hear, innocent Rosalind ! — How pure and beautiful your 
face looks in the bright moonlight! — But, alas ! J know that 
very sinful faces may look just as fair. There is no truth to 
rest on. In the whole w'ide w'orld, Rosalind, there is not 
honesty enough whereon to set a foot, that one may look around 
and l)elieve, at least, that what one sees, one sees. But this 
is a ])erfection of holiness — a species of })al{)able and present 
divinity, that is only granted to mortals in their multiplica¬ 
tion tai)les. — 'I'wnce two are four — 1 feci sure of it, — but 
iny faith goes no farther." 

“ 1 cannot talk to you," cried Rosalind in great agitation ; 

I am net capable of doing justice to this portentous theme, on 
which hangs the eternal life of all the men that have been, 
are, and shall be. It is profane in me to speak ol* it, — a 
child.— a worm. Father of mercy, forgive me !" she cried 
suddenly dropping upon her knees. 

a 
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Henrietta uttered a cry which almost amounted to a shriek; 

1 had almost listened to you ! ” she exclaimed, — “1 had 
almost believed that your voice was the voice of truth; but 
now you put yourself in that hateful posture, and what can I 
think of you, but that you are all alike — all juggling — all! 
The best of ye juggle yourselves, — the worst do as we saw 
Mr. Cartwright do;—on that very spot, Rosalind, l)eneath 
the shelter of that very tree, did. he not too knuckle down ? 
and for w'hat? — to lure and cajole a free and innocent spirit 
to be as false and foul iis himself! Yet this is the best trick 
of which you can bethink you to teach the sceptical Henrietta 
that there is a God.” 

“ Truth, Henrietta,” said Rosalind, rising up and speaking 
in atone that indicated more contempt than anger, — “ neither 
truth nor falsehood can be tested by a posture of the body. It 
is but a childish cavil. The stupendous question, wliether this 
world and all the w'onders it contains be the work of chance, 
or of unlimited power and goodness, conceiving, arranging, and 
goveniing the whole, can hardly depend for its solution upon 
the angle in which the joints are bcjit. You have read much. 
Miss Cartwright,— read one little passage more, which I think 
may have escaped you. Read the short and siinpU* instruc¬ 
tions given as to the manner in which prayer should 1 k‘ offered 
up — read this passage of some dozen lines, and 1 think you 
will allow that in following these instructions, greatly as tliey 
have been misconstrued and abused, there is nothing that can 
justify the vehement indignation which you express.” 

Poor Henrietta shruiik more aba.shed before this sin)pie word 
of common sense, than she w ould have done before the revealed 
Word. Rosalind saw this, and pointed out the anomaly to her, 
simply, but strongly. 

“ Does it not show a mind diseased ? ” she continued. 
“ You feel that you were wrong to make an attitude a matter 
of importance, and you are ashamed of it: but from the ques¬ 
tion, whether you shall exist in pure and intellectual beatitude 
through countless ages, or perish to-morrow, you turn with 
contempt, as too trifling and puerile to merit your atten- 
tion. 

If I®do turn from it, Rosalind, — if I do think the ex¬ 
amination of such a question a puerile occupation, —it is in 
the same spirit that I should decline to share the employment 
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of a child who would set about counting the stars. Such 
knowledge is too excellent for me ; I cannot attain unto it.” 

Your illustration would be more correct, Henrietta, were 
you to say that you shut your eyes and would not see the stars, 
upon the same principle that you declined inquiring into the 
future hopes of man. It would be quite as reasonable to refuse 
to look at the stars because you cannot count them, as to close 
your eyes upon the book of life because it tells of intellectual 
power beyond your own. —But this is all contrary to my re¬ 
solution, Henrietta, — contrary to all my hopes for your future 
happiness. Do not listen to me ; do not hang a chance dearer 
than life upon the crude reasonings of an untaught woman. 
Will you read, Henrietta? — if 1 w'ill find you books and put 
them in your hands, will you read them, and keep your judg- 
jnent free and clear from any foregone ccmclusion that every 
word that speaks of the existence and providence of God must 
bt‘ a falsehoo<l Will you promise me this ? ” 

“ Let us go home, Rosalind ; my head is giddy and my 
lieart is sick. I had hoped never again to fever my aching 
brain in attempting to sift the truth from all the lies that may 
and must surround it. I have made my choice deliberately, 
Rosalind. I have never 81*60 sin and wickedness flourish any 
where so rapidly and so vigorously as where it has been decked 
in the masquerading trappings of religion. I hate sin, Rosalind, 
and I have tbrowjj aside for ever the hateful garb in which I 
liave been used to see it clothed. If there be a God, can I 
stand guilty before his eyes for this ? ” 

“ Oh yes ! most guilty I If you have found hypocrisy and 
sin, turn from it wdth all the loathing that you will; and be 
very sure, let it w*ear what mask it ivill, that religion is not 
there. Look then elsewhere for it. Be not frightened by a 
bugbear, a phantom, from seeking what it is so precious to find ! 
Dearest Henrietta ! will you not listen to rne t — will you not 
prorhise for a while to turn your thoughts from every lighter 
thing, till you are able to form a surer jmlgment upon this ? 

“ Dearest ? — Do you call me dear, and dearest, Rosalind ? 
Know you that 1 have lived in almost abject terror lest you 
should discover the condition of my mind ? I thought you w'ould 
hate and shun me. — Rosalind Torrington! you are a*beautiful 
specimen. and a very rare one. To please you, and to approach 
vou if 1 could, I would read much, and think and reason more, 
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and try to hope again, as I did once, until I was stretched upon 
the torturing rack of fear: but there is no time left me ! ” 

“ Do not say that, dear friend,” said Rosalind, gently 
drawing Henrietta’s cold and trembling arm within her own. 

You are still so young, tliat time is left for harder studies 
than any 1 propose to you.” 

‘‘ ^am dying, Rosalind. I have told you so before, but 
you cannot believe me because 1 move about and send for no 
doctor—but I am dying.” 

“ And if I could believe it, Henrietta, would not that be 
the greatest cause of all for this healing study that I want to 
give you ? ” 

Perhaps so, Rosalind; hut my mind, my intellect, is 
weak and wayward. If there be a j>ossibility that 1 should 
ever again turn my eyes to seek for light where 1 have long 
believed that all was darkness, it must he even when and 
where my sickly fancy wills.— Here let the subject dro|) 
between us. Perhaps, sweet girl! 1 dread as much the chance 
of my perverting you, as you can hope to convert me.” 

Rosalind was uttering a protest against this idle fear, when 
Henrietta stopped her by again saying, and very earnestly, 
“ Let the subject drop between us; lay the books you speak 
of in my room, where I can find them, but let us speak no 
more.” 

Satisfied, fully satisfied with this permission, Rosalin<l tle- 
termined to obey her injunction scrupulously, and silently 
pressing her arm in testimony of her acquiescence, they 
returned to the house without uttering another word. 


CHAPTER VII. 

TUB WILIi. 

It was about this time that Mr. Cartwright, for reasons 
which will be sufficiently evident in the sequel, set about con¬ 
vincing hfs wife that there was a very pressing necessity, from 
motives both temporal and spiritual, that her son Charles 
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should be immediately ordained. There are many ways of 
convincing a woman and a wife besides beating—and Mr. Cart¬ 
wright employed them all by turns, till his lady, like a bit 
of plastic dough, took exactly the impression he chose to give, 
—as evanescent too as it was deep, for he could make her act 
on Monday in direct opposition to the principles he had laid 
down on Saturday, yet leave her persuaded adl the while that 
he was the wisest and best, as well as the most enamoured 
of men. 

But though living with the wife of his bosom in the most 
delightful harmony, and opening his heart to her with the 
most engaging frankness on a thousand little trifling concerns 
that a less tender husband might never have thought it neces¬ 
sary to mention, Mr. Cartwright nevertheless did not deem it 
expedient to trouble her with the perusal of his letter to 
Cltarles on the subject of his immediate ordination. 

The especial oliject of this letter W'as to obtain a decided 
refusal to the command it contained, and, like most of the 
Vicar of W^rexhill’s plans, it answered completely. Mowbray’s 
reply contained only these words: 

Sir, 

Though all my hopes fortius life have been blighted through 
your agency, I will not risk my happiness in that w'hich is 
to come by impiously taking upon me the office of God’s 
minister, for whicli I am in no way prepared. 

“ Charles Mowbrav.” 

As soon as this letter was received, read, and committed to 
the flames, Mr. Cartwright repaired to the dressing-room of 
his lady, where, as usual, he found her reposing on the sofa; 
a little tabic beside her loaded with tracts and other fanatical 
publications, and in her hand a small bit of very delicate 
embroidery, tyliich w'as in time to take the form of a baby's 
cap. 

My sweet love! how have you been since breakfast? Oh! 
my Clara! how that occupation touches my heart I But take 
care of your precious health, my angel 1 My life is now 
bound uo with yours, sweet! ten thousand times more closely 
than it ever was before : and not mine only,— the Iffe of the 
dear unborn being so inexpressibly dear to us both. Remem¬ 
ber this, my lovely wife !’’ 
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‘'Oh, Cartwright! — your tender affection makes me the 
happiest of women. Never, surely, was there a husband who 
continued so completely a lover ! Were my children but one 
half as sensible of their happiness in having you for a father 
as 1 am in calling you my husband, 1 should have nothing 
left to wish!” 

“ Turn not your thoughts that way, my Clara!—it is there 
that it hath pleased Heaven to visit us with very sore afflic¬ 
tion. But our duty is to rememl)er his mercies alway, and 
so to meet and wrestle with the difficulties which he hath for 
his own glory permitted the Evil One to scatter in our path, 
that in the end we may overcome them. Then shall W'e by 
the heel crush the head of the scr]>ent, and so shall his mercy 
upon his chosen servants shine out and appear with exceeding 
splendour and with lasting joy ! ” 

“ Heaven prosper your endeavours, my dear ('artwright, to 
bring the same to good effect! How 1 wish that Helen would 
make up her mind at once to marry Mr. C’orbold ! I am sure 
that, with your remarkably generous feelings, you w’ould not 
object to giving her immediately a very handsome fortune if 
she would comply with our wishes in this respect. Mr. ("or- 
bold told me yesterday that he had every rea.son to believe she 
was passionately attached to him, but that her brother had 
made her promise to refuse. This interference of Charles is 
really unpardonable! I do not scruple to say, that in my 
situation it would be infinitely more agreeable to me if Helen 
w^ere married, — we could give Miss Toirington leave to live 
with her, dear Cartwright,— and I am quite sure the change 
would be for the happiness of us all.” 

“ Unquestionably it would, my love ;—but this unfortunate 
boy ! Alas, my Clara ! I have just received fresh proof of 
the rebellious spirit that mocks at all authority, and hates the 
hand that would use it. 1 have this morning received such a 
letter from him, in answer to that in which I expressed my 
wish that he should adopt a profession and prepare to settle 
himself in life, as wrung my heart. It shall never blast your 
eyes, my Clara ! I watched it consume and burn, and turn 
to harmless ashes, before I came to cheer and heal my,wounded 
heart by ^pressing thee to it!” 

The action answered to the word,— and it was from the 
bosom of her fond husband that Mrs. Cartwright murmured 
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her inquiries as to what her unworthy son had now done to 
pain the best of fathers. 

“Not only refused, dearest, to adopt the sacred and saving 
profession we have chosen for him with the most ribald inso¬ 
lence, but addressed me in words of sfich bitter scorn, that 
not for worlds would I have suffered thy dear eyes to rest 
upon them.” 

“ Is it possible! What’then, dear Cartwright, will it be 
best for us to do ? It is terrible to leave him to his own 
wilful desire, and suffer him to enter the anny, when we know 
it will lead him to inevitable perdition ! What can we do to 
save him ? ’’ 

It appears to me, my sweet love, that at the present 
moment it will be most consonant to the will of the Lord to 
use towards him the most indulgent gentleness.” 

“ My dearest Cartwright! After such conduct on his 
part! Oh ! you are too good ! ” 

“ Sweetest! he is your son. I can never forget that; 
though I fear that he himself does not too well remember this. 
If he did, my (^lara i he would hardly utter such bitter jest- 
ings on what he is so cruel as to call ‘ my beggarly depend¬ 
ence’on you. This phrase has cut me to the heart’s core, I 
will not d*‘ny it, Clara : it has made me feel my position, and 
shmlder at it.” 

Mr. Cartwrighi: here rose from the sofa, and putting his 
handkerchief to his eyes, walked towards the window: his 
breast heaved with audible sobs. 

“ My beloved Cartwright! what mean you?” exclaimed 
his affectionate wife, following him to the window, and gently 
attempting to withdraw the cambric that concealed his features: 
“ what can that undutiful boy mean ? Your dependence upon 
me ? Good Heaven ! is there any thing that was ever mine 
that is not lysw' your own ? ” 

Alas ! dear love, he has not launched a random shot,— 
he knows but too well how to take aim, and how to point his 
dart, — and it has done its work.” 

This was spoken in a tone of such profound sadness, that 
the soul of Mrs. Cartwright was moved by it. She threw 
her arms around her husband's neck, and fondly kfcsing him, 
imT)lored that he would tell her if there were any thing she 
could do to prove her love, and place liim in a situation at 
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once to render the repetition of such a hateful phrase impos¬ 
sible. 

I thought,” she continued, that your being my hus¬ 
band, dearest Cartwright, gave you a right to all 1 possess.— 
Is it not so, my love } ” 

To your income, dearest Clara, during your life ; and as 
you are several years iny junior, sweetest! this, as far as 
my wants and wishes are concerned, is quite enough. But 
the young man has doubtless found some wily lawyer to in¬ 
form him, that should you die intestate he would be your 
heir; as by your late husband’s wdll, my love, though he has 
left every thing to you, should you not make a W'ill every 
sliilling of the property will go to him, whatever other chil¬ 
dren you have now, or may have hereafter.” 

‘‘ Oh, Cartwright! why did you not tell me this before! 
Should any thing happen to me in the hour of danger that is 
approaching, think what a dreadful injustice would lx* ilono 
to all! Let me not delay another day, — do send for Mr. 
Corbold, — 1 cannot rest till all this is set right. My dear 
unborn babe, as well as its beloved father, may reproach me 
for this cruel carelessness.” 

(.'ompose yourself, sweet Clara! 1 icill send for Corbold 

without delay. But for Heaven's sake do not aj^tate your 
dear spirits!—it w'as the fear of this w'hich has alone pre- 
vente<l me from reminding you of the interest of our dear 
unborn babe.” 

And your own, my dear generous husband ! Ho you 
doubt, dear Cartwright, that the father’s interest is as dear to 
me as the child’s ? ” 

A tender caress answered this question. But delay in mat¬ 
ters of business was not the besetting sin of Mr. Cartwright; 
and while the embrace yet lasted, he stretcliod his arm to the 
bell. The summons was answered, and the cab despatched 
for the lawyer with a celerity that did much credit to the 
establishment. 

When Mr. Corbold arrived, he was received by his cousin 
in the library, which, in conformity to the resolution an¬ 
nounced long ago to Charles Mowbray, was preserved re¬ 
ligiously f%*r his own use and comfort; and a few minutes’ 
short but pithy conversation sufficed to put the serious attor¬ 
ney au fait of what was expected of him. 
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You know, cousin Stephen,” said the Vicar of Wrexhill, 

that the Lord is about to bless my house with increase; 
and it is partly on this account, and partly for the purpose of 
making a suitable provision for me in case of her death, — 
which may he long delay !” , 

“ I am sure, cousin Cartwright, there is no work that J 
could set about with greater readiness and pleasure. Shall I 
receive my instructions from you, cousin, at this present time ?” 
and the zealous Mr. Corbold accompanied the question .by an 
action very germain to it, — namely, the pulling forth from 
a long breast-pocket a technically-arranged portion of draught- 
paper tied round with red tape. 

“ By no means, cousin Stephen,'’ replied the Vicar of 
AVrexhill; it is from my beloved wife herself that I wish 
you to receive your instructions. Of course, what you do to¬ 
day can only be preparatory to the engrossing it on parch¬ 
ment : and though, from delicacy, 1 will not be present 
during your interview with her, yet before the document be 
finally signed, sealed, and delivered, 1 shall naturally wish to 
glance iny eye over it. There is no longer, therefore, any 
occasion to delay ; come with me, cousin Stephen, to my 
dear wife’s dressing-room ; and may Heaven bless to you and 
to me the frrits of this day’s labour !” 

The muster of the house then preceded the serious hut ad¬ 
miring attorney through the stately hall, and up the stately 
staircase, and into tlie beautiful little apartment where Mrs. 
Cartwright, with a very pensive expression of countenance, 
sat ready to receive them. 

“ Oh ! Mr. Corbold,” she said, kindly extending her hand to 
him, I am very glad to sec you. Buv my joy is dashed with 
remorse when 1 remember the thoughtiess folly with which I 
have so long delayed this necessary interview .—‘‘ My dearest 
(Jartwright,” shy continued, turning to her husband, ‘‘^can you 
forgive me for this?—Perhaps, dearest, you can, — for your 
soul is all generosity. But I shall never forgive myself. My 
only excuse rests in my ignorance. I believed that the law 
gave, as I am sure it ought to do, and as in fact it did in the 
case of my first marriage, every thing that belongs to me^to my 
husband It is true that T only brought my first husband 
about three hundred thousand pounds in money, and most of it 
has been since very profitably converted into land. Perhaps, 
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Mr. OorboH assured her that she was perfectly right, not 
considering himself as called upon at the present moment to 
allude to the accident of her having children. 

Now dien, my. beloved Clara, 1 leave you,” said Mr. Cart¬ 
wright, Not for worlds wouhJL I suffer my presence to in¬ 
fluence you, even by a look, in the disposition of property so 
entirely your own ! ” 

“ This generous delicacy, my l)eloved husband, is worthy of 
you. , I shall, I own, prefer Iwing left on this occasion with our 
pious kinsman and friend.” 

The vicar kissed his lady’s delicate fingers, and departed. 

Heaven has been exceeding gracious to me, Mr. Corbold. 
It must be seldom, I fear, that in your profession you meet 
witli so high-minded and exemplary a character as that of your 
cousin. Ah, ray dear sir ! how can 1 be thankful enough for 
so great mercy ! ” 

The Lord hath rewarded his handmaiden,” replied the 
serious attorney. You have deserved happiness, excellent 
lady,—and you have it.” 

Corbold now again pulled out his draught-paper, and with an 
air of much deference, placed himself opposite to Mrs. Cart¬ 
wright. 

“ 1 presume you have ink and pens at hand,*my honoured 
lady ? ” 

Take my keys, Mr. Corbold ;—in that desk you wnll find 
every thing you want for writing; and in the drawer of it is the 
copy of my late husband’s will. It is this that I mean to make 
the model of my own. He set me an example of generous con¬ 
fidence, Mr. Corbold, and I cannot, I think, do better than 
follow it.” 

Mrs. Cartwright dfbw the desk towards her, and from the 
drawer of it took the instrument which had made her mistress, 
not only of all the property she had originally brought her 
husband, but also of an estate which had come to him after his 
marriage. 

This deed, sir,” she said, putting the parchment in Mr. 
Corbold’s hands, will, I hope, supersede the necessity of in¬ 
structions from me. I am a very poor lawyer, Mr. Corbold, 
and I think it very probable that were you to write after my 
dictation, ray will might turn out to be something very different 

what I wish to make it. But if you take this as your 
model, it cannot fail to be right, as by this instrument I have 
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been made to stand exactly in the position in which I now wish 
to place my exemplary husband Mr. Cartwright.” 

If such be your wish, dearest lady,” said the attorney, I 
will, with your permission, take this parchment with me ; and 
by so doing, 1 shall not only avoid the necessity of troubling 
you, but, by the blessing of Heaven upon my humble endeavours, 
1 shall be enabled accurately to prepare precisely such a document 
as it appears to be your wish to sign. In these matters no in¬ 
structions can make us such plain sailing, my dear madam, as the 
having a satisfactory precedent in our hands.—Ah! dearest 
lady I when I witness the conjugal happiness of yourself and my 
ever-to-be-respected cousi«i, my heart sinks within me, as I 
remember that equal felicity would be my own, were it not for 
the cruel interference of one to whom I have never done an 
injury, and for whom I would willingly show, if he would let 
me, all a brother's love.” 

Keep up your spirits, my good cousin !” replied the lady. 
“ If Helen favours your suit,—and on this point you must be 
a Iwtter judge than I, —Charles’s opposition will not long avail 
to impede your union.” 

The lover sighed, raised his eyes to heaven, and probably, not 
very well knowing wdiat to say, departed without replying a 
word. 

As he r<»ached the bottom of the stairs, he perceived his 
cousin standing within the door of his library, which he held 
ajar. He put out his hand and beckoned him in. 

You have made quick work of it, cousin Stephen,” said the 
anxious vicar. 1 trust you have not hurried away without 
fully understanding my dear wife's wishes. I ask no questions, 
cousin Corbold, ami do not, I beseech you, imagine that I wish 
you to betray any trust; — merely tell me if my dear Mrs. Cart¬ 
wright appears to be easier in her mind now that she has dis¬ 
closed her intentions to you.” 

The best and soberest minded nmn are sometimes assailed by 
temptation ; of which painful fact Mr. Stephen Corbold at that 
moment became proof. Some merry devil prompted him to 
affect the belief that his reverend cousin was in earnest, and, 
putting on a sanctified look of decorum, he replied, “ Ofjcourse, 
cousin Cartwright, 1 know you too well to believe that you 
would wish to meddle or make with such an instrument as this. 
AYhen your excellent and, I doubt not, M'ell-intentioned lady 
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shall be defunct, you will in the course of law be made ac¬ 
quainted with her will. I rejoice to tell you that her mind 
seems now to be perfectly unburdened and clear from all worldly 
anxieties whatever.” 

As the attorney ended these words, he raised his eyes, 
which were fixed as he spoke upon the roll of parchment 
which he held in his hand, and caught, fixed full upon him, 
such a broadside of rage from the large and reafiy very ex¬ 
pressive eyes of his cousin, that he actually trembled from top 
to toe, and heartily repenting him of the temerity which led 
him to hazard so dangerous a jest, he quietly sat down at a 
table, and spreading open the parchment upon it, added. 

But although it would be altogether foreign to your noble 
nature, cousin Cartwright, to express, or indeed to feel any 
thing like curiosity on the subject, it would be equally foreign 
to mine not to open my heart to you with all the frankness 
that our near kindred demands. Do not then refuse, dear 
cousin, to share with me the pleasure 1 feel in knowing that 
Heaven has taken care of its own ! The only instruction I 
have received from your pious and exemplary wife, cousin 
Cartwright, w’as to draw her will exactly on the model of thisj, 
which, as you may perceive, is a copy of the one untler 
w’hich she herself was put into the possession of the splendid 
fortunes of which, by especial providence, you have already 
the control, and of which, should it pleasb the merciful Dis¬ 
poser of all things so to order it that this lady, really hotter 
for heaven than earth, should be taken to Abraham’s bosom 
before you, you will become the sole owner and possessor, you 
and your heirs for ever ! ” 

Mr. Cartwright had in general great command over himself, 
rarely betraying any * Reeling which he wished to cbnceal. 
Perhaps even the anger which gleamed in his eye a few' 
moments before, and which had now given place to a placidity 
that would by every serious la^ly in England have been deno¬ 
minated “ heavenly,” — perhaps even this, though it seemed 
to dart forth involuntarily, was in truth permitted to appear, 
as being a more safe and desirable mode of obtaining his 
object |han the collaring his cousin and saying, llefuse to 
let roe see that paper, and 1 murder you ! ” 

But no object was now to be. obtained by permitting his 
looks to express his feelings; and therefore, though he felt 
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his heart spring within him in a spasm of joy and triumph, 
he looked as quiet and unmoved as if nothing extraordinary 
had happened. 

It is very well, cousin Stephen,” he said; make not 
any unnecessary delay in the preparing of this deed. Life is 
very uncertain; and moreover, the time is known to no man. 
Wherefore, let this thing be done immediately.” 

“ Could 1 see Miss Helen for a moment alone, if I got this 
completed, signed, sealed, and delivered by to-morrow night ? ” 
said the attorney. 

Yes, my good cousin, yes ; I pledge you my word for it.” 

In* justice to the character of the unfortunate Mrs. Mow¬ 
bray, it is but fair to remark, that notwithstanding the cea.se- 
less process by which, from the very first hour of their ac¬ 
quaintance, the Vicar of Wrexhill had sought to estrange her 
from her children, he never ceased to speak of ('harles as her 
undoubted heir, and of Helen and Fanny as young ladies of 
large fortune. The lamentable infatuation, therefore, which 
induced her to put every thing in his power, went not the 
length of intending to leave her children de.stitute ; though 
it led her very sincerely to Indieve that the powrer thus weakly 
given would be properly — and as she w'ould have said, poor 
woman ! “ religiously” exercised for their advantage. 


chaptp:r viii. 

THE I.ETTER-BACV 

A MONO the many highly-valued comforts and privileges which 
Mr. Cartwright'!? exclusive possession of the library afforded 
him, that of receiving in solitary state—and privacy, the 
family letter-bag, was not the one least valued. 

It may, I believe, be laid down as a pretty general rule, 
that those persons who conceive, or profess it to be their duty, 
to dive into the hearts and consciences of their fellow-creatures, 
and to regulate the very thoughts and feelings of all the unfor¬ 
tunate people within their reach, are not very scrupulous as to 
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the methods used to obtain that inward knowledge. Mr. Cart¬ 
wright, according to the usual custom of divines of his class, 
had his village matron, ostensibly only a merchant of apples, 
gingerbread, and loUypops, but intrusted with as many secret 
missions of inquiry as the most jfwious pontiff ever committed 
to a faithful and favoured nuncio on quitting the gates of 
Rome. She could tell, and was not ill paid for that precious 
knowledge, how often Betty Jackson went to buy baccy; and 
how many times in the day Sally Wright looked over her 
shoulder at the passers-by while walking out with her master’s 
children; and how many pots of porter were carried to one 
house, and how many times the lathes walked forth from 
another; besides innumerable other facts and anecdotes, which, 
though apparently not of sufficient importance to record, were 
nevertheless of great value to the vicar and to his curate, as 
themes to lecture upon in private, and preach upon in public. 

Sources of information such as these had never been over¬ 
looked or neglected by Mr. Cartwright at any period of his 
ministry ; but hitherto he had held them to be, important 
rather to the general welfare of tlie Christian world than to liis 
own family: no sooner, however, did he find himself placed 
in the responsible position of master of a large household, than, 
besides taking the butler into a sort of partnership for the dis¬ 
covery of petty offences, and having moreover an elected stable- 
boy, wlio made a daily report of all that he saw and heard, 
and a little more, he determined that all letters addressed to 
any member of the family should pass through his hand; and 
in like manner, that all those put into the letter-box in the 
hall, of which he kept the key himself, should be submitted 
to the same species of religious examination before they were 
deposited in the post-lMg. 

In the execution of this part of his duty Mr. Cartwright 
displayed, to himself at least, considerable nujchanical skill— 
for the letters were excellently well re-sealed—and likewise 
great equanimity of temper; for, scanty as the family corres¬ 
pondence proved to be, he chanced to fall upon some few 
passages which might have shaken the philosophy of a mind 
less admirably regulated. 

In former times, if any Mowbray had wished to send a note 
from the Park to the village, a groom or a groom’s helper 
would have taken it: but now, though the establishment w'as 
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greatly increased, there was no such privilege idlowed them; 
and in order to escape the ceremony of asking permission to em¬ 
ploy a servant, they all resorted to the post-]^g. 

One of the letters thus sent and thus examined was from 
little Mary Richards to her friend Fanny; and many more 
important documents had pas'sed through his hands without 
exciting an equal degree of emotion. It ran thus: 

“ I cannot express to you, ray dearest Fanny, how anxious 
1 feel to open my whole heart to you on a subject that has 
long occuj)ied us Ijoth with, I believe, equal depth and since¬ 
rity of interest; — I mean, as 1 am sure you will instantly 
anticipate, that inward call to especial grace and favour which 
Mr. Oartwright taught us to expect would be the sure and cer« 
tain consequence of unbounded faith in Mmaelf; for so only 
can we interpret the language he used to us. If I were to live 
a thousand years, dear Fanny, I should never cease to regret 
the dreadful, but, I thank Heaven brief interval, during which 
1 hrmly believed that 1 had received this calL While this 
frightful and most presumptuous notion had possession of me, 
1 looked upon my dear and excellent mother —ay, and, to my 
bitter sorrow, treated her too, as a being almost unworthy of 
communion with me ! Is not this of itself enough to prove the 
unholy tendency of the doctrine ? Now that the madness is 
passed, 1 look back ppon it with as much astonishment as 
sorrow ; and can so clearly trace in it tlie workings of the most 
paltry vanity and egregious self-love, that while remembering 
how sincerely 1 believed myself the better for all the hateful 
crimes of impious presumption and filial ingratitude of which 
*1 was guilty, I cannot but think that the most contemptible 
follies into %vhich vanity and fine speeclies ever plunged a girl 
in the ordinary routine of this world’s nonsense must be con¬ 
sidered as innocent and respectable, when compared to those 
committed (oh ! fearful impiety !) in the name of Heaven. 

I’hough we frequently meet, I have never yet been able 
fully and clearly to state to you how completely I have made 
a recantation of all iny religious errors. It is singular how 
Mr. C-'artwright contrives, either by himself or his satelhtes, to 
be always hovering near us. For the three last Wednesdays 
1 have set off for the Park with a firm determination to speak 
to you on this subject; but F have each time found it impos- 
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sible. 1 believe that my countenance or manner must have 
expressed some part of the anxiety I felt to converse with you, 
and that my eagerness to obtain my object defeated it. On 
one occasion, as I think you must rememl)('r, Mr. Cartwright 
himself, though constantly drawm here and there to perform 
his gracious hospitalities to the rest of the company, ceased 
not again and again to rctviru with his soft \VeI!, dear chil¬ 
dren ! what are you talking about ?" — on another it was his 
curate and deputy %vho performed the otfico of interrupter ; 
and last AFednesday, that very unaccountable person Mr. Jacob 
seemed determined that no one should speak to you but Inm- 
self. I have therefore, dearest Fanny, determined to write to 
you. I think it likely that 1 may .soon leave this Jieighbour- 
hood; Major Dalrymple, who has been greatly the meatis of 
bringing me back to happiness and common sense, will, I 
believe, undertake the charge of me for the rest of my life. 
This, I find, has long been mv dear, <lear mother's w'ish. 
Had I been quite sure of this a year ago, I think I should 
have been save<l this wild interlude of fanatic ravinjr. IIow- 
ever, it is over; and greatly as I have been the worse, I hope 
and believe that for the future 1 shall be the liunihler Chris¬ 
tian and the Iretter w'oman for it. 

Major Dalrymple is at present in Scotland, /ittending the 
sick—1 believe the dying hours of his cousin Lord Hilton. 
After his return, it is probable we sliall leave M'^rexhill ; and 
I atn therefore most anxious to make you acquainted with my 
present state of mind, for I cannot but suspect that we have 
run the farther into this lamentable folly because we ran 
together. 

“ You have already -'aid enough to raak 0 »me hope that you 
too are recovering from your delusion ; but I cannot be easy 
w'ithout telling you explicitly, that I am again the same un¬ 
pretending little Church-of-England (’liristian that I was in 
the days of our good Mr. "Wallace ; that I am once more a 
loving and dutiful daughter to the best of mothers, and ever 
and always your very 

“ Affectionate friend, 

‘‘ Mauy Rich ARDS.’' 

P? S. Pray let me hear from you.” 


This letter was wormwood to Mr. Cartwright from one end 
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to the other. Had it rehearsed the kissing story, he would 
liked it infinitely better. He was quite aware of Mary Ri¬ 
chards's falling offV’ and attributed it, as well as tliat equally 
evident in Fanny, to jealousy — woman^s jealousy, and drew 
thence a species of gratification that almost atoned for their 
secession ; the more so pertikps as the all .important business 
of the will rendered it absolutely necessary that, cost what 
converts it might, he should-bestow his love-making wholly 
and solely upon his lady. 

But to find that this pretty little girl really appeared to have 
forgotten the kiss altogether, and yet that she had escaped 
from his net—at the very moment too when, as it seemed 
she was on the very verge of becoming a viscountess, was a 
mortification so cutting, that he actually ground his fine teeth 
together w'ith rage at it. 

His first impulse was to destroy it. But he recollected 
that by suff'ering it to reach Fanny, he should obtain a sight 
of her answer ; and feeling considerable curiosity to discover 
how he should fare in the hands of the little melancholy poet¬ 
ess who had of late evidently avoided all tete-a-tete commu¬ 
nication with him, he carefully re-sealed it, and sedulously 
pinching its folds into unsuspicious-looking flatness, put it 
aside to be delivered according to its address. 

The event proved that he was quite right in believing that 
k'anny Mowbray \vould answer this letter ; but whether the 
perusal of her reply increasei.1 his satisfaction in being master 
of (Jartwright Park, may be doubted. 

Fanny's reply was as follows : 

My very dear Mary, 

I. am mo.st thankful to have received your letter; for one 
source of the mental misery I have endured has arisen from 
iMjlieving that 1 first led you to fix your attention on Mr. 
Oartwright, and your faith on the hateful dogmas he taught. 
You are freed—you have escaped, you are restored to the 
mother you love, and you will be happy I thank Heaven, 
Mary, that my heart is not wholly perverted by all the unnatural 
struggles it has gone through ; for I do rejoice, my dear 
friend, at your felicity with a ymreness and freshnesif of joy 
that I have never felt at any thing since the death of my poor 
father came and blighted all our joys. Neither am I sur- 
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prised at the end of your history. May you through life be 
as happy as I wish you, and you shall have no reason to 
complain. 

** Of myself 1 know not how to speak ; and yet I am sure 
that you will not be easy without knowing something of the 
present state of my mind. 

“ Yes, Mary, the mad fanaticism has passed atvay; but it 
has left me weak as a child recovered from the delirium of a 
raging fever ; and I feel very doubtful if I shall ever wholly 
recover it. I am thankful that you have suffered less than I 
have done ; indeed the mischief wrought so differently with 
you, that I almost doubt iny power of making you understand all 
I have suffered. I cannot explain even to myself wdiat species 
of feeling it was which took possession of me wdien first J l)ecame 
acquainted with Mr. (’artwright. Of this, however, 1 am 
quite sure, that 1 bclicve<l with all the simplicity of truth and 
innocence, that all I felt proceeded from the immediate influ¬ 
ence of the Deity working within me to secure my eternal 
salvation. I could not more firmly have Iwlieved that 
Mr. Cartwright was Heaven’s appointed agent bn earth ; 
and every thing he did and every thing he said appeared 
clothed in a sort of holiness in my eyes which would have 
rendered it impious to judge him as another would have been 
judged. During the first two or three raontlis of our ac¬ 
quaintance, 1 was happy — oh! mucli more than happy ; J 
livetl in a sort of ecstasy. 1 believed myself the cliosen of 
Heaven, and that all the agitating but delightful emotions 
which Mr. (Cartwright’s admiration and praises excited w'ere 
only so many heavenly as'^urances that I was indeed one of 
the elected few predestine fl to eternal and unspeakable happi¬ 
ness. He caressed me-rrvery often he caressed me. But even 
now, Mary, that I see clearly much that was then concealed, 
I cannot conqwehend the sort of effect this had upon me. I 
think that haxl he asked me to marry him, I should have 
been conscious of the disparity of his age; and 1 think, too, 
that I should have been startled and shocked at discovering 
that his love, alw^ays so fervently expressed, and often shown 
by tender endearments, was in any way an earthly love. And 
yet, wetk and inconsistent creatures that we are ! when I dis¬ 
covered that the object of my mother’s last sudden journey to 
towp, in which 1 accompanied her—when 1 discovered that 
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her purpose was to marry Mr. Cartwright, the sick faintness 
that seemed to seize upon my heart and creep over all my 
limbs convinced me for a moment that I loved him . . . not 
as I fancied I did, dear Mary, as a lower angel might love 
one of higher order, but with a love of a weak sinful 
woman. The tortures I ensured that night can never be ob¬ 
literated from my mind ; a terrified conscience and a wounded 
heart seemed struggling together, as if to try which could 
torment me most. But the struggle did not last long. My 
heart—at least all that was tender and womanly in it—ap- 
pearwl to turn to stone, and w'as tranquil enough as far as any 
feelings connected with love forMr.('artwright were concerned; 
but religious terrors, frightful, hideous, almost maddening, 
took possession of me. 1 believed that the crime I had com¬ 
mitted in loving the man whom Heaven had ordained to be 
my spiritual teacher, was a deadly sin. I now felt certain 
— or, in the language of the sect, an inward assurance, that 
I was pre-doomed to eternal perdition; and that the l)elief I 
had once entertained, exactly contrary to this, w^as of itself a 
sin never to he atone<l, and only to be punished by eternal 
flames. Is there another torture of the mind equal to this ? 
1 do not think it ; for true atul reasonable remorse for crimes 
really com)nitted cannot approach it. Not all the sins that 
mati ever laid upon his soul could equal in atrocity tvhat my 
guilt seeinctl to me; 1 suppose I was mad, quite mad; for 
as 1 now recall the hours that j)assed over me, and all the 
horrid images of the avenging fury of an angry God which 
entered and rested upon my spirit, 1 can call the state I was 
in nothing short of madness. 

“ This state lasted, with little variation in the amount of 
suffering, during the first week after my mother’s marriage ; 
and then its feverish violence gave place to sullen, heavy gloom. 
The cure however was near, very near me, for I found it in 
Mr. ('artwright himself. 

“ It was some trifling instance of contemptible artifice 
which first drew aside the veil from my mental vision, an<l 
caused me to see Mr. CartAvright, not as he is — oh no ! that 
has been a work of steady study, and some length of time, — 
but as something of a very different species from that fo which 
I had fancied he belonged. 

Out must have been under a delusion as complete as mine 
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has been, to conceive the sensation produced by once more 
seeing things as they are. I can compare it only to walking 
out of a region peopled with phantoms and shadows into a 
world filled with sober, solid realities. It is the phantom 
world which produces the strongest effect on the imagination ; 
and the first effect of the change was to make everything around 
me seem most earthly dull, stale, and unprofitable. I was 
still, however, a fanatic ; I still‘deemed myself one of those 
foredoomed to eternal destruction. But one blessed day, some 
time after I had become convinced that Mr. Cartwright w-as a 
very pitiful scoundrel, I clianced to hear him in sweet and 
solemn accents expound his scheme of providence to one of 
our distant neighbours who came here to pass the morning, 
and who seemed well disposed to listen to him. I saw that 
every word he said, rendered soothing and attractive by the 
gentle kindness of his manner and the eloquent commentary 
of his eyes, was making its way to the poor lady’s soul, just as 
a year before the selfsame words and looks had worked their 
way to mine. 

“ It was at that moment I felt the first doubts of the truth 
of the doctrine I had imbibed from him. For himself I had 
long felt the most profound contempt ; but 1 had hitherto 
shrunk from the impiety of confounding the rloctrine and the 
teacher. Something artificial and forced in his manner re¬ 
called by the force of contrast the voice and look of our dear 
Mr. Wallace; and then came the bold but blessed thought that 
the awful dogmas by which he had kept my soul iii thrall might 
be as false and worthless as himself. My recovery from my 
mental malady may be dated from that hour. Every day that 
has passed since has led me back nearer and nearer, 1 hope, to 
the happy state (of religious feeling at least) in which Mr. 
Cartwright found me. But the more fully I recover my 
senses, the more fully I become aware of the sad change he 
has wrought in every thing else. Not only do we all creep 
like permitted slaves through the house that we once felt to be 
our own, hut he has stolen our mother from us. Poor, poor 
mamma! how dearly did she love us ! how dearly did we love 
her! A^liere is the feeling gone ? She has never quarrelled 
with us; with me, particularly, she has never expressed her¬ 
self displeased in any way ; — and yet her love seems blighted 
and dried up, as if some poisonoiis breath had blasted it; — 
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and so it has — placid and fair as is the outward seeming of 
this hateful man, I question not but every hour brings forth 
some sorry trick to draw her farther from us. Poor, poor 
mamma ! 1 know this cannot last ; and when she finds him 

out — how dreadful will h*^j; feelings be ! 

Then, too, I have another sorrow, my dear Mary, which 
tarnishes, though it cannot destroy, the joy of my return to 
reason. While the fit lasted, 1 believed it a part of my dark 
duty to keep Helen and Rosalind, and our poor exiled Charles, 
as much at a distance from me as possible ; and now I hardly 
dare to hope that this can ever be quite forgotten by them. I 
have not courage to enter with them into an explanation as 
full as this which I have now given you ; yet, till I do this, 
I cannot hope that they will either understand or forgive me. 

If Charles were at home, I think the task would be easier ; 
but Rosalind and Helen both seem to avoid me. 1 believe 
they are too miserable themselves to look much at rne, or they 
might see that I no longer turned from them as I did some 
mouths ago. All this, however, may some day or other come 
right again. Rut what is to become of poor Charles ? 1 feel 
convinced this hypocrite will never rest till he has robbed him 
of his inheritance ; and I sometimes think that as the doing 
this must )v' the act of my mother, it would lx; right in me to 
put her on her guard against his machinations. Rut this can 
only be done by opening her eyt-s to his real character ; and 
though I think T could do this, I tremble at the misery into 
w’hich it would plunge her. — But this is going beyond your 
request, dear Mary. You cannot be ignorant that my unhappy 
mother’s marriage has plunged us all in misery ; and there is 
little kindness in impressing this truth upon you when your 
own- bright prospects ought to occupy you with pleasant 
thoughts of future happiness, f'orgive me I and believe me 
with every wish that this happiness may be‘as great and as 
lasting as the nature of human life can permit; 

“ Y our ever affectionate friend, 

Fannv Mowbray.” 

Some people might liave found the perusal of these letters 
sufficient to damp the ardour of their curiosity in tfte pursuit 
of private information ; but it had not this effect upon Mr. 
Cartwright. He even doubted whether he should not suffer 

• A A 3 



358 the vicar op wrexhiu.* 

* 

this letter of Fanny’s to reach its destination for the same 
reason that he had permitted that of her friend to reach hers 
— namely, the procuring a reply. But upon a re-perusal, — 
for he gave himself the gratification of reading it twice, — he 
tore it into tiny atoms, and then lighted a bougie to set fire to 
the fragments. 

The next letter of any importance which fell into his hands 
by the same means must also be‘given to the reader, as it 
contains some important information which, as it immediately 
shared the same fate as that of Fanny’s, remained for a con¬ 
siderable time unknown to the person it most concerned, as 
■well as to all others. 

This letter was addressed to Helen from one whom beyond 
all others in the wide world it would best have pleased her to 
receive any token of remembrance or attention. It came from 
Colonel H arrington, and contained the following lines: 

Were Miss Mowbray placed in other circumstances — 
were not all proper access to her barred by the hateful influ¬ 
ence of an alien and a stranger to her and to her blood, I 
should not thus venture to a<ldress her. All application to 
your mother and natural guardian would be, we know but too 
well, in vain: nay, there is every reason to believe that any 
application to yourself through her would never be permitted 
to reach you. But, rascal as this C^artwright hasj)roved him¬ 
self, I presume he does not tamper with the post ; and it is 
therefore by this vulgar and ordinary medium that I deter¬ 
mine to make known to you what it is great misery to conceal. 
Yet, after all, in saying, ‘ Helen, I love you,’ 1 think 1 say 
nothing that you do not know already. But, nevertheless, it 
is delightful to say it; and were I, sweet Helen, once more 
within reach of being heard by you, I might perchance weary 
you with the repetition of it. 

But this is not all I have to say, though it is only in the 
supposition of your listening to this without anger that I dare 
proceed. I believe, Helen, I ought to say something — a 
great deal perhaps about my presumption — and my fears, 
and I know not what beside, — but the simple truth is, that 
being quite conscious I loved you, and not feeling the least 
reason or''wish to conceal it, my manner and words, too, I 
bdieve, must have let you into the secret the last time we 
met; and those dear eyes, with their long eyelashes, so con- 
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stantly as they are before me^ would long ago have looked me 
into despair if the memory of one soft glance at parting had 
not permitted me to hope. My father and mother, Helen, 
know that 1 love you, and that all my future happiness hangs 
on your consenting to become my wife, even without your 
mother's eoment. Why should I conceal from you that I 
know it will be refused ? — Why should I not frankly and 
fairly tell you at once, iny beloved Helen, that something very 
like an elopement must be resorted to before you can be mine ? 
— But what an elopement! It will only to the house of 
your godmother, who already loves you as her child ; and who 
not only sanctions my addressing you, but has commissioned 
me to say that she shall never know any thing approaching 
happiness till she can take you in her arms and call you her 
real daughter and her William’s wife. For my father, — you 
know his oddities, — he declares that if you will come to 
(lakley and frankly consent to be his daughter, it wdll be the 
happiest moment of his life when he ])uts your hand in mine, 
and calls you so. But he swears lustily, Helen, that no appli¬ 
cation to your mother shall ever be made with his consent. 
This is rough w-ooing, sweet one! But do I overrate the 
generosity of your temper when 1 express my belief that you 
will not suder what is inevitable, to destroy hopes that smile 
so sweetly on us ? 

“Address youi; answer to Oakley, Helen: write it, if you 
will, to my mother. Dear and precious as one little line of 
kindness would be to me, 1 will not ask it if your proud heart 
would find it easier to open itself to her tlian to me. But 
keep me not long in suspense ; before I shall have sealed my 
letter, 1 shall feel sick because the answer to it is not come. 
My regiment is not going abroad. 'Chis change in its desti¬ 
nation was only knowm to us on Friday last.— Farewell! 
How wholly does ray fate hang upon your answer ! 

“ Ever, ever yours, 

“ WlIiEIAM HaBRINOTON.” 

The destruction of this letter was attended with a feeling of 
pleasure greatly superior both in quality and extent to that which 
he received from watching spark after spark die away from the 
fading embers of x>oor Fanny’s long epistle. That w^as merely 
a matter of mawkish sentiment; this was an affair of business. 
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But Miss Helen shall have a lover, nevertheless.’* It 
was thus he ended his cogitation. My cousin Stephen will 
not fail me. This evening he will be here with what will 
make the young lady’s hand worth just as much as 1 please, 
and no more ; and if my worthy cousin likes her, he shall 
have her.” And as he thought these words, a smile curled 
his lips, and he playfully blackened the paper, and singed it, 
and finally set it in a blaze, uttering aloud as the flame ex¬ 
pired, A lieutenant-colonel of dragoons versus the Vicar of 
Wrexhill.” 


CHArTEll IX. 

THE WILL EXECUTED. 

Tub evening was pretty far advanced when at length the 
house-door bell wis loudly rung ; and immediately atterwards 
Mr. Stephen Corbold entered the drawing-room looking more 
assured, and, as Helen thought, more detestable than ever. 

Having deliberately sipped his tea, and indulged l,iimself the 
while in a long steady stare in the face of the unfortunate 
object of his passion, he at length rose, and with an air of 
much confidential importance, raising himself on his toes, and 
playing with his watch-chain, approached Airs. Cartwright, and 
whispered something in her ear. 

Have the kindness to ring the bell. Air. Iletherington,” 
said the lady, addressing the curate, who, according to his 
frequent custom, had taj^en his tea at the Park, partly for the 
advantage of receiving the instructions of his principal upon 
sundry little points of Church and village discipline, and partly 
for the hope of finding some one among the young ladies less 
cruel than the inexorable Henrietta, who had never appeared 
to see him, from the moment they parted in the shrubbery. 

Tell Curtis to carry lights to my dressing-room,” said 
Mrs. Cartwright to the servant who aswered the bell. 

The vicar’s heart gave a bound. One hour more and he 
should clutch it! One short hour more and he should at last 
be master of his own destiny, dependent on no fond woman’s 
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whim, trembling before no children’s power to change her 
purpose. 

“ Once let her sign this will,’* thought he, “ and if I ever 
leave her long enough unwatched to make another, the fault 
will be my own, and I will abide the consequence.” 

M’ith a placid countenance that manifested no emotion of any 
kind, Mr. Cartwright amused himself for a few minutes in 
examining a drawing just finished for the Fancy Fair, by the 
light of a lamp on the chimney-piece ; and as he passed be¬ 
hind his cousin to set it down, he condescendingly stopped to 
show it to him, pointing out its merits with affectionate admi¬ 
ration, for the artist was no other than his accomplished lady. 

Is not the ex[»ression of this head iH'autifully holy, cousin 
Stephen Just look at the eyes .... Chi vers the butler, 
her maid ('urtis, and my valet can wdtncss it ... . Charm¬ 
ing is it not.^” 

In a .sliort time afterwards Mrs. Cartwright rose ; the atten¬ 
tive attorney sprang to tlie door, opened it, and silently follow¬ 
ed her out of the room. 

Henrietta’s eye follow'ed them, and she sighed heavily. 
“ You do not .seem well to-night, Miss Cartwright,” said 
Helen, “ and 1 do not feel gay ; what say you to our keeping 
each other in countenance, and both going to bed though the 
clock has not yet struck ten ? ” 

“ A comfortable, and very wise proposal,” replied Henrietta, 
rising at once. ‘‘ I am much more inclined to be in bed than 
up; for 1 would rather be asleep than awake.” 

“ It is very right for you, Henrietta, w'ho are an invalid, to 
lx* indulged in your wish to retire early,” said her father. 
“ Good night! 1 am sorry that the accidental absence of your 
mother renders it impossible for ra? to hasten the hour of 
evening prayer. But you shall have my blessing. May 
Heaven watch^ over your slumbers if you close your eyes in 
faith If not, may he visit you in the night season, with such 
appalling thoughts as may aw'aken a right spirit within you ! 
But for you, my dear child,” he continued, turning to Helen, 
“ I cannot suffer you to leave us so prematurely. We shall 
have prayers within an hour, and I do not permit any member 
of my family to absent herself from the performance of this 
sacred ordinance, without very good and sufficient reason for 
so doing.” 
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I conceive that I have very good and sufficient reason for 
so doing, sir,” replied Helen, approaching the door: I wish 
you all good night.” 

“ She shall pay for this!” whispered one of the little demons 
that nestled in the vicar’s heart! “ Stephen must absolve me 
of my promise for to-nig!it; but*if I do not keep it with him 
nobly on some future occasion, I will give him leave to tear in 
fragments the parchment which at this very jnomeut is grow¬ 
ing into a rod wherewith to scourge the insolence of this proud 
vixen.” 

It w'as probably not so much the failing to keep his promise 
with C'orbold, which the late hour might readily excuse, as the 
displaying to his slave and curate that his power was not ab¬ 
solute, which galled him so severely. His wife and cousin, 
however, soon returned ; they both lot)ked placidly contented, 
as those do look, who, having had important business to trans¬ 
act, have done it well and thoroughly. Soon afterwards the 
numerous household were summoned to appear, and the labours 
of the day w'ere closed with prayer, Mr. Hetherington uttering 
the extempore invocation, and the vicar pronouncing the 
blessing : an arrangement, by the way, approved by the master 
of Cartwright Park for three especial reasons. First, it gave 
to his establishment very greatly the effect of liaving a domestic 
chaplain at its head. 

Secondly, it afforded an opportunity, which the worthy Mr. 
Hetherington never neglected, of calling down sundry especial 
blessings on the vicar's own particular head, and, which was 
perhaps more important still, of pronouncing a lofty^eulogium 
on his transcendent virtues. 

Thirdly, the having to rise from his knees and pronounce 
the final blessing, never.failed to soothe his spirit with a, deli¬ 
cious foreboding that he might one day do so likewise in his 
own cathetlral, and from his own proper throne: this being an 
object of ambition to him as dear, or dearer still, than the 
possession of the precious will itself. 

Rarely indeed did he seat himself in his own soft chair, in 
his own noble library, without seeing in his mind’s eye a mitre, 
as distinctly visible as Macbeth’s air-drawn dagger was to him ; 
and the hope that this crowning blessing would one day fall 
upon his favoured head, not only cheered every waking, and 
of^ every sleeping hour, but made him so generously come 
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forward upon all occasions when a penniless Whig was to be 
accommodated with a seat in a I*arliament, or any other sub¬ 
scription set on foot help the radical poor and needy into 
political pow'er and place, that he was already considered in 
the high places as one of the^ most conscientious and right- 
minded clergymen within the pale of the Established Church, 
and almost supernaturally gifted (considering he was not a 
Roman Catholic priest) with the power of judging political 
characters according to their real value. 

As soon as the prayers were ended, the blessing spoken, and 
the servants dismissed, Mr. Corbold, whose eyes had vainly 
wandered round the room in search of Helen, approached the 
vicar, and said in a very firm and intelligible tone, I wish 
to speak to you, cousin CartWTight.'’ 

Certainly!" replied his kinsman in a voice of the most 
cordial friendship. Come into my library with me, cousin 
Stephen.” 

And into the library they went; and almost before the door 
w'as shnt, Mr.C'orbold exclaimed, ‘Hlow am J to see Miss Helen, 
cousin Cartwright, if you have let her take herself oiF to bed 

This very pertinent question was, however, only answered 
by another. 

“ Have you got the will, cousin Stephen. 

‘‘ Yes, 1 have," answered the attorney with more boldness 
than lie had ever used in speaking to his cousin since he became 
a great man. But a bargain’s a bargain," 

“ 1 know it is, cousin,—and Heaven preserve to me ray 
lawful rights and inheritance, as 1 faithfully keep to you the 
word I have given !" 

“ And how is it to be managed then ? . . , . Am I to go 
to the -girl’s bed-room ? ” 

“ Give me the will, cousin Stephen," said the vicar, holding 
out his hand to,receive it, and 1 will satisfy you fully upon 
this matter." 

Mr. Corbold, however, looked extremely rebellious, and no 
corner of parchment could be descried about any part of his 
person. A bargain’s a bargain, I tell you, cousin William,” 
he repeated doggedly; “ and you may as wrell remember that 
a lawyer that is intrusted with the keeping of a will is •ho way 
bound to give it up; particularly to the party whom it chiefly 
concerns," 
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Mr. Cartwright measured his contumacious relative with his 
eye, very much as if he intended to floor and rifle him ; but 
wiser thoughts prevailed, anti he gently replied, seating himself 
in his own peculiar chair, and making a sign to his com¬ 
panion that he should place hiin^lf opposite: “ May He, cou¬ 
sin Stephen, whose professing servants we are, save and deliver 
us from quarrelling with one another, especially at a blessed 
moment like this, when every thing seems fitted by his holy 
providence, so as to ensure us peace and prosperity in this 
world, and doubtless, everlasting glory in the life to come!” 

All that's very true, cousin Cartwright; and if your cloth 
and calling set you to speak of heavetdy things, especial grace, 
years ago manifested in me, makes me nothing behind you in 
the same. But, for all that, I know well enough, that there's 
many a worldly-minded unprofessing lawyer, w'ho would gain 
credit and honour both, by taking care to let young Mowbray 
know what that pious lady his mother has been about, instead of 
keeping the thing as secret as if it were a forgery of my own; and 
it is but common justice between man and man, to say notbing 
of cousins and professing (diristians, that conduct so every way 
convenient and considerate as mine, should not go unrewarded. 
I have set iny heart upon having that girl Helen, and 1 don’t 
wish for any thing in the end but lawful wedlock, and all that; 
and the more, because I take it for granted that you don't 
mean altogether to leave the young woman without fortune;— 
but she’s restive, cousin, and that you know, and w’c are there¬ 
fore called upon, as men and Christians, to make use and profit 
of that wit and strength which it hath pleased Providence in 
its wisdom to give us over the weaker vessel; an<l all 1 ask of 
you is so to put it within my reach and power to do this, that 
the righteous ends we l.ave in view may be obtained through 
the same.” 

“ I have heard you to the end, cousin Stephen, which will, 
1 trust, considering all things, be accepted in token of an hum¬ 
ble spirit. What you have said, however, excepting that it 
was needless, is altogether reasonable, and betokens that wis¬ 
dom of which the Lord hath seen fit to make you an example 
upon the earth. But you find that my conscience nec'ded not 
your reproof. Few hours have passed since I gave proof 
sufficient of the sincerity with which 1 desire to strengthen the 
ties between us. By the accident of the post-bag’s being 
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brought into my room, I was made aware that it contained a 
letter addressed to Helen Mowbray, evidently in the hand¬ 
writing of a man. And what could it be to me, cousin Ste¬ 
phen, whether that unconverted girl got a letter from a man, or 
went without it ? Nothing, positively nothing. But I remem¬ 
bered me of you, cousin, an<^ of the tender affections which 
you had fixed upon her, and, fearless of consequences, I in¬ 
stantly broke the seal, and found, as I expected, a very worldly- 
minded proposal of marriage, without the decency of any 
allusion whatever to my will in the business ; and 1 therefore 
of course felt it my duty to destroy it both for your sake and 
that of the Lord, whose blessing the impious young man did 
not deem it necessary to mention. Nevertheless, the proposal 
came from one of the first families in the county, and the girl 
wrould have been my lady in due course of nature, a thing not 
altogether without value to her family and father-in-law. But 
1 never hesitated for one moment, and you may see the ashes 
of Colonel Harrington’s love-letter under the grate.” 

“ That was acting like the good and chosen servant, cousin 
William, that I have long knowm you to be. But, such being 
the case, why have you scrupled to let me speak to the young 
girl this night in private ? ” 

For the good and sufficient reason, that she chose to go, 
even though 1 told lier to stay, and, without exposing myself 
to a very unpleasant scene before my curate and the rest of my 
people, I could not have detained her. Besides, at the moment 
of her departure I knew that the will, which you still keep 
from me, cousin Stephen, was not either signed or executeti,— 
another good and sufficient reason, as I take it, for not choosing 
to keep the girl back by force. But fear nothing; what 
I ,hav;e promised, that 1 will perfor;n. Give me the will, 
cousin Stephen, and 1 will tell you what my scheme is fo 
you.”. 

Tell me Ihe scheme first, cousin William ; that is but 
square and fair. We lawyers have got our ceremonies as 
well as the clergy, and I don’t see why. they should be broken 
through.” 

I don’t very well know what you mean by ceremonies in 
this case, cousin, and I don’t think you take the be»t way to 
oblige me ; however, I am not going to shrink from my word 
for that. All I expect, cousin Stephen, is your word pledged 
to me in return, that, let what will happen, you will bring no 
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scandal or dishonour upon my family, for so doing might be 
of the greatest injury to my hopes.” 

“ I mean notliing hut honour, cousin William,” replied 
Corbold eagerly : let me have but a fair opportunity given 
me, and you shall find that, though 1 use it, 1 v^ill not abuse 
it. Tell me, then, what is your scheme ?” 

You know that on the 12th of this month a Serious Fancy 
Fair is to be held in my grounds. Not only will all the rank 
and fashion of the county assemble on the occasion, but my 
park-gates will be open likewise to the people. At two o'clock 
a very splendid collation will be ready in five of my saloons ; 
and it is after the company have risen and left the tables to resort 
once more to the booths, in order to assist in the disposal of the 
remaining articles, that I shall })ermit every servant in my 
establishment to leave the mansion, and repair to witness the 
busy and impressive scene in the booths. It will be a very 
impressive scene, cousin Stephen, for 1 shall myself [)ronounce 
a blessing upon the assembled crowd. From this I fear, my 
dear Stephen, that you must oti this occasion absent yourself; 
but be assured, that as I speak those words of power, 1 will 
remember you, 

‘‘ When YOU shall see a rush of my hired servants })Our forth 
from my mansion upon my lawns, it is then that 1 shall 
counsel you to retire, enter the house by the library windows, 
and if questioned, say you are sent there on an errand by me. 
From rny library, find your way up the grand staircast? to the 
small apartment which I permit my wdfe to appropriate as lier 
dressing-room—the same in which you have this ni^ht exe¬ 
cuted, as 1 trust, her win. There remain, concealed perhaps 
behind the curtains, till H.elen Mow’bray enters. 1 will deposit 
in that room something valuable and curious for sale, which 
shall be forgotten till you are safely hidden there, and then 1 
will command my very dear and obedient wife to send Miss 
Helen to seek for it. Does this plati ])lease you, cousin ?” 

Before speaking a word, Mr. (’orbolddrew the will from his 
long coat pocket, and placed it in the hands of the vicar. This 
was a species of route eloquence most perfectly understood by 
the person to whom it tvas addressed: 

The Vicar of Wrexhill received the parchment with much 
solemnity in his two hands, and bemling bis bead upon it, 
exclaimed May the blessing of the Lord be with me and my 
heirs for ever ! ” 
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It may possibly appear improbable to many persons that 
such a phrase as this last should recur in ordinary discourse so 
frequently as I have represented it to do. But to those not 
belonging to the sect, and tlierefore not so familiarized with its 
phraseology as to be unconscious of its peculiarity, and who 
yet have been thrown by accident within reach of hearing it, 
1 need offer no explanation; for they must know by expe¬ 
rience that this, or expressions of equally religious formation 
and import, are in constant use among them. 

Sometimes, especially in the company of the profane, they 
are uttered aotto voce, as if to satisfy the secret conscience. 
Sometimes, in equally un-elect society, they are pronounced 
aloud and with most distinct emphasis, as if to show that the 
speaker feared not the ribald laugh of the scorner, and held 
himself ready to perform this, or any other feat likely to ensure 
the same j)etty, but glorious martyrrlorn, despite any possible 
quantum of absurdity that may attach thereto. 

I’lie two kinsmen being now mutually satislied with each 
other’s conduct, shook hands and parted ; Mr. Corbold rumi¬ 
nating, as he walked slowly back to V^rexhill, on the happy 
termination to which he was at last likely to bring his hitherto 
unpropitious wooing, and Mr. (.artwright gazing with unspeak¬ 
able delight on the signatures and seals which secured to him, 
and his heirs for ever, the possession of all the wealth and state 
in w’hieh he now revelled. Having satisfied himself that all 
w’as right, he opened a secret drawer in his library table, laid 
the i)recious ])archment within it, and having turned the lock, 
actually kissed the key that secured his treasure. He then 
carefully secured it to his watch-chain, and returned to escort 
his lady to her chamber. 


CHAPTER X. 

THE SERIOUS FANCY FAIR. 

There were but few families within an ordinary visiting 
distance of the Park who had not called on Mrs. Cartwright 
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upon her marriage. Some went from simple curiosity,—some 
expressly to quiz her,—a few from feelings of real kindness 
towards the young people, whom it vrould be, they said, a 
shame to give up merely beeausc their mother had played the 
fool and ruined all their prospects :—not a few, for the fun of 
seeing Mowbray Park turned info a conventicle, and the inha¬ 
bitants into its congregation ; and the rest came principally 
because Mr. Cartwright was such a pious man, arid likely to 
do so much good in the neighbourliood. Among all these, the 
Fancy Fair announced to be held there on the 12th of July, 
created a lively interest. All the world determined to attend ; 
and half the world gave themselves up to the making of pin¬ 
cushions and pen-wipers with as much zeal as if the entire 
remnant of the Jewish people, as well as the whole pojmlation 
of Fababo, were to be converted thereby. 

The mansion and grounds of Mr. Cartwrights residence 
began to give note of very great and splendid preparatioti for 
this serious fete. Never had the reverend vicar been seen in 
such spirits on any former occasion ; 

“ His bosom’s lord sat lightly on his throne ; *’ 

and (due allowance being made for the nature of the pro¬ 
ceedings) it might safely be averred, that no entertainment 
ever given in the neighbourhood had caused more sensation, 
or been prepared for with a more lavish expenditure. 

The whole of the 9th, 10th, and 11th days of the month 
were entirely employed by the majority of the (’artwright 
household in receiving and arranging the different works of 
fancy contributed by the neighbouring ladies for the sale. By 
far the greater half of these articles were pincushions, and 
for the most part they packed and unpacked well and safely ; 
but amidst the vast variety of forms into w'hich this favourite 
vehicle of charity was turned, some among them were equally 
ingenious in -design, delicate in execution, and difficult of 
carriage. 

There were harps, of which the strings were actually 
musical, and the foot a pincushion. Old women of paste¬ 
board, washing their feet in a pasteboard tub, but with knees 
stuffed for pincushions. Pasteboard hunch-backs, the hunches 
being pincushions. Babies dressed with the nicest taste and 
care, their plump little necks and shoulders forming pin- 
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cushions. Pretty silken volumes, lettered pointed satires,*' 
. and their yellow edges stuffed for pincushions. Ladies very 
fashionably dressed, with the crowns of their bonnets, and 
their graceful backs, prepared as pincushions. These, and ten 
thousand more, of which a prolonged description might proba¬ 
bly prove tedious, formed the staple commodity of the elegant 
booths, which stretched themselves in two long rows from one 
extremity of the beautiful lawm to the other. Tracts, so numerous 
that it would be impossible to give their measure or their value 
by any other calculation than that of their weight, were made 
by the ingenuity of the fair and pious contributors to assume 
a very tempting aspect, bound by their own delicate hands in 
silks and velvets of every hue to be found between earth and 
heaven, green and blue inclusive. 

It wouhi be quite impossible to give any thing deserving 
the name of a catalogue of the artides contributed to this 
charming exliibition ; and it will therefore be better not to 
attempt it. It will l)c sufficient to observe, that, by a senti¬ 
ment of elegant refinement which seemed to have pervaded 
all the contributors, every article to which tlie idea of utility 
could attach was scrupulously banished ; it not being fair, as 
some of the ladies very judiciously observed, to injure the 
poor shopkeepers by permitting the sale of any thing that any 
body in the world could really wish to buy. One instance of 
very delicate attei^tion on the part of Mrs. (.Cartwright towards 
the hero of tlie iete deserves to lx* recorded, as showing both 
the natural kindness of her temper, and the respect in which 
every feeling of this celebrated character was held. Among 
the almost incredible number of devices for winding silks, or 
for converting them into bobbins, or for some other of the 
ingenious little contrivances invented, for — one hardly knows 
what, w^as a very ])retty thing, more in the shape of a Jew’s 
harp than anv thing else. The instant Mrs.-Cartwright cast 
her feyes on this, she ordered it to be withdrawn, observing 
that, as the Reverend Isaac Isaacs himself was expected to 
honour the entertainment with his presence, she could by no 
means permit any thing bearing such a name to appear. 

It may be feared that it was witli a far different spirit 
Mr. Jacob (Cartwright, on hearing his stepmother mdlition this 
exclusion, and the motive for it, proposed that all the cold 
chickens and turkies to be eaten at the banquet should appear 
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without their usual accompaniment of cold hams, — a plea¬ 
santry which, though it won a smile from his indulgent father, 
was by no means well received by Mrs. Cartwright. 

The twelfth day of July itself arrived at last, and for¬ 
tunately was as fine a day as ever shone. Helen asked Rosa¬ 
lind if she remembered the day on which Charles tame of 
age, and the question brought tears to the eyes of both ; this, 
however, was but a trifling exception to the general cheer¬ 
fulness ; all the tvorld really looked as gay as if the Fancy 
Fair w'ere not a serious one. In one of the long and elegantly 
decorated booths, indeed, one silly young girl was heard to 
exclaim, Oh ! what a beautiful place this would be for 
dancing!”—but the levity was checked by Mr. Cartwright, 
w'ho, happening to overhear her, replied, My dear young 
lady, there is no dancing in heaven !” 

It had been settled among the ladies of the neighbourhood, 
on the first announcement of this pious and charitable under¬ 
taking, that no young ladies, cither married or single, should 
be invited to sell the articles; and for some time after the 
circulation of this decision, it appeared to be very doubtful 
whether there would be any ladies found (not actually too 
decrepit to endure the fatigue) who would be willing to under¬ 
take it. This circumstance threw poor Mrs. Cartwright into 
great embarrassment. The idea of having advertised a Fancy 
Fair, and then to be unable to procure ladies to preside at it, 
w’as a vexation almost beyond what even a ^professing Cliris- 
tian s patience could bear. 

M"hen at length it appeared evident that every middle-aged 
lady for ten miles round had, for some excellent good reason 
or other, declined the office, Mr. Cartwright proposed that 
gentlemen, instead of lad>es, should perform it. But to-this 
Miss Charlotte Richards, who happened to be present when 
the difficulty was discussed, entered a violent protest, declaring 
that she was quite sure, if such a measure were resorted to, 
not one hundredth part of the goods would be sold. Neither 
Jew nor Gentile, she assured them, would ever make any 
thing by it, if such a project were resorted to; and in short 
she pleaded the cause of the ladies so well, that after some 
time it Wks agreed that the original principle should be alto¬ 
gether changed, and that the youngest and prettiest ladies 
should be selected, only with this condition annexed — that 
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they sliould all be dressed in uniform, the form and material 
of which were to be specified by Mrs Cartwright. 

The circular letter announcing this alteration was composed 
by Mr. Cartwright himself, .and proved perfectly successful, 
although it contained but fcw words. 

It having been decided at a meeting of some of the senior 
supporters of the South CJentral African Bible Association, that 
the cause of the poor inhabitants of Fababo w^as one which 
ought to he peculiarly interesting to the young and lovely, in¬ 
asmuch as it is beyond all others the cause of piety; it was 
THEBKFORB Strongly recommended that they should be especi¬ 
ally chosen and elected to serve the office of vendors or sellers 
at the Fancy Fair instituted by the Reverend William Jacob 
(.'artwright, and by him appointed to be held on his own pre- 
vnises.”—After which foilow-ed a request that such ladies as 
were kindly willing to undertake the fatigues of the office, 
would forthwith forw'ard their names to Mrs. Cartwright, that 
they might receive from her instructions respecting the uniform 
to be w orn on the occasion. 

The number of applications for permission to sell, which 
followed the circulation of this letter, was quite extraordinary, 
and so greatly exceeded the number required, that the task of 
selection became difficult, if not impossible; so it was finally 
decided Uiat a description of the uniform should be sent to 
them all, and that those who arrived first, should he installed 
in their office under condition of permitting a relay to succeed 
them after the enjoyment of two hours of duty. 

The consequence of this was, that at a very early hour, not 
only all the young and handsome part of the company expect¬ 
ed, but all who considered themselves as belonging to that 
class, -were seen arriving in their verV becoming sad-coloured 
suits, with their smooth braided tresses, and Quakerish bonnets 
and caps. • 

Let all the ladies in the serious uniform stand up together 
behind the stalls if they like it,” said the accommodating Mrs. 
CartAvright: it would be so very difficult to select j and they 

will all look so very well!” 

As the stalls were all ready, having been walled round, 
through, and about, by .Mr. and Mrs. Cartwright, Mr. Hether- 
ington the curate, Chivers the butler, Curtis the lady’s maid, 
as well as all the other serious servants, and all agreeing in 
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the opinion that it was impossible any thing could be more 
beautiful, the uniform ladies were ushered into them, and 
l)egged to decide among themselves the order in which they 
should stand. 

The manner in which this self-regulating system worked 
was amusing, and Rosalind Torrington stood by, and enjoyed 
it greatly. As soon as it was notified to the young and pretty 
ladies that the booths were all ready, the prices of every article 
marked, and all things prepared so that they might take their 
places behind the stands in such order as they should agree 
among themselves, any one who had witnessed and watched 
the sweet universal smile wdth which each one regarded the 
other, and the charming accents in which all exclaimed as wdth 
one voice, “ Oh ! it is exactly the same to me where 1 stand," 
would have l)een ready to declare that even their youth and 
beauty w'ere less attractive than the sweet temj>er which seemed 
to bo so universal among them. 

The fair bevy, amounting to above fifty, poured themselves 
by various entrances into the booths, which were in fact a suc¬ 
cession of very handsome tents, against the sides of which were 
ranged the elegantly decorated stands; while through the 
whole extent, a space of nearly thirty feet was left for prome¬ 
nading. In the centre of the range, tin* gaily painted canvass 
rose into a lofty point, from which, to the extremity of the 
circle round it, depended graceful draperie:., fostoone<l wdth 
large bunches of flowers. In the middle of this noble circular 
tent stood a lofty frame, supporting the finest green-house 
plants, and the stalls wbicli here skirted the sides of the enclo¬ 
sure W'ere decidedly more distinguished by their elegant deco¬ 
rations than the rest. 

‘‘Oh dear! liow lovely!" was the universal exclamation 
uttered by the ladies on entering this beautiful circle. 

“ Well! 1 think I will stand here,” said one of the most 
lively and enterprising among them, placing herself at the same 
time behind a world of many-tinted paper and silk commodi¬ 
ties, close to which was a side entrance arched with evergreen 
boughs, and gay with a thousand blossoms. 

“ And J will take this stand !" cried a stout and long-limbed 
demoiselle, stepping out with great activity to secure the one 
opposite. 

“ This will just suit me!’* said a third, popping into an- 
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Other of the enviable stations which flanked the garlanded 
entrances, and immediately taking possession of its lofty seat 
and comfortable footstooL 

Up to this point the universal smile continued, with an 
almost unabated display of charming teeth ; but to the fourth 
j)h;ce, promising equal affluence of passers-by to the three 
already taken, no less than four ladies rushed at once. And 
then began the civil war which in a greater or less degree, as 
circumstances may excite or assuage it, rages at all fancy 
fairs, bazaars, and charity sales of every class and denomination 
whatever. 

Some folks, uninitiated in such matters, may suppose that 
there is less of this at a serious fancy fair than at one pro¬ 
fessing to be gay. But a little experience will rapidly unde¬ 
ceive them. W hether the benevolent sale-ladies be beautiful 
saints or%eautiful sinners, the inclination to show oft’Nature’s 
gifts to the best advantage is pretty nearly the same; and 
whether the sweet graceful thanks, so softly uttered, be con¬ 
structed after one form or another, the pleasure of speaking 
them is the same likewise. What matters it, whether a bright 
eye laugh from beneath a drapery of ])endent curls, or is 
raised to heaven with no twisted meshes to obscure its upward 
ray ? M’'lut matters it whether ruliy lips open to say, “ Hea¬ 
ven reward you, sir! Our poor missionaries shall pray for 
you !” or, Thank you !” (with a familiar nod) ^‘^some dear 
Spanish whiskeraiulos shall buy a sword with this I ” In both 
cases the speaker would indisputably prefer having a well-fre¬ 
quented staml to speak from ; and if it chance to Ire placed 
beside some avenue through w'hich the crowd njust pass and 
repass incessantly, why so much the better. 

.The four ladies that met together .with more of haste than in¬ 
clination at the last of the door-way stands, as above described, 
were really^ considering all things, exceedingly civil to each 
other. At the early part of a busy day, the- temper can bear 
much more without wincing, than after it has been battered and 
bruised by all the little contretama that are almost sure to beset 
it before the close of it. 

I beg your pardon, ma’am, but I believe I was here first: ” 
On, dear ! 1 hope I did not hurt you, but this is^^ny place: ” 

‘‘ You :nust let me’stand here, dear ladies, for 1 have set my 
heart upon it: ”—comprised very nearly all the spoken part of ■ 
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the contest. A few sidelong glances there might have been, and 
one or two almost invisible nudges; but after adl, the person who 
finally got possession of the desired post, was a tall, thin, pale, 
and remarkably pious maiden, who having laid her hand upon 
the board, and her foot upon the' stool, moved them no more, 
but who from first to last did not pronounce a single word. 

Though these four favourite seats were thus rapidly taken 
possession of, there was still a good deal to l)e struggled for. It 
appeared indeed for some time that all the fifty young and hand¬ 
some ladies had firmly made up their minds to station themselves 
in the circular tent, and nowhere else. 

Greatly did the peaceable Mrs. Cartwright rejoice that she 
had from the first desired the ladies to please themselves; for it 
soon became evident that it would have been no easy task for 
her to please them. Very continuous buzzings made themselves 
heard around the canvass walls; and lady-like remonstrances 
were occasionally audible. 

Really, ladies, 1 think we are very close here: ” 

“ Would it not be Ix'tter for some of the ladies to move on ? ” 
“ I believe, ma’am, that you will find no room just Here 
and, 

Upon my word I must beg you not to press upon me so !” 
—were sentences distinctly repeated in more places than one. 

A t length things, or rather ladies, began to arrange themselves 
in tolerable order, the difficulty being got over at last, as always 
happens upon such occasions, by the best tempers taking the 
•worst places. 

It was an almost simultaneous rush of carriages through the 
Park Gates, and the approach of many persons on foot hy 
various entrances, which at last produced this desirable effect. 
Mr. Cartwright now cam? forth in all his glory from beneath 
the shelter of a sort of canvass portico that formed the entrance 
to the principal line of tents. Almost innumerable w’ere the 
hands he shook, the bows he made, and the smiles he smiled. 
It is perfectly impossible that he could have sustained so radiant 
and Ixmevolent a graciousness to all sorts and conditions of men, 
bad not his animal spirits been sustained by the ever-present 
recollection that the little key which dangled from his watch- 
chain, and<with which he constantly dallied when any of his 
ten fingers were disengaged from hand-shaking, kept w^atch and ‘ 
ward over his lady’s will. 
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Mrs. Cartwright, meanwhile, not being in a situation to en¬ 
dure the fatigue of standing, sat with some dozen chairs around 
her, waiting for the most distinguished guests, within the flowery 
shelter of this same pretty portico, round which were ranged 
orange-trees, and various other fragrant plants, reaching from 
the ground almost to the roof. 

Whenever any person arrived of sufficient importance to be 
so distinguished, the Vicar of Wrexhill himself ushered^them 
to the presence of his lady, and those so honoured at length 
filled all the chairs around her. To all the rest Mrs. Cartwright 
bowed and smiled as they passed onw^ard ; as they all most 
obediently did, in compliance with the mandate of their host, 
who continued to utter with little intermission, Straight on if 
you please—straight on, — and you will reach the centre pa¬ 
vilion.” 

Between the s])ot at which the carriages set dotvn the com¬ 
pany, and the entrance to this portico, four servants in rich 
liveries were stationed to pass their names to Chivers, W'ho stood 
within it. At length a party who had walked across the Park 
and entered on the lawn by the little hand gate, (to pass through 
which, the present master of the domain had once considered 
as his dearest privilege,) approached the entrance at a point by 
which they c‘scaped three out of the four reverberations of their 
names, and were very quietly stepping under the draperied 
entrance, w hen the fourth now stopped them short to demand 
their style and title. 

Mrs. and the Miss Richards,—Lord Hilton,” screamed the 
trumpet-mouthed London-bred domestic, who, it may be ob¬ 
served in passing, had, like most of his fellows, answered one 
of Mr. Cartwright’s advertisements headed thus, 

Wanted.. 

to live in the country 
A SERIOUS Footman.” 

Nb sooner did the title reach the vicar’s ears, 'than he dropped 
pious Mr. Somebody's hand which he was affectionately press¬ 
ing, and turning short round met the cold glance of the honest- 
hearted Major Dalrymple, who advanced with Mrs. Richards 
upon one arm, and his affianced Mary on the other. A moment 
of rather awkw'ard deliberation ensued, as to w'hethef the man, 
or the man’s title, should modify the manner of bis reception ; 
but before the question coUld be decided, the party had quietly 
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passed on, without appearing to perceive him. The two elder 
Miss Ricliards followed, both of them having been obliged to 
relinquish their hopes of presiding at a stand, in consequence of 
the expensive nature of tlte uniform. These two young ladies, 
who from the first hour of their conversion had really been 
among the most faithful followers of the Vicar of WrexhiU in 
all ways— ready to be in love wdth him — ready to pray with 
him — and now ready to bow before him as almost the greatest 
man in the county, were not perhaps greeted tvith all the dis¬ 
tinguished kindness they deserved. Unfortunately for their 
feelings, Mr. Cartwright was more awake to the fact that they 
were sisters to little Mary, than to their very excellent chance of 
becoming sisters-in-law to a nobleman :—and so they too passed 
on, without y)ausing, as they liad intended to do, for the expres¬ 
sion of their unbounded admiration for him and his Fancy Fair. 

Nearly the wdiole of the invited society were already as¬ 
sembled, and the Park was beginning to fill with the mul¬ 
titude which was to be admitted to the tents after the 
collation, when, at length, the Reverend Isaac Isaacs was 
announced. 

The arrival of the hero of the day produced, as may be 
supposed, a very pow'erful sensation ; his name was no sooner 
pronounced by the servants than it w'as caught u]) by the 
company, and borne along from mouth to mouth till every 
individual of the crowd which filled the tents was made ac¬ 
quainted with the interesting fact, that the Reverend Isaac 
Isaacs was approaching. The effect of this was for some 
moments really alarming ; every ('hristian soul turned back 
to welcome the converted Jew, and something nearly resem¬ 
bling suffocation ensued. Indeed when the throng wdiich 
pressed back to meet him, met that which had turned to 
follow'* him as he laboured to make his way between the 
stands, the crush w'as really terrible ; arid had there not for¬ 
tunately been many lateral exits through which those escaped 
who loved their lives better than the gratification of their 
curiosity, the consequences might have l)een very serious. 

Not all, however, whose strength and whose zeal induced 
them to remain, could get a sight of this desired of all eyes : 
for, as Mrt Isaacs was a very short man, those only who were 
very close could distinguish him. 'I’he effect of this proces¬ 
sion, however, through the double row of stands, still thickly 
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Studded with pincushions, every one of which had been made 
for his sake, was very impressive, and rendered greatly more 
so by every fair sales-woinan mounting upon the high seat 
with which slie was furnislied for occasional rest, and thus 
looking down upon him as he passed in attitudes that dis¬ 
played both courage and entliusiasm. 

The weather was intensely hot, and more than once he 
appeared nearly overcome by his emotions. He expressed 
the greatest concern for having arrived so late, and especially 
for having missed the o|»ening prayer, which, as he imagined, 
.had been pronounced by Mr. Cartwright himself; but when 
it was explaine<l to him that this was not the case, and, 
moreover, that lie was not too late to sliare the blessing to be 
given by that gentleman, he became more reconciled to the 
accident which had detained him, and gave himself wdiolly 
up to the enjoyment of the striking spectacle that surrounded 
him. 

After he had remained for some time in the central pavilion, 
gazing, and gazed at, in a manner which it was extremely 
interesting to watch, some one well acquainted tvith the best 
method of (‘arrying on the business of such a meeting as the 
])resent, sugecsted that it would be advisable that the acolyte 
should refre till the sale of the goods was pretty well cora- 
])U‘tod ; for if the feeling among the charitable crowd were 
permitted to exh^iiust itself in atfeetioriate glances towards 
Mr, Isaacs, no more money would be collected: and it was 
also judiciously remarked, that it might be as well to circu¬ 
late through tlte company the assurance, that as soon as tlie 
stalls were about two-thirds cleared, the banquet would be 
announced. 

The effect of these suggestions* wtis speedily visible ; Mr. 
Isaacs stood in the enjoyment of space and fresh air ^before 
the entrance the portico, engrossing the almost undivided 
attention of his great patron, while ladies peepeil at him from 
a respectful distance; and (Shivers himself, with a look as 
revererJtial as if he were waiting upon an apostle, approached 
him wdth Madeira and soda water. 

The sale, meanwhile, beneffted equally by his near presence 
and his actual absence. Enthusiasm was raised witlfout being 
disturbed in that great object of all English Christian enthu¬ 
siasm— the disbursing of money ; and by four o’clock such a 
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report was made of the general receipts, that the selling ladies 
were waited upon by as many clergymen as could be col¬ 
lected to hand them from their stands to the banquet, and, 
when these were all furnished with a fair partner, the most 
serious gentlemen among the company were requested to take 
charge of the rest. 

Mrs. (’artwright herself was led to the great dining-room by 
Mr. Isaacs, and for this reason, or else because it was the 
great dining-room, the crowd which followed her became so 
oppressive that the doors of the room were ordered to be 
closed and strictly guarded. This measure was equally ser¬ 
viceable to those within and without ; for no sooner was it 
fully understootl that this decisive mode had been resorted to, 
than the other tables were instantly tilled, and nothing could 
be more satisfactory than the activity with which eating and 
drinking proceeded in all directions. 

The champagne flowed freely; and whether it were that 
the sacred cause for wdiich the meeting was .assembled ap¬ 
peared to justify, or at least excuse, some little excess,— or 
that nothing furnished at Mr. dartwright’s board but must 
bring a blessing to him who sw'allowed it, — or that the 
fervent season led to thirst, and thirst to copious libations: 
—W'hatever the cause, it is certain that a very large quantity 
of wine was swallowed that day, and that even the most 
serious of the party felt their spirits consideraldy elevated 
thereby. 

But, in recording this fact, it should be mentioned like¬ 
wise, that, excepting in some few instances in which thirst, 
good w'ine, and indiscretion united to overpower some unfor¬ 
tunate individuals, the serioiLs gentlemen of the party, though 
elevated, were far from.drflnk ; and the tone of their conver¬ 
sation only became more animated, without losing any portion 
of the peculiar jargon which distinguished it when they w'cre 
perfectly sober; 

The discourse especially, w'liich was carried on round 
Mr. Cartwright after the ladies retired, was, for the most 
part, of the most purely Calvinistical cast: though some of the 
anecdotes related might, perhaps, in their details, have par¬ 
taken mtfre of the nature of miracles than they would have 
done if fewer champagne corks had saluted the ceiling. 

One clerical gentleman, for instance, a Mr. Thompson, who 
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was much distinguished for his piety, stated as a fact which 
had happened to himself, that, in his early days, before the 
gift of extempore preaching was fully come upon him, he was 
one Sabbath-day at the house of a reverend friend, who, being 
taken suddenly ill, desired Mr. Thompson to preach for him, 
at the same time furnishing t)im with the written discourse 
which he had been himself about to deliver. “ I mounted 
the pulpit,” said Mr. Thompson, with this written sermon 
in my pocket; but the moment I drew it forth and opened it, 
I perceived, to my inexpressible dismay, that the handwriting 
was totally illegible to me. For a few moments I was visited 
with heavy doubts and discomfiture of spirit, but I had im¬ 
mediate recourse to prayer. I closed the book, and implored 
that its characters might be made legible to me ;—and when 
I opened it again, the pages seemed to my eyes to be as a 
manuscript of my own.” 

'This statement, however, was not only received with every 
evidence of the most undoubting belief, but an elderly clergy¬ 
man, who sat near tlie narrator, exclaimed with great warmth, 

I thank you, sir,— I thank you greatly, Mr. Thompson, for 
this shining example of the effect of ready piety and ready 
wit. Though the cloth is removed, sir, 1 must ask to drink 
a glass of wine with you,—and may Heaven continue to you 
its especial grace ! ” 

There were soine^phrases too, which, though undoubtedly 
.sanctioned })y serious usage, sounded strangely when used in 
a scene apparently of such gay festivity. 

One gentleman confessed very frankly his inability to resist 
taking more of such wine as that now before them than 
was altogether consistent with his own strict ideas of minute- 
rial propriety. “ But,” added he, • though in so yielding, 

I am conscious of being in some sore wrong, I feel intimately 
persuaded at the^same time, that by thus freely demonstrating 
the streftgth and power of original sin w’ithin mej I am doing 
a service to the cause of religion, by establishing one of its 
most important truths.” 

This apology wras received with universal applause ; it mani¬ 
fested, as one of the company remarked, equal soundness of 
faith, and <ielicacy of conscience. 

One of the most celebrated of the regular London speakers, 
known at all meetings throughout the whole evangelical season. 
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having silenUy emptied a bottle of claret, which he kept close 
to him, began, just as he had finished the last glass, to reco¬ 
ver the use of his tongue. His first words were, JVIy king 
has been paying me a visit.” 

** Indeed!” said Mr. Cartwr|ght, whose attention was in¬ 
stantly roused by this very interesting statement; “ where 
was the visit made, Mr. M'hite ? ’ 

Even here, sir,” replied .Mr. White solemnly ; “ here, 
since 1 have been sitting silently at your hospitable board.” 

“ As how, sir?” inquire*! a certain Sir William (Tonij»ton, 
who was placed near him. “ Do you mean that you have been 
sleeping, and that his Majesty has visited you in your dreatns ? ” 

“ The Majesty that 1 speak of, sir,” replied Mr. ^\'hite, 
“ is the King of Heaven.” 

Wliat other could it l)e!” exclaimed Mr. Oartwrigbt, 
showing the whites of his eyes, and appearing scandalized at 
the blunder. 

“ I wonder, Mr. Cartwright,” said a young man of de¬ 
cidedly pious propensities, but not as yet consideritig himself 
quite assured of his election, — ^‘1 wonder, Mr. C'artwright, 
whether I shall be saved or not ? ” 

It is a most intt'resting question, my young friend,” re¬ 
plied the vicar mildly ; and you really cannot pay too much 
attention to it. I am happy to see that it leaves you not, even 
at the festive board ; and I sincerely houe it will finally be 
settled to your satisfaction. But as yet it is im])ossible to 
decide.” 

1 shall not fail to ride over to hear you preach, excellent 
Mr. Cartwright I ” said a gentleman of the neighbourhood, 
who, though not hitherto enrolled in the evangelical calendar, 
was so struck on the pre^nt occasion with the hospitable en¬ 
tertainment he received, that he determined to cultivate the 
acquaintance.' 

You do me great honour, sir !” replied the vicar. If 
you do, I hope it will be on a day when you can stay supper 
with us.” 

Y"ou are excessively kind, my dear sir!” answered the 
guest; “ but as my place is at least ten miles distant from 
yours, fear, if you sup in the same style that you dine, it 
would be somewhat late before 1 got home.” 

Mr. Cartwright bowed, dropped his eyes, and said nothing. 
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“ Oh, sir !” said Mr, Hetherington, who, though he had 
drunk more than any roan at table, excepting the cousin Cor* 
bold, had as yet in no degree lost his apprehension, —** Oh, 
sir ! you quite mistake. 'I'he supper that the excellent Mr. 
Oartw right means, is to be talj^en at the table of the Lord!” 

Dear me!" exclaimed the f-quire, who really meant to be 
lx)th civil and serious, “ I beg pardon, 1 made a sad blunder 
indeed !” 

There is nothing sad but sin, Mr. "^Vilkins ! ” replied the 
vicar meekly. A mistake is no sin. Even I myself have 
sometinies been mistaken.” 

What heavenly-minded humility there is in Mr. Cart- 
tvright !” said Mr. Hetherington in a loud whisper to his 
neighbour; “ every day he lives seems to elevate my idea of 
hi.s character. Is not this claret admirable, Mr. Dickson ? ” 

Just at this moment (.’hivers the butler entered the room 
and whispered something in his master's ear. 

“ Indeed !” exclaimed Mr. (.'artwright, “ a very disagree¬ 
able accident, upon my W'ord.” 

What is it, sir?” inquired several voices at once. 

The head cook, gentlemen,” replied (’hivers, “ has fallen 
off' the 1ar<ler-Iadder, and has put out his shoulder.” 

“ A very disagreeable accident indeed,” echoed the guests. 

I'lie butler whispered again. 

(’ertainly, (Olivers, certainly. I am very glad Mr. Bird 
the surgeon happens to be on the premises. Let him imme¬ 
diately set the joint, and wl)en this is done, and the poor 
fellow laid comfortably in bed, come for Mr. Hetherington, 
whom I wdll immediately order to awaken him.” 

Bless my soul, sir!” exclaimed the good-natured Sir 
AV^illiimi Cromj)ton ; won’t that be rather injudicious ? If 
the poor fellow should get a nap, 1 should think it would he 
the worst thing,in the world to awaken him.” 

!*ardon me. Sir William,” replietl the vicar with great 
respect, but persons of the world do not well understand 
the language of those wdio are not of the world. No accident, 
no illness ever occurs in my house, Sir MTlliam, but my first 
effort is to awaken the soul of the sufferer to a proper sense 
of his sins. 1 always take care they shall be told ftiat the 
jaws of the tomb are opening before them, and that, as death 
comes like a thief in the night*, they should be watching for 
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him. This, in the language of a pious and professing 
Christian, is called an awakening ; and needful as it is at all 
times, it is of course more needful still in sickness, or danger 
of any kind.” 

Sir William Crompton fillecj-his glass with the wealthy 
vicar’s admirable wine, and said no more. 

The time was now approaching at which the populace were 
to be admitted to the tents on the lawn ; and Mr. Cartwright 
having looked at his watch, rose and said, Gentlemen,—It 
is distressing to me to be forced to disturb you, but tlie 
business of the meeting requires that we should all repair to 
the lawn. The populace are about to be admitted, and it is 
expected that our estimable Mr. Isaacs will benefit very con¬ 
siderably by the eagerness with which the farmers’ wives and 
daughters will purchase the articles which remain of our 
Christian ladies’ elegant handiworks. One bumper to the 
success of the Reverend Isaac Isaacs ! and to the conversion 
of the people of Fababo! — And now we will return to our 
duty in the tents.” 

‘‘ To your tents, O Israel!” shouted a young man, with 
more of wine than wit, as he turned towards the converted 
Jew ; “ for myself,” he added, “ I’lllje d—d if I stir an inch 
till I have finished this bottle.” 

Mr. Cartwright stopped short in his ]>rogress towards the 
door. He turned a glance, more inquiring perhaps than 
stern, on the face of the intoxicated speaker, and perceived 
that he was the nephew of an earl ; the sole reason indeed 
which had procured him the honour of a seat in that dis¬ 
tinguished circle. 

The vicar balanced for a moment whether he should repri¬ 
mand him or not. Haddie been the son, instead of the nephew 
of the noble lord, he would certainly have passed on in holy 
meditation, but, as it w'as, he stopped. There were many 
serious eyes upon him, notwithstanding the claret. He 
remembered that the earl had a “ goodly progeny,” and that 
consequently his nephew would never be likely to succeed to 
his title; and therefore with great dignity, and much pious 
solemnity, he thus addressed his curate, who, in his capacity 
of domestic chaplain, was ever near him. 

“ Mr. Hetherington! you have heard the awful words 
spoken by Mr. Augustus Mappleton. Remember, sir, that 
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his repentance and conversion be prayed for at our concluding 
service this evening, and also in your extempore prayer before 
sermon on next Sabbath morning.” 

These words had a very sobering eftect on the company, and 
the whole party made, all t|)mgs considered, a very orderly 
exit from the dining-room, *not however without Mr. Cart¬ 
wright finding an opportunity of whispering in tlie ear of his 
cousin — 

Now is your time, Stephen, to go into the dressing-room.” 


CHAPTER XL 

THE “ ELOPEMENT.” 

W HEN the gentlemen reached the lawn, they found it already 
covered, not only with the company from all the other rooms, 
but likewise with crowds of people from the Park, who came 
rushing in through difterent entrances from all quarters. 

In the midst of all this hustle and confusion, however, 
Mr. Cartwright remembered his engagement with Mr. Stephen 
Corbold, and, only waiting till he saw that the servants of his 
house were among the throng, he sought !Mrs. Cartwright, 
and findkig, as he^expected, her daughter close beside her, 
whispered in her ear, Oblige me, dearest Clara ! by send¬ 
ing Helen to your dressing-room for a small packet of very 
important papers which 1 left on the chimney-piece. 1 can¬ 
not go myself ; and there is not a servant to be found.” 

Mrs. Cartwright immediately spoke the command to Helen, 
and the vicar had tlie satisfaction of .watching her make her 
way through the crowd, and enter tlie window of the drawing¬ 
room. 

Poof Helen was not happy enough to have enjoyed in any 
degree the splendid bustle of the day, and tlie total repose and 
silence of the house was quite refreshing to her. She passed 
through the drawing-room into the hall, from whence not 
even the loud buzz of the multitude without could reach her; 
and untying her bonnet, and throwing that and her Icarf ou 
a slab, she sat down to enjoy for a few moments the cool quiet 
of the lofty silent room. 
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At length she reluctantly rose to perform her mother’s 
bidding, walked slowly and languidly up the stairs, along the 
spacious corridor, and into Mrs. Cartwright's dressing-room. 
This little apartment was no longer the dear familiar scene 
of maternal fondness that it ohcc was, or Helen might here 
again have been tempted to sit down for the enjoyment of 
temporary repose. But, in truth, she no longer loved that 
dressing-room ; and walking straight to the chiinney-piepe, she 
took the packet she found there, and turned to retrace her 
steps. 

It was with a start of disagreeable surprise, though hardly of 
alarm, that she saw Mr. Stephen Corbold standing iK'tween 
her and the door. The persevering impertinence of his ad¬ 
dresses had long ago obliged her to declhie all communication 
with him, and it was therefore without appearing to notice 
him that she now jiursued her way towards the door. But 
hardly had she made a stcj) towards it, wlien the odious 
wretch enclo.sed her in his arms. She uttered a loud shriek, 
and by a violent effort disengaged herself; but ere she could 
reach the door, he had clovSed, locked it, and put the key in 
his pocket. 

A dreadful sensation of terror now seized upon her ; yet 
even then she remembered that she was in her mother’s house, 
and a feeling of confidence returned. 

You are intoxicated, sir ! ” said she drawing h^.'ck from 
him towards the bell. “ But you surely cannot be so mad as 
to insult me here !" 

I will insult you nowhere, Miss Helen, if you will liehavc 
as you ought to do to tlie man whom Heaven hatli chosen for 
your husband. But as for your ringing the bell, or scrwch- 
ing either, I’ll fairly tpjl you at once, it is of no use. There 
is not a single human being left in ihe house but our two 
selves; so you may as well give me satisfaction at once, and 
promise to marry me without more trouble, or else, I will make 
you thankful for the same, without my ever asking you again.’’ 

Open that door, sir, and let me out instantly,” said Helen, 
pale as death, yet still not believing that the monster before 
her would dare to attempt any outrage. Even Mr. ('art- 
wright,*' she added, ‘‘ would resent any impertinence offered 
to me under my mother’s roof. Let me pass, sir: believe 
me, you had better.” 
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Believe me, I had better not. Miss Helen. You have 
been playing the fool with me long enough; and as to my 
cousin (’artwright, he is quite of the same opinion, I assure 
you. Charming Helen !” he exclaimefi, again stretching out 
his arms to enclose her, be’ only half as kind as you are 
beautiful, and we shall be tfie happiest couple in the world ! ” 

At least, sir, you must let me consult my mother about it,” 
said Helen, contriving to keep the table between them, and be¬ 
lieving that he was there only in consequence of his being 
intoxicated. Let me ask my mother’s consent, Mr. Corbold.” 

Corbold laughed aloud. You think me tipsy, my sweet 
girl; but if I am, trust me it’s no more than just to give me 
courage to teach you your duty. My charming Helen! let 
go the table, and understand the thing at once. My cousin 
Mr. C'artwright is under some obligations to me, and he means 
to settle them all by giving me a pretty fortune wdth you ; and 
as he knows that unhap})ily you are not converted as yet, and 
have shown yourself not over Christian-like in return for my 
love, it is he himself who invented this scheme of having you 
s<;nt up here when all the servants were out of the house — 
and of my being here ready to meet you, and to teach you your 
duty to him, and to your mother, and to your heavenly father, 
an<l to me ; — and so now you know all and every thing, and 
I have got the key of the room in my pocket. — And will you 
consent»o be my wife, beginning from this very minute.^” 

Dreadful as Helen’s terror was, her senses did not leave her; 
on the contrary, all the strength of her mind seemed to be 
nmst‘d, and her faculties sharpened, by the peril that beset her. 
She doubted not for a moment that his statement respecting 
Mr. ('artwright’s part in this villany was true, and that she 
v'as yideed left ii\ the power of this detested being, with no 
help but the protection of Heaven and her own courage. Site 
fixed her eye steadily on that of Clorbold, ant! perceived that 
as he’talked, the look of intoxication increased-; she therefore 
skilfully prolonged the coiiversation by asking him, if indeed 
she must l)e his wife, where they were to live, whether her 
sister Fanny might live with them, w’hether he ever meant to 
take her to London, and the like ; contriving, as she did so, to 
push the table, which still continued between them, ih such a 
direction as to leave her between it and the door of her mother’s 
bed-chamber. Corbold was evidently losing his head, and ap- 
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peared aware of it; for he stopped short in his replies and pro¬ 
fessions of passionate love that he was making: and exclainjing 
w'ith an oath that he would be trifled with no longer, he sud¬ 
denly thrust the table from between them, and again threw his 
arms round Helen’s waist. 

She was not, however, wholly unprepared to receive him. 
On first approaching the table that had hitherto befriended her, 
she perceived on it a large vial of spirits of hartshorn : this 
she had taken possession of, and held firmly in her hand; and 
at the moment thatCorbold bent his audacious head to kiss her, 
she discharge<l the whole contents upon his eyes and face,occa¬ 
sioning a degree of blindness and suffocation, that for the mo¬ 
ment totally disabled him. He screamed with the sudden ])ain, 
and raised his hands to his tortured eyes. Before he removed 
them, Helen had already passed through her mother’s bed-room, 
and was flying by a back staircase to the servants’ room below. 
Without waiting to see if she were pursued, she opened a back 
<ioor that led into the stable-yard, and, after a moment’s con¬ 
sideration, proceeded across it, into a lane wliich led in one 
direction to the kitchen gardens, and in the other into the road 
to Oakley. 

Even at that moment Helen had time to remember that if 
she turned her steps towards the kitchen gardens, she should 
j>ass by a park gate which would immecliately lead her to all 
the safety that the protection of an assembled multitu^je could 
give. But she remembered also that in a few hours she should 
again l)e left in the hands of Mr. C’artvvright, and, inwardly 
uttering a solemn vow that nothing should ever again make her 
wilfully submit to this, she darted forward, unmindful of her 
uncovered head, and, with a degree of speed more proportioned 
to her agitation thati her strength, pursued the short cut gcross 
the fields to Oakley, and entering the grounds by the gate 
which led to the lawn, perceived SirClilbert, Lady Harrington, 
and their son, seated on a garden bench, under the shelter of a 
widely spreading cedar-tree. 

Helen knew that she was now safe, and she relaxed her 
speed, slowly and with tottering steps approaching the friends 
from whom, notwithstanding their long estrangement, her 
heart anfleipated a warm and tender welcome. Yet they did 
not rise to meet her. 

Perhaps,” thought she, “ fhey do not know me; ” and it 
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was then she recollected that her hair was hanging dishevelled 
about her face without hat or cap to shelter it. She was 
greatly heated, and her breath and strength barely sufficed to 
bring her within a few yards of the party, when totally ex¬ 
hausted, she sat down upon jthe turf, and burst into tears. 

(.'oloiiel Harrington had not written the letter to Helen, 
which the Vicar of Wrexhill destroyed, without having put 
both his parents in his confidence. Lady Harrington's fond 
affection for her god-daughter, w'hich her enforced absence 
liad in no degree lessened, rendered the avowal of her son’s 
attachment a matter of unmixed joy ; and though Sir Gilbert 
declared that he would as soon stand in the relation of brother 
to his Satanic IMajesty as to Cartwright, he at length gave his 
apparently sulky consent with perhaps as much real pleasure 
as his lady herself. 

Both the one and the other, however, knew perfectly well 
that their son would have been an excellent match for Helen, 
even when her father was alive, and would, as it was sup- 
jiosed, have given her a fortune of forty thousand pounds ; 
and they felt some tlegree of triumph, neither unamiable nor 
ungenerous in its nature, at the idea of securing to one at least 
of’ po(>r Mowbray’s family a station in society that not even 
their connexion with Mr. (’artwright could tarnish. 

The whole family understood the position of things at the 
Park tc'.: well to be surprised at no answer being sent ex])ress 
to t'elonel Harrington’s letter, and the following post was 
w^aited for with jdcasurable though impatient anxiety. But 
when it arrived without bringing any answer, and another and 
another followed with no notice taken of a j>roposal of mar¬ 
riage, which, as Sir (Jilbert said, the proudest woman in 
Hkigland might have lx‘on glad to accept, tire misery of the 
young man himself, and the anger and indignation of his 
parents, were about equally vehement. 

Corisidcring the opinion entertained by Sir Gilbert of what 
he was pleased to term Mr. (.’artwright’s finished character, it 
is surprising that no idea should even have occurred to him of 
the possible suppression of this important epistle; but, in truth, 
the same interpretation of it had suggested itself to th,e minds 
of them all. They believed that Helen, from a sense of duty, 
had submitted the proposal to her mother, and that, forbidden 
to accept it by tlie vindictive fe«?lings of the parvenu priest,’’ 

c c 2 
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she had been weak enough obey even his commands, to leave 
the letter unanswered—a degree of timidity, and want of proper 
feeling, productive of almost equal disappointment td all three. 

Impressed with such feelings agmnst her, it is perhaps not 
very surprising, that neither the heart-stricken lover, nor his 
offended parents, rose to welcome the approach of poor Helen. 

“ Some family quarrel, I suppose,” said Lady Harrington. 

They seem to have turned her out of doors in some haste.” 

1 will promise her that she shall not now find an entrance 
into mine,” said Sir Gilbert. Perhaps the young lady thinks 
better of it, and that it may be as well to contradict pa and 
ma a little for the sake of being Mrs. Harrington. Those who 
wUi not when they may, when they will they shall have—’* 
But before Sir Gilbert could finish his stave, Helen Mowbray 
was stretched upon the turf. 

Colonel Harrington, not too well knowing what he did, ran 
to the spot where she lay, and hardly daring to look at her, 
stammered out—“ Miss Mowbray ! Gracious Heaven, how 
fearfully she changes colour ! So red, and now so deadly pale! 
Speak to me, Helen—What has happened to you? — How 

comes it that you are here? After-Oh, Helen, open your 

eyes, and speak to me I Mother ! mother ! slie is very ill! ” 

Lady Harrington now rose slowly and gloomily from her 
seat, and walked to the place where Helen lay, her head aip- 
ported by the arm of Colonel Harrington ; every •tinge of 
colour fled from her cheeks, her eyes closed, and no symptom 
of life remaining, excepting that tears from time to time 
escaped from beneatli her long eyelashes. 

It is difficult to see a person one has ever loved, asleep, 
and yet retain anger towards them ; they look so heljdess, so 
innocent, so free from .all that could have ever moved our 
spleen, that not the most eloquent defence that language ever 
framed could plead their cause so well as that mute slumber. 
Still more difficult would it be to look at a fair creature in 
the state in which Helen now lay, and retain any feeling 
harsher than pity. 

There is something more in all this, William, than we 
yet understand,” said Lady Harrington, after gazing silently 
at Helen for some minutes. “ This poor child has not faimted, 
her tears prove that ; but she is suffering from bodily fatigue 
and mental misery. — Helen ! »rouse yourself. Let us under- 
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Stand each other at once. Why did you not reply to ray son 
William’s letter ?” 

Helen did rouse herself. She opened her eyes, and fixing 
them on La<ly Harrington, while the colour for a moment 
rapidly revisited her cheeky she said, in a voice so low as to 
be scarcely audible, A letter from Colonel Harrington? — 
To me ?—A letter to me ?—1 never received it.” 

Thank Heaven !’' cried Colonel Harrington, springing 
from the ground, for Helen’s head no longer rested on his 
arm. “ Oh ! what suffering should we have been spared, if 
we had done her but the justice to think of this ! ” 

He hastily returned to his father, who, though he had not 
advance<l a step, had risen from his seat, and, to do him jus¬ 
tice, was looking towards Helen with great anxiety. “ She 
never receive<l it, sir !” said l»e, in a voice husky from agita¬ 
tion ; Oh ! come to her ; soothe her with kindness, my 
dearest father, and all may yet be happiness amongst us.” 

“ What, Helen !—Helen, my poor girl, are you come to 
us w'ith some new trouble ? — And did you indeed never get 
William’s letter, my dear child ?” 

The mention of such a letter again dyed Helen's cheeks 
with blushes ^ but she raised her eyes to Sir Gilbert’s face, 
with a look that seemed to ask a thousand questions as she 
replieil, “ I never received any letter from Colonel Harring¬ 
ton in^fiiy life. ” 

“ 1 am devilish glad to hear it, my dear, that’s all. So, 
then, you don't know that-” 

“ Ilohl your peace. Sir Knight,” said Lady Harrington, 
interrupting him.—“And you come with me, sweet love, 
ru lay my bt?st herbal to that dead leaf, that you are the 
only one perfectly faultless among us ; and that one, two, 
and three of us deserve to be — 1 can hardly tell what — in 
the power of, the vicar, I think, for having Iwn so villanous 
as to’ suspect you ; and worse still, for having lived so celso 
to you without ever having found out whether you were 
really watched like a state prisoner or not.” 

“Has the rascal dared-” cried Sir Gilbert, but before 

he could finish his sentence, Lady Harrington and her son 
were leading Helen between them towards the hhuse, her 
ladyship laying a finger on her lip as she passed her husband, 
in token that he was to say no more. 

. c 0 3 
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Having reached what Lady Harrington called a place of 
safety, where, as she said tlie men could neither come nor 
hear, she made Helen lay herself upon a sofa, and then said. 
Now, my Helen, if you are ill at ease in body, lay there 
quiet, and try to sleep ; but if yqu are only, or chiefly ill at 
ease in mind, let your limbs only remain at rest, and relieve 
yourself and me by telling me every thing that has happened 
since we parted last.” 

It is a long and sad history, my dearest friend,” replied 
Helen, kissing the hand which still held hers, “ but 1 am 
very anxious that you should know it all ; for so only can 
the action I have committed to-day be excused.” 

What action, Helen.? — what is it you have done, my 
child?” 

“ I have eloped from my mother’s house. Lady Harrington.” 

Rut you have eloped alone, Helen ?” 

^‘Yes! alone.” 

Well then, my dear, I will give you absolution for that. 
Perhaps there are those among us who may not finrl it so 
easy to absolve you from all blame for not doing it before. 
Rut now for particulars. — Will you have a glass of water. 
Helen ? Mercy on me I I l)elieve it must be a glass of 
wine. What can you have got to tell? You change colour 
every moment, my dear child.” 

Helen’s narrative, however, being of necessity Lkc full 
then that contained in the preceding pages, need not be re¬ 
peated. It was given indeed with all the force and simplicity 
of truth and deep feeling, and told all she knew' of Mr. Cart- 
WTight’s plans and projects ; but, excepting what she had that 
day learned during lier dreadful interview with Corbold, she 
had little to add to what,Lady Harrington knew before. 

This interview', how'ever, was itself fully enough to justify 
the “ elopement,” of which Helen still spoke with- such dis¬ 
may ; and, tog-ether with the fact, again asked for, and again 
repeated, that no letter from Colonel Harrington had reached 
her hands, wras sufficient to make her ladyship burst forth 
into a passion of indignation against the Vicar of ^Vrexhill, 
and to make her, while overpowering Helen with the tender- 
est caresjfes, bless her again and again for having at last flown 
to j»ek shelter where it would be given with such heartfelt 
joy. 
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Soothed, consoled, and almost happy as Helen was made 
by this recovered kindness, her anxiety to know why, and 
upon what subject ('olonel Harrington could have written to 
her, was becoming every moment more powerful. There was 
something so very fond, s©^ very maternal in Lady Harring¬ 
ton’s manner to her,—something that seemed to say that she 
was of more consequence to her now than she had ever 
been before, — something, in short, quite indescribable, but 
which gave birth to such delicious hopes in the breast of 
Helen, that she almost feared to meet the eye of the old 
lady, lest all she guessed, and all she wished, should be read 
in her own. 

It is possible, that with rail the care she took to avoid the 
betraying this anxiety, she did not succeed ; for, in answ'er 
to some very delicate and very distant hint, that it was ex¬ 
tremely disagreeable to have one’s letters intercepted. Lady 
Harrington, though she only replietl, “ Yes, it is, Helen,” 
rose and left the room, only addirig as 'she closed the door. 

Keep yourself (juiet, my dear child: 1 shall return to you 
presently.*’ 

Presently ” is a word that certainly appears, by common 
usage, to atlr»'.it of very considerable variety of interpretation ; 
and it wac evident that on the present occasion the two par¬ 
ties bctwt'en whom it passed understood it ilitferently. Long 
befortf^Lady Harrington again appeared, Helen felt persuaded 
that some important circumstance must have occurreil to make 
her so completely change her ])urpose ; yet the gf)od lady 
herself, when she re-entered the room, looked and was per¬ 
fectly unconscious of having made any delay at all inconsist¬ 
ent with her presently.” 

She held a folded paper in her liand. You have not 
asked me, Helen,” she said, “ on what subject it W‘as that 
my son wrote to you ; and yet 1 suspect thai you have some 
wdsh to know. 1 have been down stairs to consult him on the 
best mode of repaidng your piecious vicar's treachery, and he 
suggested my putting into your hands the copy of the letter 
which has been so basely intercepted; which copy, it seems, 
has remained safely in his desk, while its original has pro¬ 
bably fed the flames in Mr. Cartwright’s secret* chamber, 
kindling thereby a sympathetic and very consuming fire in 
the breast of the W'riter.” 


• c c 4* 
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Helen stretched forth a very trembling hand to receive the 
paper; her eyes were fixed upon it, either to read through its 
enclosure the characters widiin, or to avoid at that moment 
meeting the eye of her godmother. 

“ 1 shall leave you, my love, tOf peruse it alone; and pre¬ 
sently, when I think you have done so, will return to ask if 
you cannot in some degree comprehend what must have been 
felt at its not obtaining an answer.” 

Having said this, Lady Harrington retired without waiting 
for a reply, and leaving Helen unable for a moment to learn 
what her heart throbbe<l with sucIj violence to know. 

The letter of which Helen now held the copy has been 
already presented to the reader ; and if she chance to be one 
of Helen’s age, having at her heart a love unbreathed to any 
human ear, she may guess what my Helen’s feelings were at 
finding such love ha(l met an equal, an acknowledged return. 
Such a one may guess Helen’s feelings ; — but no other can. 

Lady Harrington’snow seemed to Helen as much 
shorter than it really was as the last had seemed longer. 
She had read the letter but four tin)e.s through, and pressed it 
to her heart, kissed it, and so forth, not half so much as she 
desired, and it deserved, when a knock was heard at the door, 
and the old lady again entered. 

The happy, but agitated girl stood up to receive her, and 
though she spoke not a single word, the manner in vihkth she 
rushed into her maternal amis, and hid her face upon her 
bosom, spoke plainly enough that the gaiJant colonel had no 
reason to despair. 

“ What must he have thought of me !” were Helen’s first 
words—And you?—and Sir Gilbert?—Such a letter! 
Dearest, dearest Lady Harrington, you could not really think 
1 had ever received it! ” 

“ You have struck the right chord there, my Helen. MT* 
all deserve to have suffereil ten tliousand times more than we 
have done, for having for a moment believerl it possible you 
should have received that letter and not invented some means 
to answer it — let the answer be what it might. And this 
answer ?— you have not yet told me what it is to be. 1 do 
not know*how much, or how little, you may happen to like 
William, my dear; but in case you should have no insuper¬ 
able aversion to him, the business is made delightfully easy 
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by this adventure. The elopement is done and over al¬ 
ready.” 

Helen only pressed Lady Harrington’s hand to her heart, 
but said nothing. 

“ Yes, — you have fovKjd the way to let me into your 
secret, without speaking. This little heart throbs violently 
enough to prevent any suspicion of indifference. But w’hat 
am I to say to my impatieut hero below ? —That you will, 
or you won’t marry him, as soon as the lawyers wdll let you?” 

Oh ! Lady Harrington!” 

('ome down stairs, my dear;—you had better come down, 
1 do assure you; for 1 expect Sir (iilbert will be up in a mo¬ 
ment, and you cannot suppose that William wnll remain behind; 
and my bed-room wouM by no means be so dignified a scene 
for the denouement as the great saloon. Come, dear, come.” 

And Helen went—trembling, blushing, with tears in her 
eyes, and such palpitation at her heart that she was very sure 
she could not pronounce a word. But what need w as there of 
words? The liappy colonel was soon perfectly satisfied, and 
tlianked her on his bended knee for a consent more lookt^l than 
spoken. 

Even Sir Gil{>ert himself, though singularly attached to 
plain speaking, seemed well content on the present occasion to 
tUsperise w'ith it; and pressed Helen to his heart, and kissed 
her fu V-head, and called her his dear daughter, apparently with 
as much satisfaction as if she had declared herself ready to ac¬ 
cept of his son in the very best arranged words ever spoken 
upon such an occasion. 

kThen the first few decisive moments were past, and each 
one of the party felt that all things w'ere settled, or about to be 
settled, in exact conformity to their most inward and earnest 
desires, and wdien Helen was placed as the centre of the six 
loving and aikiniring eyes that were fixed upon her, she closed 
her own ; but it was neither to faint, nor fo sleep, but to 
meditate for a moment wdth the more intensity upon the 
miraculous change w’rought in her destiny within the last few 
hours. 

“ What are you thinking of, my Helen ? ” said the colonel, 
jealous, as it should seem, of losing sight of those Scar eyes, 
even for a moment. 

1 am endeavouring to heKeve that it is all real,” replied 
Helen with, beautiful simplicity. 
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Bless you, my darlmg said the rough baronet, 

greatly touched. What an old villain I have been to you, 
Helen ! — abusing you, hating you, calling you all manner of 
hard names,—and your little heart as true as steel all the time.’' 

“ Real ?—real that you are bel,ftved by me, Helen ?” cried 
Colonel Harrington, absolutely forgetting that he was not tete- 
a-tete with his fair mistress. 

“ And how is she to answer him, with you and me peering 
in her face, my lady ? Ought we not to be ashamed of our¬ 
selves ?—Come along this moment.” 

“ Very w'ell,—1 will go, but only upon one condition, Helen. 
llememt>er, William, she is to indulge in no disagreeable 
reminiscences, and no melancholy anticipations, but look just 
as beautiful and as happy when 1 come back, as she does now.” 

This farewell advice was not thrown away ; for it assisted 
Colonel Harrington to baffle, or to banish, all the fears and 
regrets respecting her mother’s displeasure at her conduct, 
which came like a cloud across the bright jx'rspective of Helen’s 
hopes for the future. Her lover showed himself, indeed, suf¬ 
ficiently adroit, both in turning to account all the favourable 
circumstances attending their sudden engagement, and in using 
his mother’s authority to prevent her dwelling upon w'hat was 
unfavourable. “ Might not a second home,” he tsked, “ be 
of great advantage both to Fanny and Miss 'I'orrington 
Might not the connexion tend to keep Mr, ('arttfJTAht in 
order, and prevent his finally injuring Charles? And lastly, 
did she not thiok it would give pleasure to that ('harles him¬ 
self 

To Lady Harrington Helen had frankly recounted the his¬ 
tory of Corbold’s hateful persecution, from its first beginning 
in London, to the fearful outrage it had led toon that eventful 
day j but she ha<l begged her to repeat no itjore of it to Sir 
Gilbert and the colonel than might be sufficient to render her 
running away intelligible; and this request having been 
strictly complied with, for Lady Harrington seemed as unwil¬ 
ling as Helen to trust her men-folk with this history, Colonel 
Harrington, in conversing with her on all she had felt and 
suffered since her mother’s marriage, spoke of him only as a 
presumptuous man who had dared to persevere in addressing 
her after she had refused him. 

It was, probably, the heightened colour of Helen as she 
listened to this mention of his name that excited a gfeater 
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degree of interest and curiosity concerning him than her lover 
had at first bestowed upon him. 

“ Were these hateful addresses repeated by letter, or in 
person, Helen?” saud he, fixing his eyes upon her agitated 
face. 

“ In person—^in person,' answered Helen, impatiently. 

Did your mother know, Helen, how greatly these ad¬ 
dresses annoyed you ? " 

1 have often attempted to tell her ; but she has always 
evaded the subject, telling me strangely enough, and Heaven 
knows not very correctly, that it w'as plain 1 did not know my 
own mind, or else that 1 was guilty of affectation.” 

“ Your mother, then, Htden, would have a])proved of this 
man’s addresses?” 

“ I fear so.” 

“It was, then, to avoid her importunity that you left her 
house to- day ? ” 

Helen looked uneasy and distressed under this questioning, 
but answered, “ No, Colonel Harrington ; not her importunity, 
but bis own.” 

’rile blood mounted to the young soldier’s face, and an 
angry glance shot from his eye, as if be suspected sometliing 
approaching—but at great distance—to the truth. 

“ He surely did not dare to be impertinent? Helen, yon 
have.not. told me all: you came herein a state of dreadful 
agitatio.i; tell rne, 1 conjure you, all that has happened to 
vou.—You will not, Helen? H’hat am 1 to tliink of this? — 
that you have been insulted in a manner that you will not 
repeat to your affianced husband ? For Heaven’s sake, put an 
end to this torture; 1 must know^ all.” 

‘‘^.Your mother does knowr all, (Colonel H,arrington; make 
nie not rej)cat the hateful history again.” 

“ Will you refer me to my mother ? Will you permit me 
to tell her that you have done so ? ” • 

“ Why, Colonel Harrington,” replied Helen, “ should you 
wish to know more than 1 have told you ? But of course I 
cannot object to your knowing all that has passed hetw'ecn 
us, — only I think he does not deserve the trouble you take 
in speakihg of him.” * 

Much to the surprise of Sir Gilbert and his lady, who 
were very amiably undergoing a real penance, by absenting 
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themselves from the sight erf happiness which touched them 
so nearly. Colonel Harrington was seen hurrying towards 
them, where they were beguiling the time as they could, by 
inhaling the cool breath of evening under the cedar-tree. 

“ Take a turn with me, mothec, will you ? " said he in a 
voice not quite so gay as they expected to hear from him. 

Lady Harrington immediately rose, and passing her arm 
unde/bis they walked off together at a rapid pace to a distant 
W'alk. 

‘‘Mother!” he said stopping short and looking earnestly 
in her face, “ tell me, I bestjech you, every thing that you have 
learnt from Helen respecting that wretch Corbold. For some 
reason or other which 1 cannot understand, site is avi'rse to 
entering upon the subject with me ; but she assures me that 
you ktiow every thing that has passed, and she has authorized 
my asking you for the ]»aniculars.’’ 

“ Has she, William r 'I'hen she is a silly girl for her 
pains. But it is your fault, 1 dare say. You have been tor¬ 
menting her with cross-questions about a vulgar villain that 
neither of you ought ever again to call to remembrance. Say 
no more about him or his precious cousin either. Surely we 
can find more agreeable subjects to talk about than the vicar 
and his cousin.” , 

“ Very likely, mother. But 1 cannot be easy till I know 
exactly what it was which caused Helen to leave her Another’s 
house in the maimer she did tins afternoon. Have I not a 
right to inquire ? — can you blame me for doing so ? ” 

“ No, my dear William, I do not. But heavily shall I 
blame you if you make an extorted confidence the source of 
quarrel between an officer of rank in his majesty’s service and 
a pettifogging methodist^attorney of Wrexhiil." 

“Is it possible, mother, that you know me so little as to 
think there can.exist the slightest chance of my doing this.^ 
Pray do not keep rne in this fever for the sake of protecting 
me from a duel with Mr. Stephen Corbold.” 

“ There you are, hot-head, — your father’s own son beyond 
all question. Now listen then to this infamous story, and 
take care that you do not renew a sorrow that is past, by im¬ 
properly resenting it.” 

After this preface. Lady Harrington ventured to repeat to 
her son the narrative she had heard from Helen. He listened 
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with very exemplary tranqiiihity, only occasionally biting his 
lips, but uttering no single word of any kind till it was con- 
cludetL He then said very quietly, — Let us return to poor 
Helen, mother. — How admirably has she behaved through¬ 
out ! 

Lady Harrington looked up into her son’s face as if to dis¬ 
cover whether his calmness were genuine ; but his pocket 
handkerchief at that njoment concealed his features, and, as 
he walked rapidly towards the house, she could only take it 
for granted that all was right, and follow him. 

Having reached the door of the room where he had left 
Helen, he opened it, but waited outside till his mother over¬ 
took him. 

“ Go to her, mother,” said he, “ and confess that you have 
told me every thing. 1 would rather you did this than me ; 
— tell her too, that she has behaved gloriously, and, when 1 
think you have put her at her ease about me, 1 vrill come to 
you.” 

So saying, he passed on, and entered a small parlour that 
was called his own at the front of the house. 

Sir Gilbert soon followed his lady, and, without going again 
over the disagreeable narrative at length, the whole business 
was made sufficiently intelligible to the bJl-onet to make him 
extol in high terms the courage and presence of mind of his 
futu.'v daughter. This cccupie<l a quarter of an hour excel¬ 
lently well, hut still the colonel came not: and Helen, though 
with no feeling of alarm, certainly kept her eye upon the door 
with more steadiness than she was herself aware of. At length. 
Lady Harrington began to show evident symptoms of that state 
of mind usually called fidgeting. She rang the bell and asked 
if the colonel were at home. The servant did not know. Tea 
w'as ordered, and when it came the same question was repeated ; 
but the same answer was not given, for the man said that the 
colonel had been seen to go out about half an hour ago. 

“ Who saw him go, John ^ ” said her ladyship ; “ did you 
No, my lady, —it was the colonel’s own groom.” 

“ Send him here.” 

The groom came, and w^as questioned as to how and when 
he had 4een his master go out. 

‘‘ 1 -.vas in the harness-room, my lady, and the colonel came 
in, and took down, one after another, all the coachman’s whips 
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from the pegs, and at last, my lady, he chose the newest and 
the stoutest, and carried it away with him; — but he said 
never a word.” 

“ Wheugh ! ” whistled Sir Gilbert with very considerable 
continuity of sound. “ That wall do, Dick—you may go. 
And so, his colonelship is gone forth with the stoutest and the 
best horsewhip he could find. Well, upon my word, I do not 
think he could have done better.’'' 

Foolish boy ! ” exclaimed Lady Harrington. He wiU 
get into some abominable scrape or other ! ’’ 

“ Yes, ray lady ; — he will horsewhip the lawyer, you may 
dei)end upon it:—and then he will have damages to pay. 
But, for an only son, William is far from extravagant, and I 
really don’t feel inclined to begrudge him this little amusement.” 

“ Nor I, either. Sir Gilbert, provided he takes care not to 
get into a downright vulgar brawl.” 

Come, come, Helen,” said Sir Gilbert, turning towards 
her, “ you must not look pale, my chilil, for this. You are 
not afraid that there will be any blunder, are you ? and that 
the attorney will horsewhip the soldier ? — No harm w'ill be 
done, depend upon it, — except to my new horsewhip.” 


CHAPTER XII. 

MB. COlt bold’s ADVKNTUJIKS. 

It was some time before Mr. Stephen Corbold recovered suffi¬ 
ciently from the effects of Helen’s libation to enable him to see 
where he was, or to perceive that where he was, she was not. 
The ceremony had, indeed been a painful one; but it at least 
did him the good service of dispelling the effects of the wine 
he had taken ; and aftt.*r a few moments more of winking and 
blinking, and wi])ing his smarting eyes, he descended the stairs 
to seek his cousin, a solrerer, if not a l)etter man than when he 
mounted l^em. 

Every thing was at this time in full activity on the lawn. 
Above two thousand people were assembled there, all more 
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more than decently clad, and jiresenting altogether a very 
striking spectacle. Those who l)efore dinner had been the 
company were now converted into spectators; many of them 
accommodated with seats in the shade, from whence they 
w'atched the chequered movements of the motley crowd. This 
cool and quiet position was "in every way beneficial to those 
who had been tempted to heat themselves by drinking some¬ 
what too freely of the vicar’s wine. Among these Mr. Corbold 
introduced himself : probably, more sober than any of them,— 
except, perha})s, the vicar himself, — but bearing in his 
altered eye,” and general discomfiture of aspect, more visible 
traces of intemperance than any individual amongst them. 

Mr. C'artwright rose to meet him with sensations of con¬ 
siderable alarm. He fancied, from his appearance, that he 
was quite intoxicated, and feared the utterance of some folly 
which might explain the cause of his having absented bimsetf 
more fully than was at all necessary. 

This idea was by no means lessened when his cousin beck¬ 
oned him from the ])arty amidst wliom he sat, and gravely as¬ 
sured him that A^ss Helen had very nearly murdered him. 

‘ Compose yourself, cousin Stephen — compose yourself. 
U’here have you left her ? ” 

“ Left herr — She left me, 1 tell you,-blind, and almost 
suffocated. If you don't wish to have the whole county set 
gossiying about Mrs. Mowbray’s wdil — your wife’s wdll I 
tnean,—you had blotter let me see that vixen properly punished, 
cousin. As I live and breathe I will have revenge somehow." 

“ You shall, you shall, Stephen,” answered the vicar, en- 
<leavouring to quiet him. “ She shall be treated in any way 
that you like, only don't make a noise now." 

“ AV’ill you give orders that site shall be confined to her 
room and kept on bread ami water ? 

‘‘ To be. sure I w'ill, if you desire it. She shall be locked 
up as-soon as the place is cleared ; and yoir shall see it <lone, 
Stephen, if you will only step in, and take a nap in my 
library to recover yourself a little." 

This proposal was, on the whole, a very tempting one ; for 
Mr. Stephen Corbold’s head ached with considerable violence, 
not to mention that he bail hardly yet recovered his’eyesight, 
and was otheiwise very ill at ease. So, without arguing the 
matter farther, he retreated to the comfortable station recom- 



4?00 THE yicAB OP yrmixHiLL. 

i< • 

mended to him, and soon fell into a slumber that lasted till 
the whole business of the day, prayers, blessing, and ail, were 
done and over, and the place as solitary and forsaken as if no 
Serious Fancy Fair, no Israelitish missionary, and no Fababo 
had ever been heard of. 

It W’as then that the Vicar dl* Wrexhili remembered his 
cousin Stephen. And it was then that Fanny Mowbray, look¬ 
ing round die room in which the whole family was assembled, 
said, Where is Helen ? 

This question, which, as it seemed, no one could answer, 
and the recollection of his library guest, coming at one and 
the same moment across him, made Mr. Cartwright start. 
Poor man ! He was most heartily fatigued and worn out by 
the honours, glories, and hospitalities of the day, and wished 
for nothing on earth so much as soda-w'ater and a bed*room 
bougie. But he felt that his labours were not over, though 
not exactly aw^are how much remained to be done. 

Having furnished himself with a light, and commanded 
that Miss Mowbray should be desired to meet him in the 
library, he repaired immediately to that room,^where he found, 
as he expected, his serious and legal relative as fast asleep in 
his favourite arm~chair, as he himself wished to be in his bed. 

The ceremony of awaking him was soon performed ; and 
when be once more stood on his feet, and had rublied his still 
suffering eyes sufficiently to perceive where he was, Jhf, vicar 
addressed him thus, in the most gentle voice imaginable, 
hoping to soothe and get rid of him. 

“ Well, cousin Stephen, you have had a nice nap ; and now 
you had better go home. It is getting quite late. Good 
night, Stephen.” 

M'bat have you done with that murderous vixen, cousin 
Cartwright.^ I won’t stir till 1 know you have locked her 
up, as you promised to do.” 

1 have ordered her to come here, Stephen, that you may 
yourself hear what I mean to say to her.” 

I don't want to see her, cousin (’artwright,” replied the 
attorney, in a tone that betokened as much fear as dislike ; “ 1 
only want to have her punished.” 

And punishetl she shall be, depend upon that; hut if you 
really do not wish to see her, cousin Stephen, you had better 
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be off at once, for I expect her here every moment. Come 
along—I will walk with you myself as far as the lodge.” 

M^hatever vengeance he wished executed on Helen, that he 
had no inclination to be present at it himself, was proved by 
the alacrity with which tlte at'torney acceded to this proposal. 

Only let me get my hat,—it's quite a new hat,—and 1 *11 
come with you this moment, cousin Cartwright.” 

The hat was found, and- the two serious gentlemen set off 
together across the lawn; from that point, to within a few 
yards of the lodge, the lawyer entertained the minister with 
such an account of Helen’s attack upon him, as convinced the 
latter, that it would he quite necessary, in his parental cha¬ 
racter, to exercise such a degree of authority as might speedily 
bring the rel)ellious young lady to reason. It was already as 
dark as a tine night in July ever is, and the fine large oaks 
which in many places overhung the road, rendered some spots 
particularly soniWe. At one of these, and just before they 
arrived at the Park gates, they heard the steps of a map %vhom 
they appeared to be overtaking. 

Who can this loiterer be ?” said Mr. Cartwright. My 
people had orders to see that the grounds were cleared, and all 
the gates locked before this time.” 

W'e shall bt; able to see him when we get beyond these 
trees,” replied Corbold. 

Ih.' ^as quite right: a few steps farther brought them to an 
open space, and there, as if waiting for them, stood the intruder, 
as still and silent as if he had been a statue. 

“ ^Ze are two to one, however,” observed the attorney, ‘'but 
he is a monstrous tall fellow.” 

The next breath that issued from the lips of the vicar’s 
cousin came not in words, but in a.jnbst dismal, hideous, and 
prolonged yell; for the " tall fellow ” had seized him by the 
collar with one hand, while with the other he brandished and 
applied a huge horsewhip to his shoulders with such energy, 
activity, and .j>erseverance, that his howling startled the dull 
ear of night, as well as the frightened organs of his astonished 
kinsman. Though Mr. Cartwright had not the slightest inten¬ 
tion of doing so unclerical a thing as interfering in the fray, be 
drew a little nearer to it than was quite prudent, froih a natural 
curiosity to know who’ the bold mortal was who dared thus 
belabour his cousin. 
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The light was quite sufficient to enable him to discern Colonel 
Harrington in the aggressor; hut it should seem that it was 
not equally effective to the eyes of that gentleman himself, or 
he "would hardly have ventured to permit a few apparently 
random, but very sharp cuts to Visit the reverend shouhlers of 
the owner of the soil on which lie stood. This prodigious 
impiety, however, certainly took place, upon which the vicar, 
very properly anxious to put the earliest possible stop to .such 
indecent proceedings, ran off* as fast as his legs could carry 
him, and in about half an hour returned again with eight stout 
serving-men, armed with bludgeons, broom-sticks, and the 
great kitchen-poker. 

That he had not, in his agitation, forgotten the spot on 
which he had left his unfortunate cousin, "was quickly made 
manifest to the ears of all who accompanied him; for dismal 
groans made themselves heard exactly from the jdace whore 
the operation had been performed, and on examination the 
bruisetV body of Mr. Stephen C/orbold was found extended on 
the grass, apparently too stiff and sore to have much power of 
movement left. 

Even during the hurried interval which Mr. C.irtwright 
spent in his house while waiting for the gathering together of 
his host, he had found time to inquire of his wife if she had seen 
Helen, and being told in reply that she w-as nowhere to be 
found, the extremely disagreeable truth immediately suggested 
itself to him. In one short, sharp momeni he remembered 
Colonel Harrington’s suppressed letter, Corbold’s permitted 
outrage, Helen’s escape, and the degrading lash that had so 
vigorously saluted his own shoulders. 

How was it possible, that being, as he most undoubtedly 
was, the lord and master of Cartwright Park, and all the wealth, 
annexed thereto, and holding his lady’s comprehensive will, 
signed, sealed, and duly executed, in his own possession,—^liow 
could it be that he should feel so utterly beat down, over¬ 
powered, and degraded ? 

The bitter pang, however, lasted but a moment. \Phatw''as 
the gossip of an hour, or a day, when set against the solid 
happiness of wealth .»* This was still his, to have and to hold ; 
and after bne little pinch at bis heart, as he thouglrt. of tlie 
longed-for mitre, he struggled manfully to despise the paltry 
annoyance, and hastened, with ^11 the speed he could make. 
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to llic rescu<5 of his cousin, and, if Heaven so willed, to inflict 
vengeance, even unto death, upon his enemy. 

Heaven, however, did not so will; Colonel Harrington 
having given the attorney exactly the quantum of flogging he 
intended, stuck his card, •jjrith his name and address both in 
town and country, into tire groaning man’s pocket, laid him 
down very gently on the grass, and departed. 

The disposal of the flogged gentleman's person was now 
taken into consideration. Some cousins, perhaps, might have 
thought that a bed at Cartwright Park would have been the 
best thing to propose for it; hut it appeared that such was not 
the opinion of Mr. Cartwright; for having quickly ascer- 
taine.'l tlie situation of affairs, and assured himself that Colonel 
Harrington was no longer within his reach, he instantly 
ordered the coachman and stable-boy, who were among his 
suite, to return w'ith all possible haste to the house, and prepare 
a carriage instantly to take his ill-used cousin home. 

“ Take me to your house, cousin !” murmured the smarting 
man, 1 shall die if you send me tolPrexhill!" But Mr.Cart- 
wright did not happen to hear Jiim ; and indeed his time and 
attention w’ere wholly engrossed till the carriage arrived, and 
his kinsman lifted into it, by a strict examination of his people 
at the lodge, as to when Colonel Harrington had entered the 
Park, and whether they were at all aware that he was still 
lurkrtig ^here. 

'I'o all which inquiries he of course received for ansvrer,— 
‘‘ Law ! your honour, upon such a day as this, how was any 
body to mark wlm went in, or who went out of the Park’’ 

Mr. Stephen Corhold was therefore safely conveyed to his 
own dwelling in ^Trexhill ; and the vicar returned to tell his 
>ady> that from circumstances which Inul transpired, there could 
be no doubt tliat her daughter Helen had eloped with Colonel 
Harrington. , 

i)ii iny word, my dearest Cartwright, I hardly know how' 
to be sorry for-it. Mhlliam Harrington would be an excellent 
match for any woman. They were very fond of each other 
when they were children; and Helen has been so miserable 
and moping ever since I married, that it has beep quite a 
misery to see her. I thought she was in love with your cousin ? 
However, I suppose she has changed her mind again, and 
it was a fit of jealousy on'the«l>art of Harrington that made 
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him attack poor Mr. Corbold. ’ But we can’t help it, you know. 
I am tired to death, my dear Cartwright;—do not let us stay 
up any longer talking about it; 1 dare say Helen will be very 
happy.” 

So ended the eventful day of the..'Fababo Fancy Fair. 

• ♦ ♦ * ♦ * 

It is not necessary to inquire what were the reports, or what 
the gossipings to which this day’s events gave rise. The papers 
announced that a very large sum had been collected for the 
interesting missionary; and all the Hampshire world soon said 
that Colonel Harrington was going to be married to INIiss 
Mowbray. But the attention of the Park family themselves 
was at this time greatly engrossed by Henrietta. She had 
long been in a very delicate state of health, but, probably from 
some cold caught at the late fete, her symptoms had Income 
rapidly more alarming; she was soon confined to her bed, and 
the most skilful physician in the county gave it as his opinion 
that she could not live many weeks. 

Rosalind was indefatigable in her attentions to her; and 
when the awful judgment of the physician was made known 
to her, she at once resolved that Henrietta should be made ac¬ 
quainted with it, in the hope that the prospect of approaching 
dissolution might soften her heart and lead her to seek and 
receive the only consolation of which such a situation admits. 

Rosalind was too truly attached to Helen not to r#joive at 
the unexpected step she had taken, thougli her surprise at it 
was unbounded. She knew Helen’s character well, she knew 
too how implicitly they had trusted each other; and that this 
known, trusted and trusting friend should have eloped wdthout 
having even hinted to her that Colonel Harrington had con¬ 
fessed the love which in happier moments she owned she hoj^ed 
he felt, was inconceivable! Still it w'as true. And though no 
line of explanation had ever been permitted to r^^ach her, still 
she rejoiced; and with all the trusting confidence of her nature 
believed that whatever appeared wrong or unkind, would some 
day or other be explained. 

She now rejoiced yet more at Helen’s absence. Henrietta 
had neve|j admitted her even to the uncertain and capricious 
degree of friendship which she had bestowed on herself; and 
ha^ she been still at the Park, it would have been difficult for 
Rosalind to have devoted herself so wholly to the poor sufferer 



405 


THK VICAB OF Vi^REXBILL. 

.> 

as she now did. Mrs. Cartwright's situation prevented her 
from being much in the room. Fanny was still less there. 
She and Henrietta had never loved each other. At first Fanny 
disliked her because it was easy to perceive that she was neither 
beloved nor [approved by^Mi*. Cartwright; and Henrietta de¬ 
spised her in return for the easy weakness with which she had 
become her father’s convert. So that, in this awful hour, 
Rosalind was the only friend who drew near her with affection; 
and most tender and constant was the care she bestowed upon her. 

To the communication which she so much dreaded to make, 
though she considered it her duty to do it, Henrietta only re¬ 
plied by assuring her that for more tlian a year she had been 
fully aware that death was rapidly approaching her. Alas ! 
how lightly have I listened to you, dear Henrietta, when you 
have said this! ” replied the weeping Rosalind. ‘‘ But the 
reason, dear friend, why I did not, why 1 could not believe 
you wrere in earnest, was 

‘'Speak fearlessly, dear Rosalind-was — that you 

thought I was unfit to die. But so are many, Rosalind, w'ho 
yet must go when nature bids them.” 

“ But now% now Henrietta ! Oh ! tell me that you do not 
still doubt all things—doubt even the being of the eternal 
power that made you; tell me, I beseech you, that you have 
read and tliought on these things since that dreadful day that 
I ovnh^ard you make the confession to Mr.. Hetherington 
which has rung in my ears ever since.” 

" Yes, Rosalind, I have read, and I have thought—but' 
not now only, my kind friend. My short life, Rosalind, has 
been but one scries of perturbed thinking—my brain has been 
racked by it. But I have gained nothing.” 

. ‘f I have no power, Henrietta, no, learning, no strength of 
reason to remove the doubts that so fearfully darken these your 
last hours. Yet what would 1 not give that you could taste 
the rrieffablc*comfort of perfect hope and p'erfect faith ! ” 

"Perfect faith!” repeated Henrietta impatiently — "why 
do you have recourse to the slang 1 hate? Teach me to 
hope — oh ! that you could ! but let me not hear the hateful 
words, the false use of which has been my destruction.” 

" Heflrietta! dearest Henrietta I will you consent to see a 
clergyman who can spelik to you with the authority of age and 
wisdom ? ” 
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A clergyman ?” she replied, scoffingly. '^Perhaps you 
will propose that I should see thelleverend Mr. Cartwright?” 

** No, no. You do not think that it is such as him I would 
wish to send to you.” 

** Yet he is my father. Miss Torffington. And there it is, 
you see—there lies the difficulty. Name a clergyman, and 
Mr. Cartwright seems to rise before me. And shall 1 use 
my dying breath to say that I would hear with reverence 
what such as he could say ? Leave me in peace, Rosalind. 
Let me sleep, I tell you. If there be a God, he will pity 
me! ” 

There was so much feverish excitement in her manner of 
speaking, that Rosalind, terrified lest she might hasten the 
hour she so earnestly wished to retard, in tlie hope that light 
might break upon that darkness which it was so terrible to wit¬ 
ness, forbore to answer her, and tenderly arranging her pillows 
under her head, kissed her pale cheek and herself down be¬ 
hind the curtain, in the place that she now almost constantly 
occupied. 

After a moment, however, Henrietta spoke again, but it 
was gently and calmly. Leave me, my most kind Rosalind,” 
said she ! “ leave me for an hour or two: you must want the 
fresh air, and 1 want perfect solitude. Rosalind, 1 w'ill 
think. Let no one come to me till I ring my bell. Go, my 
dear friend! ” 

Rosalind, greatly affected by the cliangcd voice and manner, 
pressed to her lips the emaciated hand held out to her, and 
retired. 

Rosalind did indeed require the refreshment of air and 
exercise, from which she had almost w'holly debarred herself 
for above a week ; ^and such refreshment will certainly do more* 
towards restoring the exhausted strength, both to Iwdy and 
mind, than any .other remedy wduch can he devised. Yet, 
though it acts well,' and almost infallibly, on tl)o system, the 
benefit dees not at once reach the consciousness.of the weary 
watcher. Rosalind, as she slowly dragged her languid steps 
along, felt none of the pleasurable effects of the sweet breeze 
that blew in her face, for she was not aware of it. Her heart 
and soul wire still in the chamber of the dying Henrietta; and 
though greatly too well taught to believe that a few feverish 
moifients of changed opinions ca* put the passing spirit into a 
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state of fitness for heaven, - still she clung to the hope of hear, 
ing the unhappy girl avow better thoughts and feelings than 
those which had so long brooded over her misguided spirit. 
Fully occupied with these meditations, Rosalind walked for an 
hour, almost mechanically^ through the shrubberies, unmindful 
of the sweet voice of natufe that greeted her in the songs of 
birds and in the breath of flowers, and thinking only of what 
she might say or do to make the light of truth send one cheer¬ 
ing ray upon the last hours of her unhappy friend. 

When she re-entered the house, her maid, who was watch¬ 
ing for her, said that Miss Cartwright had rung her bell, 
and requested to know when she returned. 

Blaming herself for her long absence, Rosalind hastened to 
the sick room, and found Henrietta seated upright in her bed, 
with rather more animation and brightness in her eyes than 
she W’ished to see, for she thought it betokened fever; but her 
voice and mannei vere gentle and composed. 

Your words have not fallen to the ground, my most kind 
Rosaliml,’' said she; and if it be possible, during the short 
j)eriod that remains for me to live, that I should attain a clearer 
Icnowledge of w'hat I am than I have hitherto possessed, I 
shall welcome it most gladly. But of all the attributes with 
which the beautiful idea that you call God is invested, the only 
one that I conceive it possible for mortals to share with Him, 
is T’ki'th. Power, alas ! we have none — of knowledge very 
little, of v\ isdodi less — and as to i)erfcct goodness, perfect 
benevolence, w’e are not framed to feel it. But Tkuth, clear 
pure, beautiful, and bright, we can know and we can feel! It 
can make a part of us, even as it makes a part of Him ; and 
by this only, as it seems to mej can we approach Him, touch 
Him, and, as it were be part of Him. For truth in a mortal, 
Rosalind, if it exist at all, is perfect as in i God. It is there¬ 
fore, my. dear friend, that though I feel, ay, and have always 
felt; that there may be an existing cause, endowed with will, 
productive of all the wonders of creation — and though this 
wondrous existence, if it be! deserves all worship — and 
though 1 (more sinned against than sinning) have offered none, 
yet still I feel that I may be forgiven. If I have kept far off* 
from him my worship and my thoughts, at least I^never Have 
approached him with •falsehood on my tongue or in my heart; 
anti, to my judgment, this js the only crime relating t9 OTr> 
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intercourse with God at* which we need to tremble. . If such 
a Being be, can bur blundering theories so touch his greatness 
that he should deign to frown upon us for them ^ No, no, no ! 
We CANNOT KNOW HiM ; and those who guess the, nearest, can 
guess but very darkly. But truth and falsehood a|^ as much 
within the compass of man’s natur# as of God’s, and therefore 
are they, as concerning Him, the only virtue and tlie only 
sin. 

Henrietta spoke these words with her eyes closed, slowly 
and deliberately, as if her mind, like a cloud that 

-“ Turns forth its silver lining to the'ntght,’ 

sought in the midst of darkness to show the laint gleam within. 

But every word she uttered made Rosalind more deeply 
feel the necessity of letting her hear the truths of religion 
from some one who had made its laws the study of a holy 
life. She longed that she should hear with more authority 
than she could lend to it, the voice of God himself, as revealed 
to man in records enduring as the world;—but where was she 
to seek such a one? As poor Henrietta had stiid, the name 
of a minister could to her suggest no other image than that 
of her father;—and from him she ever seemed to turn with 
horror. 

Yet still Rosalind could not endure to abandon the hope 
that such a one might be found, and only waited till Hen¬ 
rietta would promise to see him before slie took measures for 
the purpose. In answer to this request, the dying girl replied 

But my permission is not all that is necessary, dearest Rosa¬ 
lind. What would my father say if you were fortunate 
enough to obtain for me a visit from such a one as you de¬ 
scribe ? He would not bear it. He would not admit Jiis 
approach. 1 know he wo'iSld not.” 

Let me ask him, Henrietta." 

No !” cried the invalid with sudden energy, as if she had 
at that moment conceived and decided on her line of conduct. 

I will ask him myself ! This doubt, this darkness, this 
fearful mist that seems to hang about me, is terrible. Why 
should I not feel hopeful and assured as you do? Send to him, 
Rosalind—nsend to my father ; and send too for his besotted 
wife, and for the poor, weak, w^avering Fanny. Send for 
♦hen\, all.—But don’t you leave me, Rosalind. 1 have a 
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Strange, anxious fluttering at-my heart. It will be better 
when I have spoken to hina." 

Resalind delayed not a moment to do her bidding. There 
was an inequality in her manner that frightened her. She 
feared her time was shor^; and so worded the summons she 
sent to Mr. Cartwright and his wife, that they came instantly. 
Fanny entered the room nearly at the same moment; and it 
was evident from their manner that they all thought they 
were come to receive her last farewell. 

The feeble Henrietta asked Rosalind so to arrange her 
pillows that she might sit upright. Rosalind did so, and then 
kneeled down beside the bed. 

Mr. Cartwright stood with his back leaning against the 
l)cd.post, and his eyes fixed on the ground ; his wife entered 
leaning on his arm, and had not quitted it; but for some 
reason or other, Henrietta, who rarely took notice of her in 
any Avay, now asked her to place herself in a chair beside her 
bed. 

“ You had better sit,” said .she. You are not very strong 
in any way,” 

Fanny stood apart, and alone; and having looked round 
upon each of them, the dying girl fixed her eyes upon her 
father, and thus addressed him, ** I have heard you say— 
a thousand times perhaps—that religion was the business of 
your liiL?; and for that reason, sir, its very name hath become 
ahliorrent to me. Oh, father ! — you have much to answer 
for ! I would have given rny own right hand to believe in a 
good, a merciful, a forgiving Cod!—and I turned my young 
eyes to you. You told me that few could be saved^ and that 
it vras not what 1 deemed innocence could save me. You told 
me too, that I was in danger, but .that yqp were safe. You 
told me that Heaven had set its sc.d upon you. And then I 
watched-you—oh, how earnestly! — I spied out all your 
•ways! — I found fraud, pride, impurity, and falsehood, mix 
with your deeds through every day you lived ! Yet still you 
said that Heaven had set its seal upon you,—that your immortal 
soul was safe,— that happiness eternal was your predestined 
doom. I listened to you as a child listens to a father; not a 
word was lost; no, nor an action eithi^r. And t!ien it was, 
father, that I became an unbeliever ! an hardened infidel! 
daring atheist! If it were«true that God had chosen you. 
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then was it true my soul rejected him ! —Yet Rosalind, dear 
Rosalind, do not hate me,— do not shudder at my words. It 
was because I found no truth in him, that 1 could not, would 
not believe his doctrine true. But you—good, kind, and 
innocent,— I believe you.” ^ 

The harsh and awful accents of her voice changed into a 
tone of the deepest tenderness as she continued to address 
Rosalind. When did you ever lie ? You tell me there is 
a God, and I may trust you. You do not prate of grace, and 
then labour to corrupt the innocence that looks into your face 
to ask the way to Heaven. You do not bid me wear a mask 
of feigned assurance of salvation; nor will you bind my hands, 
nor keep me from the light of day, w’hen I refuse to kneel, 
and sigh, and play tlie hypocrite. You will not bid me lie, 
and tell me tJiat so only I can find the way to Heaven. You 
w'iJl not-” 

With slow and stealthy pace Mr. Cartwright at this mo¬ 
ment began to creep from his station and approach the door. 
But Henrietta, vrhose eyes were half closed — for the lashes 
seemed heavy with tears — instantly opened them, and cried 
aloud, “ Stay ! I have a right to bid you.— Father !—'fliis 
good girl is kind and innocent; but she is young and very 
ignorant.—M'hat can she know of Heaven } Is there —speak 
truly, these are the last words you will ever utter to me— 
is there within' our reach some pious, holy, humble man of 
God, — such as I have read of,—but no saint, no saint 
Father! is there such a one?—and may he come and pray 
with me ? " 

Every eye in the room was fixed on Mr. Cartwright, as his 
daughter made the appeal. For some moments he did not 
answer; but upon- Henrietta’s repeating loudly, and almost 
wildly, May he come?’’ he answered in a low, husky 
voice. “This is mere bravswlo ! You have lived a scoffing 
infidel, — and a scoffing infidel w'ill you die. If, indeed,’you 
wished for prayer and pardon, you would turn to- me for it. — 
My curate may pray with her, — but none else.” 

And with these words he turned away without looking at 
her, and qjiitted the room. 

The silence of death seemed already to have settled on the 
charnber; which was broken, at length, by the deep sobbings 
of the unfortunate Mrs. Cartwrigiit. 
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Poor soul! ” said Henrietta, turning towards her. She 
IS not wholly bad, but more unfit to judge and act than a baby : 

— for they can do nothing, and she, alas! can do much dread¬ 
ful mischief. With my dying breath, unhappy victim of a 
most finished hypocrite, } do conjure you not to wrong your 
children, to enrich him. Poor soul! — He loves her not; no 
not even so much as, silly as she is, she well deserves from 
him. He will have a child born to him here, and another at 
(iloucester, much at the same time. Ho not ruin your poor 
helpless children for him !** 

Mrs. Cartwright sat with her eyes imraoveably fixed on 
those of Henrietta, even after she had ceased to speak : she 
sighed deeply, but uttered no syllable in reply, 
f “ Take her away, Rosalind. 1 have no more to say to her. 
And poor Fanny too. Heaven bless you, Fanny ! — you may 
go now, my dear. All go, but Rosalind.” 

Her commands were instantly obeyed, and once more the 
two strangely matched friends were left alone together. 

“ It, is too late now, iny Rosalind ! My strength is failing 
fast. I can hardly sec your sweet kind eyes, dear Rosalind ! 
—but I can hear. Read to me, dearest; — quick, open the 
r»ible that you left for me : — open it where the man says to 
Paul, ' Almost thou persuadest me to be a Christian.’ ” 

Rosalind opened the'precious volume, and read to her, slowly 
andjlisknctly, that exquisite passage of heaven-taught elo¬ 
quence, which produced in reply the w'ords she had quoted. 

Ht irietta's eyes were closed ; but now and then a gentle 
pressure of the hand she held in hers persuade(i Rosalind that 
she heard and understood each powerful word of that majestic 
pleading. 

* ^Vhen she had reached, and read* the words Henrietta had 
quoted, she paused, and in a moment afterwards the now ex¬ 
piring girl uttered in broken accents, Yes,*~stop there. It 
has reached my soul — from your lips only, Rosalind I” 

Then suddenly her dying eyes opened, and fixed themselves 
on Rosalind; she clasped her bands, as if in prayer, and then 
with a strong effort pronounced these words, Lord ! I believe ! 

— Help thou my unbelief!” 

Her head sank on her breast. The breath that uttered these 
words was her last. 
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CHAPTER XIIL 

A CHANGE COMES 0*EB THE SPIRIT OF HER DREAM. 

Helen had been nearly six weeks at Oakley without receiving 
a single line or message from any individual at the Park. She 
had written to her mother, fully explaining the reasons which 
had led her so suddenly to absent herself; and also, in the most 
respectful and affectionate manner, announced to her the pro¬ 
posal of Colonel Harrington and the approbation of his parents, 
—adding her earnest entreaties that her mother would not with¬ 
hold her consent to their marriage. To this letter she received 
no answer; a circumstance which would have occasioned her 
the most cruel uneasiness, had not the fate of Colonel Harring¬ 
ton’s letter to herself enabled her to guess that of her own to 
her mother. To Fanny and to Rosalind she likewise wrote, 
and with the same ill success : but, fortunately for her tran¬ 
quillity, their sdence was reasonably interpreted in the same 
manner; and though this could hut ill console her for the sepa¬ 
ration existing between them, it at least prevented her from 
feeling the pang of neglected affection. 

From her brother she received the only letter that had reached 
her since they parted; and though it was written in a strain of 
very melancholy despondency respecting himself, it spo|;.e of her 
prospects with an energy of satisfaction and hope that it was 
delightful to have inspired. 

Tlie report of Henrietta’s death reached her through the ser¬ 
vants ; and though no cordialintimacyhad ever existed between 
them, she felt as a gentle-hearted young creature must ever feel 
on hearing that a-companjpn of her own age and sex was gone, 
hence to be no more seen. 

jNlore than ever did she wish for tidings of her family ; and 
of Rosalind, perhaps, more than of any other: for she kne%v 
that if her feelings for the poor Henrietta had not amounted to 
affection, she had inspired a very powerful interest in her 
bosom, and that Rosalind was likely to feel her early death very 
painfully. It was therefore with the strongest emotions of joy 
that one r&orning, rather more than a week after the et^ent, she 
saw Rosalind approaching the principal’ entrance of the house 
“aloife and on foot. 
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Helen flew down stairs', through the hall, and out upon the 
steps to meet her, opening her arms to receive her with all the 
eager warmth of welcome natural after such an absence. But 
before Rosalind returned the embrace, she exclaimed, You 
have seen your mother, Heleft ! ” 

‘'Alas ! no !” replied iHelen. “Would to Heaven I had, 
Rosalind ! What is it makes you think 1 have had this great 
happiness ? ” 

“ Because I have just met her,—just seen her with my own 
eyes driving down the avenue.” 

“ Impossible ! Rosalind you must be mistaken. I have been 
sitting in my own room these two hours, copying a long act of 
parliament for Sir Gilbert; and if any carriage had been here, 
I must have seen it.” 

“ No, no, you would not: I observed that the carriage drove 
direct from the stable-yard, and out into the avenue below the 
second gate, l^hen I saw the carriage, spite of my istonish- 
inent, my first feeling was terror lest I should be seen myself ; 
and accordingly I retreated behind one of the enormous trees, 
which I am sure hid me efiectually, but from whence I had not 
only a full view of the Cartwright equipage, but of Mrs. Cart¬ 
wright in it, looking, 1 am sorry to say, even paler and more ill 
than usi^al.” 

'• Is iny mother looking ill, Rosalind ? ” said Helen anxiously, 
and seejping for the moment to be unmindful of- the strange cir¬ 
cumstance of her having been at Oakley. “ Is she unwell ?” 

“ < grieve to say that I think she is. A scene which took 
place in poor Henrietta’s room only a few moments before she 
died, and at which Mrs. Cartwright was present, has, I think, 
shaken her severely. But what can have brought her here, 
Helen, unless it were her wish to seje you —And yet she has 
been, and is gone, without your hearing of it.” 

“ It is jndeed most strange,” replied Helen, ringing the 
hell of the drawing-room, into which'they had entered. 
“ Lady Harrington is, I know, in her closet, — perha],>s my 
mother has seen her.” 

“Has my mother been here, Thomas inquired Helen 
of the old servant who answered the bell. 

“ Oft, dear, no. Miss Mowbray : that was nowJys likely.” 

“ Likely or not, Thomas, I assure you she has been here,” 
said Miss Torrington ; “ folk I myself met her coming a^ay.^' 
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Then if that is the case, young’ ladies, there is certainly 
no use in my telling any more lies about it; for that’s a job 
I don’t like to be put upon, seeing as I am not over and 
above used to it. And so, as you know it alreatly, I’m quite 
ready and willing to tell you the truth. — Mrs. Mowbray,— I 
ask your pardon, ladies, but 1 really can’t call her by no other 
name, — Mrs. Mowbray has been shut up in the library for 
above two hours with my master.” . 

. How very strange!” exclaimed Rosalind thoughtfully. 

Then I am sure she has chosen this day for the same reason 
that I did. Mr. Cartwright was sent for last night by the 
Earl of Harrowmore. Though he is not very communicative 
about his adventures in general, he could not resist mention¬ 
ing this flattering circumstance at tea last night ; adding, 
that he could not refuse the excellent and pious old nobleman, 
who probably was desirous of obtaining the benefit of his 
advice on some business of importance. And this morning he 
set off in his travelling-carriage and four jwst-horses wuth 
two out-riders, leaving word, as Judy told me, that he should 
not return till to-morrow. But, good heavens! what can 
jMrs. Cartwright have to say to Sir Gilbert ? and how in the 
world did he come to admit her, Thomas ? ” 

Since you know so much, you may as well know all, 
ladies. The carriage, sure enough, did not venture to drive 
up even to the back door without leave asked of Sir Gilbert; 
— at least I suppose it was to ask leave, that one of the new 
Park servants brought a note for him first. I took it in my¬ 
self to him, and said, as 1 was hid, that the man was to wait 
for an answer. Never did I see mortal face screw itself uj» 
funnier than Sir Gilbert’s when he was reading that note: he 
looked for all the world as if he wantecl to whistle ; how.som- 
ever, he did no such thing, but only scrawled a bit of an 
answer as grave as a judge ; and then it was, Miss Mowbray, 
that he ordered me to say no wmrd whatever of the Park ser¬ 
vant’s coming, or of the carriage coming after, as it was 
likely to do ; and he scaled up his answer, and told me to 
give it to the man, and then to go into the garden to look for 
you and the colonel, Miss Mowbray, and bid you come in, as 
you know 1 did, miss: and after a bit you went up stairs, 
miss, and the colonel’s horse was ordered; and when he was 
oft* a'/id all clear, then, and not b-^fore, the carriage drove into. 
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the stable-yard; and your 'poor mamma, Miss Mowbray, 
looking? as white as a sheet, went tottering and trembling in 
to Sir (filbert, and there she stayed till about ten minutes ago, 
when the IhjII rang and out she came again, but looking, I 
thought, a deal less raiseral^e.”* 

“ Thank you, Thomas,” said Helen. This is, I believe, 
all we wish to know'.” 

The venerable-serving man took the hint and departed. 

MTiat can all this mean, Rosalind?” said her friend the 
moment the door closed behind him. “ Has any thing hap¬ 
pened at home that can account for it ? ” 

“ I hardly know' bow to answer you, my Helen, without 
appearing to know more than I really do — for in honest 
truth T know nothing. Your mother, it would be wrong to 
conceal it from you, Helen, is certainly very much out of 
health, and for some weeks past has appeareil, I think, out of 
s])iii(s and unliappy.” 

Oh, Rosalind ! Do you tliink it is I who have made her 
so ? Do you think that my coining here has made her really 
unliappy ? ” 

Indeed I do not: on the contrary, I am firmly persuaded 
she rejoices at it. You know, dearest, that since her marriage 
1 have never been in great favour; and no womler, consider¬ 
ing tlie very particular aversion I have ever felt, and perhaps 
manifcsttni, towards her bridegroom. But more than once, 
since you left usf, she has spoken to me in a manner w'hich 
remit, 'ed me of the days that are gone; and once she said, 
wdiiwi tliat hateful cause of all harm, her Tartuffe husband, 
was not in the room, ^ You must greatly miss poor Helen, my 
dear Rosalind.’ .1 involuntarily caught her hand and kissed 
ij, earnestly fixing my eyes on hers, to discover, if possible, 
what she thought and felt about you. She ’guessed as much, 

3 fancy, fur she turned her head away front me; but she 
jucssed my hand, and said, almost in a whisfi^l, ‘ Dear Helen! 

1 trust that the step she has taken w'ill end in her happiness.’ 
He entered just as she had uttered these words; and the 
manner in which she started, and withdrew' her hand, when 
the handle of the door turned, told me plainly enough that 
her love i’or her holy spouse W'as not of that jierifect kind 
which casteth out fear.* There w'as, moreover, Helen, a tear 
in her eye when she named yo^.” 
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Oh! my dear, dear mother ! *’ cried Helen, her own eyes 
overflowing with freshly-awakened tenderness. To hear 
this, Rosalind, is a joy far greater than I can express: and 
yet, if this returning love is obtained at tlie expense of her 
own happiness, 1 am a wretch’to jejoice at it.” 

You would be a wretch to purchase it at that price per¬ 
haps,” replied Rosalind,—but not for rejoicing at it, now 
that, poor soul! she has already paid the penalty, as, in truth, 
1 fear she has, of peace of mind for returning reason.” 

“ And what has occurred, Rosalind, to make you think her 
less happy than heretofore?” 

“ It is not very easy to answer that question, Helen. Kx- 
ceptirrg the death of poor Henrietta, and the awful scene wliich 
preceded it, in which she accused her father, in the presence 
of Mrs. Cartwright, Fanny, and myself, of pretty nearly all 
tlie sins and iniquities of which a man can be guilty ;—ex¬ 
cepting this, 1 can hardly say that any particular circumstance 
has occurred which can account for the evident change in your 
mother’s spirits, which was quite as evident before the death 
of Henrietta as since.” 

You have observed no unkindness towards lier on his 
part, Rosalind?” said Helen anxiously. 

“ N . . . . o; certainly I have witnessed nothing that could 
be called unkindness. You know, Helen, lie can smile and 
smile—hut he seems, I think, to watch her. More than once, 
when I have lieen going to her, I have met him coming away ; 
and when he has seen me, he has turned back, and re-entered 
her room with me. I know I have been savagely cross tu-ber 
ever since her hateful marriage; hut since 1 have seen her 
looking ill and miserable, my hard heart has softened towards 
her, and I have sought^^ instead of avoiding her; and .1 am 
quite sure, that from the moment lie perceived this change, he 
has been on th^ qui vh-e to prevent our being akjine together.” 

“ My poor jiear mother! 1 fear, I fear that she may live to 
deplore this marriage as much as we have eyer done. You 
know, Rosalind, that we never believed Mr. Cartwright to be 
the holy man he proclaimed himself; but since 1 have been 
here, I have heard dreadful stories of him. Lady Harring¬ 
ton’s miid is a prodigious gossip; and though I il^ally give 
her no encouragement, she never dresses me without ttdling 
me some new report respectipg hiir. He has, however, a 
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very strong party at Wreichill,*who appear firmly to believe 
that he is a perfect saint. But here, you know, they are lite¬ 
rally and figuratively of another parish, and seem to make it a 
matter of duty to their own pastor to believe all the tales 
they can pick up about;, him. There is one very shocking 
story indeed, that is, I think, quite incredible. They say 
that Mrs Simpson has been seduced by him, and only went 
away to bt‘ confined.’* 

“ Incredible. No! — this story is a commentary on one* 
part of Henrietta’s dying accusation. She said be would have 
a child born to him at Gloucester nearly at the same time as 
that expected here.” 

And it is to Gloucester she is gone !” exclaimed Helen. 

Gracious heaven, what a wretch ! ” 

That this at least is true, I have not the slightest doubt,” 
rejoined Rosalind : “ and what is more, I am ceatain your 
mother has Iteard it. You know that this precious vicar 
invited Mrs. Simpson’s child to pass the period of her absence 
at the Park ; and you must remember how very fond- of the 
poor little thing your mother seemed to be, actually listening 
to her parrot performances in the fanatical line as if she had 
been inspired. It was before you went, I think, that I laughed 
at her so,immoderately for saying that she prayed for currant 
pudding every night, and that Mrs. Cartwright was so very 
angry v;^th me about it. AYell ! observe the change, and 
account for it as you will. For the last two or three weeks 
she has 1 irdly spoken to the child, or taken the least notice of 
and if 1 am not greatly mistaken, it is for about the 
same period that her health and her spirits have appeared to 
droop. Depend upon it, Helen, some one has carried this 
j-eport to her.” 

It certainly seems probable. Poor, poor mamma ! How 
terrible her, feedings must be, Rosalind, if from thinking this 
man’something half-way between heaven add earth, she has 
really found out that he is an hypocrite and a villain 1 ” 

‘‘ Terrible indeed I I w'ould that she had not so wtII de- 
.served it,, Helen. But now comes the question: what has 
hroayht her here?" 

I think I understand that perfectly,” replied Helen. 

No sooner are her eyes opened to the real character of thij^ 
man, than her tenderness’/or»us returns. 1 have little <ioubt 
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that she came here to speah of me. Perhaps, Rosalind, she 
has heard, and you too, of my engagtnuent with Colonel 
Harrington ?” 

‘M\*rhaps we have, Helen,” replied Rosalind, laughing; 
“ and I think it likely that yoii h^e partly read the riddle 
right, and that she may have taken advantage of her watchful 
husband's absence to express to Sir (lilht'rt her ap{)robation, 
— W'hich, you know, is necessary before you can Ik* married, 
Helen.” 

I know it is,’’ replied Helen, colouring: and if indeed 
she has given this consent, she has removed the only obstacle 
to our immediate marriage.” 

Then heartily 1 wish you joy, sweet friend I'* said Rosa¬ 
lind, kissing her. Novice as 1 am, 1 found out h)ng ago— 
did 1 not, Helen?—that you atid Colonel IIarri!)gton. or 
Colonel Harrington and you — I really do not know how to 
express myself to spare your beautiful blushes, my tlcar 
friend,—but I am very, very glad of this—in every way it 
is so desirable. Poor dear little Fanny, whose hair is gently 
creeping dowm into ringlets again, will find a fitter home with 
you, Helen, than Cartwright Park can he for her.” 

“ How fast your fancy runs, Ros;ilind ! llow’ do we know' 
that luy mother's visit,” (and Helen’s bright blushes all 
forsook her as she spoke,) — ” how do we know that it 
was not to forbid this marriage that she came, ain’ not to 
permit it ? ” 

“ Tw'o months ago, had the same thing occurred, I should 
have thought so: now I cannot tliink it. How'ever, Heie..-^ 
this suspense cannot Iasi long. Although Sir Gilbert forbad 
his servants to mention your mother's visit, for fear perhaps 
that it should reach the ears of her husband, you may de}>en<F 
upon it that he w'ill inform you of it himself. lint I must 
go, dearest! — I'iy no means wish this instance^ of positive 
rebellion to the commands of my guardian should be kn'own. 
You must rcmeml)er the command I long ago received not to 
carry on any correspondence with the family at Oakley ; and 
this command has never been rescinded. So adieu, my 
dearest Helen! — I am quite persuaded now that nothing 
which you could write would reach me at the Park ; but 
^ndqjs I am positively locked up, w'e may surely contrive 
to meet without my again pe. forming this desperate feat 
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of disobedience. Could you not wander in the delds some¬ 
times ? ” 

“ I have done so constantly, dear Rosalind ; but ever and 
always in vain." 

I'hat has not been bMause you were forgotten ; but I 
have seldom left poor Henrietta, and never long enough to 
have reached the fields. But now I certainly can manage this. 

J siiould like to bring poor Fanny with me; but tliis I will 
not do, for fear of drawing down the anger of Mr. Cart- 
wriglit upon her — which she would not bear, I think, so 
Well as I.—But ofight I not, before I go, to ask for Lady 
Harrington ? " 

“ yes !—I am sure she would be so very glad to see you!’’ 

A message w*as accordingly sent to my lady's closet, and 
the two girls requested to go to her there. Helen was not 
without ho}>e that she would mention to her Mrs. Cartwright’s 
visit; hut she tvas disappointed : nor was there the slightest 
reason to believe from her manner that she vras acquainted 
with it. Site appeared exceedingly pleased at seeing Miss 
Torriniiton, and told her that whenever she could venture 
to repeat the visit without endangering the tranquillity of her 
present irksome home, they should all be delighted to see her. 

It was* mnv, however, high time for her to depart; but 
while returning through the breakfast-room in her way to 
the hall-door, sl^: met Sir Gilbert. The remembrance of her 
last interview with him, and its abortive result, brought . 
smklen blushes to her cheeks. She remembered, too, that she 
tbuf never offered any explanation to Sir Gilbert for so sud- 
tlently changing her mind ; and altogether site felt so painfully 
embarrassed, that she hardly ventured to raise her eyes to his 
face, 'fhe voice in which he greeted her, however, soon 
chased every feeling of emharrassment, or any thing else that 
was not agsceable, for it spoke nothing but welcome and 
hilarity. 

^i’hat! The bright-eyed Rosalind ? Come to look 
after the runaway.?—But I hope you have not scolded her. 
Miss Torrington, for leaving you all in the lurch ? Upon my 
honour, young lady, she was very right. Take my,word for 
it, she never did a wiser thing in her life. But has she told 
you the scrape she has got into. Miss Torrington ? lUooa* 
child !— no sooner ran awaj^ froin^a snake of a stepfather, 
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than she has got noosetl by a tiger of a father-in-law.—Ask 
my lady else. Has she told you all about it, my dear?” 

K Perhaps not quite all, Sir Gilbert; — but quite enough 
to make me very happy, and wish her joy, and you too, most 
heartily.” 

Tfaankye my dear ;— 1 am very much obliged to you. 
I feel very much inclined to wish myself joy, 1 asstire you, 
^ and my pretty daughter too. Kiss me, Helen I Bless you, 
my dear child, and Charles too ! That’s a fine fellow. Miss 
Torrington! And bless your pretty Fanny! — especially as 
her soul, you say, has found its way out *of Limbo. It is a 
remarkably fine, pleasant day, Miss Torrington : such a day 
as this always puts one in spirits.” 

Rosalind turned to give a farewell embrace to her friend, 
whispering in her ear a.s she did so, “At least there has 
been no refusal of consent, Helen! — Adieu ! ” 


CHAPTER XIV. 

IN WHICH SUNDRY VISITS ARK MADK. ' 

Whatever kind or remorseful feelings had led Mrs. Cart¬ 
wright to make this unexpected visit to Oakley, she seemed to 
consider this one visit enough — for it was never repeated : 
and however tenderly she might watch over the fate of Hct^, 
it was evident that she could only venture to do so secretly ; 
for Sir Gilbert never mentioned her visit to* any one. But, 
knowing she had been tliere, Helen’s heart was satisfied wheil 
Sir Gilbert, joining her band and his son’s together, said, 
“Make haste, children; — get your courting done without 
loss of time ; dr you may find yourselves married before it is 
finished, and so continue lovers after the knot is tied, — a 
thing never heard of in civilised society.” 

“—But very likely, nevertheless, to happen to my Helen’s 
husband,,let her marry when she will,” said Colonel Har¬ 
rington. 

To her affianced husband Helen could have no secrets, and 
accordingly he had been ,made 'acquainted with all that she 
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knew respecting her mother’s most unexpected appearance at 
Oakley. He drew the same inference from his father’s joyous 
manner after it that Rosalind had done ; and when Sir Gilbert 
alluded to their marriage as an event which was speedily to 
take place, no doubt remamed either on his mind, or on that 
of the happy Helen, that Mrs. Cartwright, having learned, 
from some source which her husband could not impede, the 
proj)osal that had been made her, she had proved her maternsd 
feelings not extinct, though they had seenrred obscured, and* 
ventured to make this secret visit for the purpose of formally 
giving her consent, and thereby removing the only obstacle to 
their marriage. 

Instructions were accordingly immediately given by Sir 
Gilbert in person, for he declared that he must see the lawyer 
himself; and every thing relating to settlements was speedily 
])ut in train. The day after the baronet’s return to Oakley, 
he sent to Miss Mowbray, requesting that she would meet him 
in the library ; and liaving greeted her oil her entrance with 
even more than usual affection, he said, Do you think, my 
dear Helen, that you should liave courage to make your 
mother a visit even in the lion’s den ? Do you think you 
could have courage to spend half an hour at the Park ? 1 
don’t tlyn k it likely that Master Corbold has forgotten his 
horsewhipping as yet;—so 1 own I think you may ven¬ 
ture.” ^ 

1 will go ’anywhere, or do any thing that you think 1 
ougl., to do. Sir Gilbert; and to see my dear mother and 
►/swr Fanny once more would indeed be a pleasure to me. 
VV’e have met Rosalind twice since you went to London, and 
she gives a very indifferent account of mamma's health.” 

Poor thing! you shall go iminediately, my dear child, 
if you have no objection. 1 have ordered the carriage. 
M’illiam-and I will go in it with you as far as the Lodge, 
and' there we will wait your return. If you delay it above 
an hour, we . shall drive up to the house to inquire what is 
become of you; but you may return to us as much sooner 
as you like.” 

The carriage drove to the door as he spoke; but Helen 
kept it hot waiting long, and on returning from Her room to 
the hall found Colonel Harrington waiting to hand her into it. 
The two gentlemen stepped #n after her, and in a momeRt sITe * 
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found herself on her road to Cartwright Park, accompanied by 
Sir Gilbert and Colonel Harrington. 

The strangeness of this came upon her so forcibly, that she 
exclaimed, almost unconsciously, ‘Ms it possible ! 

“ I don’t wonder at your sayinp that, my dear,” said Sir 
Gilbert: “ It is very natural. But you see, Helen, that as 
your mother has testified no dislike to your approaching 
marriage, or taken any steps to oppose it, I feel that she may 
,expect, perhaps, — in short, 1 think it is very right that you 
should call upon her ; and to prove that, angry as I have been, 
I do not bear malice, you may give her this little note from 
me, Helen. But for your life, child, do not let that wretch 
her husband see her receive it. 1 believe, in my soul, he 
would be the death of her if he thought she could touch a bit 
of paper from me. — But the truth is, Helen, I think she has 
suffered enough, — and, in short my dear, 1 forgive her with 
all my heart: and I should like her to have this bit of a note 
from me, and to get a friendly word of answer in return, if 1 
could. But for Heaven’s sake b(^ careful, child 

“ Fear not, Sir (Jilbert, that I should run any risk of bring¬ 
ing more misery upon her than, 1 fear, she has already, I 
will be very careful, — and most thankful am I to be the 
bearer of a word of kindness to her from you ! ” 

“ Well, well, Helen, that’s all right,— bygones are by¬ 
gones. Here we are at the Lodge. Look at your wsjtch, my 
dear ; and remember, if you do not return in an hour, wc 
shall come and fetch you. I fear nothing, for the fellow 
knows you are under the protection of the Oakley horsewhifUsh^ 
only it is as well to lea-'^e nothing to chance. If you cannot 
in any way escape the eyes of the villain, bring my note back 
again.—There, now, dear^ get out. Good b’ye! 

The colonel was already at the door to assist her, and 
whispered earnestly as he quitted her hand, “ You will not 
stay the full hour, Helen, if—you love me.’’ 

With a step as light as Camilla’s, Helen traversed the Park, 
and, with a heart throbbing with many feelings, wound her 
way through sundry well-known twistings and turnings that 
brought her to the same door by which she had quitted the 
house on the memorable day of the Fancy Fair. Fro'm what 
Rosalind had told her, she thought that if she could find her 
^ay 'Unannounced to her motl^^er's dressing-room, it was 
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probable she should find her akne, and thereby he enabled to 
perform her errand without danger. In the stable-yard she 
saw one of tiie vicar’s regenerated stable-boys ; but he did not 
appear to take much notice of her, and she succeeded in reach¬ 
ing her mother’s dressing-room without interruption. 

She had calculated rigbfly. Mrs. Cartwright was sitting, or 
ratlier lying, alone in her dressing-room ; for she was stretched 
upon a sofa, totally uneipployed, and appearing so ill that 
Helen almost uttered a cry as she looked at her. 

At the sight of her daughter, Mrs. Cartwright started* 
violently, and rising from her recumbent j)osture, threw her 
arms round her with even passionate fondness. But dear, 
inexj)ressi])Iy dear as was this moment to Helen’s heart, she 
did not forget her connnission ; and while her lips still rested 
on her mother’s cheek, she drew Sir Gilbert’s note from her 
pocket and j)]aced it in her hand. 

‘‘ Head it quick, dearest inotiier ! I know not what it con¬ 
tains ; but Sir Gilljert charged me to let no one see you 
read it.” 

Mis, C-artwright seemed not to I'equire any stimulant to 
caution, for reading it rapidly, she tore it into atoms, and then, 
removing some of the fuel from the grate, which though not 
lighted was prepared for fire, she carefully placed the frag¬ 
ments dll tile rest, and covered them u}> so that no speck 
remaineil visible. Wliile thus employed, she said to Helen 
alnicst*n a ^elnsper, Thank Sir Gilbert; tell him I am better, 
—at least well enougli to taki- an airing.” 
v'lltien had reason to rejoice that she had lost no time in 
executing lier commission ; for scarcely had her mother in all 
haste resumed her place upon the sofa, w'hen Mr. Cartwright 
entered. 

By some means or other her aA'ival lufti certainly been an- 
nouncei] to him, for his countenance and manner expressed 
agitation, * but not surprise. He looked keenly first at his 
wife, and then at her; but they were prepared for it; and 
excepting that Mrs. Cartwright’s pale cheek was slightly 
flustied, and Helen’s brow contracted by an involuntary frown, 
they neither of them l)etrayed any sympton of agitation. 

Tho \'icar of Wrexhill uttered no word of saUitation or of 
welcome to his unexpected guest; nor did Helen address him. 
He placed himself, without any pretext of occupation*wlwtt-. 

*E E 4* 
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ever, in a chair commancling a. full view of his wife and her 
daughter, and folding his arms, fixed his eyes first on one and 
then on the other with the most undisguised determination of 
watching them both. 

The first words spoken were by H,elen. 

May I be permitted to see my lister Fanny ? ” said she. 

She addressed herself to her mother, but received her 
answer from Mr. Cartwright. 

Most assuredly no !—You have stolen into my house by 
a back entrance, and by the same you may leave it; you are 
used to the mode, it will not puzzle you ; and, if 1 may 
venture to give my opinion on the subject, the sooner you 
again make use of this appropriate mode of re'treat the 
better.” 

I believe you are right, sir,” replied Helen coldly; adding 
very judiciously, The reception I have met witli has not been 
such as to give me any inclination to re])cat the visit. Cood. 
morning, ma’am,—Good morning, Mr. Cartwright. 

Mrs. Cartwright, inexpressibly relieved by this happy stroke 
of policy, stiffly bowed her head; and Helen retreated, very 
literally obeying the mandate of the imperious master of the 
mansion, and returning hy the way she came, soon rejoict^d her 
friends by her unhope»l-for reappearance before half the allotted 
time had expired. Helen most accurately reported every 
word and look; which seemed not only to satisfy, hut per¬ 
fectly to enchant Sir Gilbert. He laughed, ruhlK’d his hands, 
made her repeat every word again, and literally chuckled 
with delight as she dwelt upon the fortunate rapidity wltiw» 
which she had seized the only available moment to do his 
bidding. 

On the following morning. Sir Gilbert, when askeii by his 
lady wliat he was going to do with himself, replied that he 
thought he should ride over to ^Yrexhill. He did so, and re¬ 
turned only in time to dress himself for dinner. The follow¬ 
ing day, and again the day after, the same question, answer, 
and result occurred ; it being quietly remarked moreover by 
the rest of the party, that the }>articularly sweet temper which 
the w^orthy baronet had brought from London appeared day by 
day to be wearing away, and something of what liis lady called 
his ‘‘ tiger mood” taking its place. 

«On «ii:he fourth morning, her ladyship’s daily inquiry having 
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received in very sullen accents the same reply, Colonel Harring¬ 
ton remarked upon it as soon as he was gone; adding, that he 
had a great inclination to go over to Wrexhili, in order to dis¬ 
cover, if possible, how his honoured but mysterious father 
era])Ioyed himself there. , 

“ 1 really shall be very much obliged to you, William, if 
you will find this out,” said Lady Harrington. It is the 
first time since we tw'o became one that I have ever suspected 
him of having a secret; and the consequence is, that I anq 
like to die of curiosity.” 

Thus encouraged, I shall be gone instantly. Take care 
of Helen, mother, till I come back.” And with these words 
he departed, leaving the two ladies leisure and inclination to 
discuss at length the many singular caprices of which Sir Gil¬ 
bert had been lately guilty. 

At alxnit four o’clock Colonel Harrington returned ; but his 
report tended rather to thicken than to elucidate the mystery. 
He had, without being remarked himself, seen his father walk¬ 
ing up and down the town a[)parently in a state of the most 
perfect iiileness ; and then the (’artwright carriage drove by 
tlie shop in which he had fixed his look-out. Mr. and Mrs. 
C’artwright were both in it. It stopped at the next door, which 
was that of the haberdasher, and they entered the shop together. 
In about *en minutes Mr. Cartwright came out; atid he heard 
him say to his lady, (as he supposed,) Get your business done 
as quickly :is ybu can : 1 shall be hack in ten minutes.” lie 
then re-entered the carriage and drove oft'. The instant he wa« 
gVyTn, Sir Gilbert came out of the post- office into wdiich he had 
darted as tlie carriage passed, ami entered the shop in which 
MI S. Cartwright was left. The interview, if he had sought one 
with her, certainly did not last above five minutes ; when he 
Tea})peared, followed by the master of the .shop making innu¬ 
merable-bo w^s. Sir Gilbert cut his obsequious civilities short 
by heartily shaking hands with him, and then departed. 

^V’here he went next,” continued the colonel, I know 
not ; but not choosing to meet him, and feeling somehow 
or other perfectly persuaded that he had seen Mrs. Cartwright, 
and that this interview', short as it w'as, had been what he 
w'aited for, 1 got my horse and galloped home is fast as I 
coidd.” 

Scarcely had he finrehech his narrative, when Sir GfilhCtt • 
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arrived. He said not a word, however, to throw any liglit 
upon his own adventures ; yet was he neither silent nor sad. 

Several weeks elapsed after this without bringing to Helen 
any tidings of her mother. Her ,appearance and manner 
during their short interview had indicated so much languor and 
ill-health, that her anxiety resj)ecting her became very acute, 
and daily did she haunt every spot where it was probable 
fShe should meet with Rosalind, but in vain—no Rosalind 
came, and nothing was left but to inquire through servants 
and tradespeople the news of the Park. Nothing however, 
obtained in this way afforded her satisfaction : for not* only 
did every report so obtained tend to confirm the idea that i\lrs. 
Cartwright was an invalid, but notwitbstaruling they w'ere on 
many points uncertain and contradictory, they all agreed in 
representing the conduct of Mr. (!artwrigbt as being strangely 
altered, and giving ground of fear to those who loved or j)iticd 
his unfortunate wife, that he would every day hecomo a harsher 
and more jealous tyrant to lier, for that of L\te he appeared 
fearful of leaving her for an hour alone. 

Happy therefore as Helen’s individual prospects appeared 
to be, a heavy weight and sad foreboding hung ujion her 
spirits. Her brother’s letters too, thougli eloquent in affection, 
and in every expression of joy at her apjiroaching marriage, 
spoke of himself in a tone of such hopeless despondency as 
dashed her happier destiny with bitterness. If was no slight, 
augmentation of these sorrows tliat she felt herself in a great 
meavsure obliged to conceal them. To Colonel Ilarringtbii^ 
indeed she ventured to confess that her anxious solicitiule for 
those she loved tarnished her happiness: but this confidence 
brought wdtb it more sorrov”^ than comfort, for she ])orceivjed 
but too plainly that she had blighted bis happiness while con¬ 
fessing the imperfection of her own. 

Lady Harrington, though all kindness ami even tenderness 
to her, seemed almost cautiously to avoid every ‘subject that 
led her to talk of her family : and as for Sir Gillierr, he ap¬ 
peared to be enjoying a state of spirits so enviable in their 
uniform cheerfulness, that to mention fear or sorrow to him 
would havePbeen w’anton cruelty. 

At length, from the butcher, or the baker, or some other of 
tfibse^lndispensablc functionaries who know all things concern- 
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ing those who live, move, and have their being, by means of 
their ministering ambulations, and who fail not to make all 
they know to circulate as freely as they do themselves,—at 
length, from some such the news arrived at Oakley that Mrs, 
Cartwright had presentecl^hef husband with a son; and more¬ 
over, that the mother and child were as well as could be 
expecte<l. 

I’o Helen this intelligence brought the most unfeigned joy. 
She believed that all her fears for her mother's health had been, 
unfounded ; and that, though it seemed certain that she must 
ive banished from her recovered love, she might at least enjoy 
the comfort of believing that she was well and happy. 

On Sir (Jilbert the intelligence produced a very different 
’fleet. As Helen regained her spirits, he lost his; and though 
he was still gentle and kind to her, he was upon the w-hole as 
™ross, crusty, and disagreeable as it is easy to imagine. 

One morning, while Colonel Harrington and Helen were 
■sauntering in the avenue, he enjoying her improved cheerful¬ 
ness, and she secretly blaming herself for having ever.suffered 
him to pine for the want of it, they perceived a servant in the 
Cartwright livery galloping tow’ards the house. The same idea, 
the same tenor, though felt in a most unequal degree, struck 
them both. Helen turned deadly pale ; and so persuaded did 
die fwl that her mother w^as dead, that when they stopped the 
man and received from him a verbal notice that-her mother was 
very ill and wished to see her, the words, though alarming 
Bnonyh in themselves, seemed to be a relief. They returned 
", ifli all haste to the house to order the carriage for her; and 
while she was preparing for this sad and most unexpected ex- 
f)edition, the culonet questioned the servant, and learned from 
him that Mrs. Cartwright’s infant having died in convulsions 
in her arms, she had fallen into a state considered by her at¬ 
tendants-as extremely dangerous ; that during the w’hole of the 
last night slie had remained nearly insensiblti, but having re¬ 
covered her intellects and speech, her entreaties to see Helen 
were so urgent that Mr. Cartwright (who, as the man said, 
never left her bedside for an instant,) consented that she should 
be sent for. Miss Fanny and Miss Torrington were also with 
her, he ‘added, and young Mr. Mowbray had been Vritten to; 
but he believed, from what the people about her said, that 
there was little chance of hqf surviving till he arrived. 



428 THE vica;?i op wbexhill. 

t 

Having learned these particulars, the colonel sought his fa¬ 
ther, not only to communicate them, hut to ask his opinion 
as to the propriety of his accompanying Helen on tliis sad 
visit. 

I cannot bear,” he added, that- she should go alone.” 

Of course, young sir, you cannot,” replied Sir Clilbert, 
with a sudden, and, as his son thought, not very feeling return 
of cheerfulness, “ 1 shouhl as soorr think of letting her walk 
thither on all-fours: but your lovership must excuse me if I 
declare that it is my intention to accompany the young lady 
myself. I am sorry for you, IVilliam ;—but so it must he. 
There’s the carriage;—go to my lady's closet, and let her 
hear the news.” 

So saying, the baronet, without waiting to receive any an¬ 
swer, hastened to the door, and reache<l it just as Helen was 
stepping into the carriage. ^Vithout consulting her on the 
subject, lie stepped in after her, and they drove away. 

It would be doing an injustice to the esseittially kind feel¬ 
ings of Sir Gilbert not to avow that his manner ex])rt;sse(l very 
tender symj)athy with Helen’s natural and heavy sorrow : but 
the minds of both were lull, and few words jiassed between 
them during their drive. 

The lodge-gates were standing wide open, and they dashed 
through them without seeing any one of whom the trembling 
Helen could make inquiry ; but once arrived at tlie liouse, all 
suspense was soon over: Mrs.(;artwright had breathed her last 
about ten minutes btjfore they got there. 

Poor Helen’s first burst of grief was terrible. The reint^i- 
brance of her poor mothfc»‘’s last embrace, tliough it lx*cume the 
most soothing comfort to her during her after life, seenu d at that 
moment only to soften her. heart to greater suH’ering. l‘a>>sive, 
ajid almost unconscious, she suffered Sir (nlhert to lift lier out 
of the carriage and lay her on a sofa in the drawing-room : and 
there, her tears flowing fast, and her very soul, as it seemed, 
melting within her, she might probably have long given way 
to her absorbing grief, had not surprise acted on her faculties 
more powerfully than salts or hartshorn, and forced her to 
open her e^es and her ears to witness the scene that passed 
before her. 

Having seen her placed on a sofa ivith a female servant 
slanding by her. Sir Gill)ert turned his attention from 
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Helen, and politely requested permission to wait on Mr. Cart¬ 
wright. 

Many, many things of an ordinary nature might have passed 
around her without rousing Helen from her deep and most 
true sorrow; but this sequest, and still more the tone in 
which it was spoken, awakened all her attention to what 
followed. 

The servant to whom Sir Gilbert addressed himself executed 
his commission promptly and effectually; for almost imme* 
diately after closing the drawng-room door, he threw it open 
again, and his master entered. 

Mr. Cartwright walked into the room with a proud and lofty 
wspect, and a something both of sternness and of triumph on 
his brow, which Helen thought Sir Gilbert would not easily 
endure; but, to her extreme surprise, the baronet accosted him 
with a degree of almost servile civility, bowing low, and utter¬ 
ing a few wonis of respectful condolence with as much defer¬ 
ence and ceremony as if addressing a sovereign prince on the 
loss of his consort. 

Mr. (Cartwright replied with equal decorum; but the glance 
of pride and triumph, not quite unmixed with something that 
gleamed like malice too, shot from his eye, and Helen shud¬ 
dered as she looked at him. 

I ]»re.surnc that you are aware, Mr. Cartwright,” said Sir 
Gilbert# with .imperturbable suavity, that your late lady^s 
eldest daughter, Miss Mowbray, is about to contract a marriage 
wyl. my son. Her remaining therefore a member of my family 
w'ill certainly be very agreeable to us all; but at this painful 
moment, it w'onld doubtless be a consolation to the sisters, as 
well as to their friend. Miss Torrington, could they he together. 
Will you therefore ])ermit me, sir,, to convey the three young 
ladies to my house together, there to await the opening of the 
late Mrs. Cartwright’s will?” * 

For this young lady, sir,” replied the‘Vicar of Wrexhill, 
pointing to-Helen, as she has chosen to exchange the pro¬ 
tection of her own mother for that of your son, I have nothing 
to say,—excepting, perhaps, that the sooner she leaves my 
house, the better satisfied I shall feel myself. But for Miss 
’rorrin*gton and Miss Fanny Mowbray, I must tHink further 
of it before I resign them to any one.” 

Well, sir," replied Sjr Gilljprt with, if possible, still-' 
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increasing urbanity, we must in this an«i all tilings submit 
ourselves wholly to your will and pleasure. But may I, in 
testimony of my respect to the memory of a lady towards 
whom perhaps 1 have behaved with some harshness, — may 1 
hope, Mr. Cartw'right, that you will' permit me to attend her 
funeral ?” 

“ Of this too I must think further,” replied Mr. Cartwright 
with much haughtiness. 

" And her son ? ” rejoined the humbled baronet; — “I trust 
he veil! be present at the last sad ceremony.^” 

“ It is probable I may permit him to Ik* so,” replied the 
vicar, drawing himself up into an attitude that might really 
have been called majestic. *• But permit me to observe, Sir 
Gilbert Harrington,—such is, I think, your name,—that 1 
require not in the arrangement of my affairs counsel or atlvice 
from any man,—and least of all — from you.” 

So saying, he turned on his heel and stalked out of the 
room. 

Come, my poor Helen !” said the rejnilsed baronet with 
great gentleness, and not in the least, as it seemed, resenting 
the insolence with which he bad l)et“n treated,—“Come—I 
would have wished to have taken your ]K»or little sister ami 
and your friend Rosalind home with us. But Heaven’s will — 
and the vicar’s—must be done 1” 


CHAPTER XV. 

MRS. CARTWRIGHT S LAST WIM. AND TESTAMENT. 

It was probably the love of seeing an enemy mortified,— 
which, it may be feared, is too common to all men,—which 
induced the Vicar of AV’rexhill, notwithstanding the deep 
aversion he felt for Sir Gilbert Harrington, to suffer him not 
only to be invited to attend Mrs. Cartwright’s funeral, but also 
to be present at the opening of her will. 

^ To both invitations tlie baronet returned a gracious accept¬ 
ance, and accordingly once more found himself at the Park on 
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the (lay that its gates were again to open to tlie funeral array 
of its owner. 

Charles Mowbray, as Sir Gilbert’s carriage drew up, stood 
ready on tiie steps of the mansion to receive him; and tears 
moistened the eyes of as they silently shook hands and 
entt'red the drawing-room, wdiere the funeral guests were 
assembled. 

I'he room was full. Not only all such saintly scions of the 
new birth as their esprit de corps always brought together* 
■were present tliere, but as many of the neighbouring gentry 
as he (tould collect were now' assembled to witness the proud 
fanatic’s crowning triumph. One circumstance only tended to 
damp the happiness of this full success, this gr(>at conclusion 
to all liis hopes and wislu's,— his son was not present at it: 
and indeed .“o grt.’at had been the licence granted him, that he 
w’as at this time wandering, his proud fatiier knew not where. 

Nothing lunvever, notwrithstanding Ins deep-felt happiness, 
could be better got up than Mr. (Cartwright’s sorrow' as he 
watched his wile laid in the tomb: never was white cambric 
used with better grace. l*oor Charles the while sheltered him¬ 
self iK'hiiid tlte stalwart figure of Sir (jilltert, and wept unseen. 

Nearly the whole of the company who attended the funeral 
were invjted to be j)re.seMt at the ceremony of opening of the 
will, which it w'as the pleasure of the bereaved widower should 
follow iyunediately after it. 

Again the large drawing-room w'as surrounded by a circle 
of ^ab'e guests ; not one of whom but I'elt inoic than usual 
curiosity at the opening a will u])on w'hieh hung so large a 
pro{)erty, and concerning which there w'cre such conflicting 
interests. 

Sir (iilhert considerately led his friend Charles into a corner 
wdiere he was not conspicuous, and placed himself beside him ; 
both of fht.'m being in good part concealecl by the taU and 
portly person of a gentleitiau whom young Mowbray had never 
seen before, and w'hom indeed several persons, not too much 
interested in the scene to note what passed, had observed to 
enter with the funeral train after its return from the church, 
although he had not been present at the interment.^ 

It is probable, however, that the master of the house himself 
was not aware of this ; for he took no notice of him, an^ was 
in fact too fully occupied by#the biysiness afoot to know more 
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or to think more of those around him than that they were 
there to witness the proudest and happiest moment of his 
life. 

All the company being seated, and mute attentive silence 
hovering over all, Mr. Corbold, aft^n bowing to two or three 
distinguished personages, whosi' seats were placed near the 
table at which he had stationed himself as if to assure their at¬ 
tentive witnessing of the act he was about to perform, broke 
open the seals of the parchment he held in his hand, and 
having spread it fairly open upon the table, read its contents 
aloud with a clear voice. 

Never man had a more attentive auditory ; no sound or 
movement interrupted the lecture; and when it was concluded, 
a murmur only, of rather shame-faced congratulation from the 
particular friends of Mr. Cartwright, broke the continued 
silence. 

Something, meanwhile, very like a groan burst from tin' 
breast of the unhappy Mow'bray ; but Sir Gilbert Harrington 
hemmed so stoutly at the same moment, that no one heard it. 

The company had already risen from their stats, and some 
were crowding round the meek and tranquil-looking vicar,— 
nay, one active carrier of evil tidings had slipped out of the 
room to inform Miss Torrington and Fanny of the pature of 
the departed lady’s testament,— when tlie tall gentleman who 
sat before the disinherited son arose, and with great ])oliteness 
requested the attention of the company for one nioinent before 
they separated, for the purpose of bearing a document which 
he should he happy to have the ])leasure of reading to them, 
and which, if not of so extraordinary a nature as the oih' they 
had just listenc'd to, and therefore less likely to excite general 
attention, was at least of Ijiter date. 

Every one appeared to listen to this ad<lress with interest, 
and nearly the whole company immediately reseated themselves. 
Sonc keen-eyed persons fancied they perceived the \'ic.ir of 
Wrexhill change colour ; but they were probably mistaken ; 
for when Mr. C'orbold whisjiered to him, the name of 
Heaven, what does this mean, cousin !—You never left her, 
did you ” he replied, also in a whisper, hut in a steady voice, 
“ Never for time enough to draw' a cotlicil,— it is impossible !" 
And having so spoken, he too reseated himself in the attitude 
of a’listener. 
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tiill geiiirltMnau tlic'u drew idrth from bis pocket another 
parclmieiit, ]>urp(irting tu be the last will of the same lady, 
eoiilaining even more skins that the first; and running over 
with leclmieal volubility a ])feanible, only important as de¬ 
scribing the testator’s siaU? of mind, he proceeded to the more 
«!ssi utial portion of the oocument, and then read slowly atnl 
loudly, so that all men might hear, the bequest of all she died 
})osse;.se.d of to her beloved son (’buries Mowbray; the only 
deductions being legacies of fifty thousand pounds to each of 
iier vounger children, and her Jewels to her daughter Helen, 
l)rovided that within one year from the date of the will she 
should »aarry, or have married, Colonel Miliiam Harrington, 
(/t his Majesty’s- dragoons. 

'fhe name of C artwright aj)peart;d not in any shape; pro¬ 
bably because the provision for her younger children would 
have included the inl'ant yet unborn when this will was made, 
bad it survived her. 

'I'liis docuim iit was as fully and satisfactorily signed, sealed, 
witiiessid. and delivered, as the former one; the only difference 
Isinghhai it was dated sonio months later. 

'i'lie pen that lias traced these events is too feeble to pour- 
tray the state into whioli this ehange of scenery and decorations 
threw the \’icar of >Vrexhill. it would have been a great 
mercy for d.m if he had altogether lost his senses; but no 
symjrtom f»f this sort appeared, beyond a short paroxysm, 
liming nliicii he called upon Heaven to witness his promise of 
going to law witii Mr.Mowbray for tlie purpose of setting asiUe 
his motlu'r’s will. 

After tile tirst buzz produced by this second lecture had 
sidisided, Sir rjilhi rt Harrington arose and addressed the com- 
p iny with eipial good taste and g:ood feeling. A few" minutes’ 
cutivi'isalion with his young friend Mr.* Mowbray, he saul, 
aiithorivK'd him to assort' the \'icai <;f refill ill that whatever 
private prop- rty he could lay claiio to (a. \\'ag here wliispered, 
■■ Sermons, surplices, and the Ukt'”) should be packed up and 
^eat' to the \ icarage, or any other place he would name, with 
till'utmost attention and care. He adiled very succinctly, and 
without a single syllable unnecessarily irritating, that circum- 
stance^M•onne(;ted witli the situation of the ladies ff the family 
riaidered it neeessary-that the reverend gentleman should no' 
cominue in the house ;> a necessity which, it might bHwftd 
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would Ih.’ the less inconvenient from the circumstance of his 
former residence being so near. 

While his o]«l friend was utteritig tliis extremely judicious 
harangue, (diaries escaped by a side <loor from the room, and 
bounding up tbe stairs to Rosaliiy’s dressing-room, when' 
(though as yet he had hardly spoKcu to her) he pretty well 
knew she was sitting with his sister Funny, Jn' burst open tiie 
door, nisVied in, and fell on his knees before her, clasping lu r 
most daringly in his arms, and almost devouring her hamls with 
kisses. 

Fanny stood perfectly aghast at this scene. During the few 
days that (diaries had been at home she hail truly grieved ti* 
see the decided coldness and estrangement that was Ixdween 
Rosalind and him ; and what could have produced this sudden 
change she was totally unable to guess. 

Not one of the family party had entertained the slightest 
doubt that the will, which Mr.( 'artwright hud more than once 
alluded to, was such as to render his late wife’s children wholly 
dependent upon him ; and this ])ainful exjieetation had been 
already fully confirmed: but oven if it bad proved otherwise. 
Fanny knew no reason why this should so change* the conduct 
of Charles towards INliss I’orrington. 

Not so, however, the young lady herseif. 'Die vehement 
cares.ses of Mow'hray explained the vvliole inatior to her as fully 
and as clearly as the will itself could have done; and if she did 
bend forward her bead till her dark tresses abnv)st, cov'ereil his 
— and if under that thick veil she impri ssed a wild and rapid 
kiss of joy upon his forehead, most peoj)le would forgive* 
her if they knew how well she had all the while guessi'd at 
his misery, and how’ often lur young heart had ached to tlunk 
of it. 

This impropriety, howeVer, such as it was, was n-ally the* 
only one coramitteil on the occasion. Sir Gilbert was aji c*xeol- 
lent man of business, as was. likewise tbe tall gentleman. his 
attorney ; so seals wc;re jmt u))on all jdate-chests, jcwel-casx's, 
and the like, except such as were proved satisfactorily by 
Mr.Stephen Corbold to have been purchased since the marriage 
of the M'idow Mowbray and Mr, Cartwright. All sucli were 
given over U» the jtacking-cases of the serious attorney ami the 
serious butler, ami at half-past nine v.m. tbe Vicar of Wrexhill 
into his recently-purchased (but not paid-for) travelling 
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carriage, and lurncd his back on the Park—once more Mow~ 
hnty PiirL —for evc’r. 

* » if. ;■*. 

Hut little remains to saiU that may not easily bo guessed 
.a by the accomplished nol^el-rcadcr; — and for such, of course, 
till so pages are prepared. 

liillle Mary Kicliards speedily became Lady IVdton ; and 
I'asiny Mowbray, during a’visit of some months at her Scotch 
<'aslle, learned to tliiuk of her religious suflerings with sufficient. 
citm])t)surc to enable her once more to look forward as well as 
around her, w'ith hope and enjoyment. And who is there that 
can doubt that the loNtly Fanny ^Jowbray, with recovered 
setises and fifty tliousand pounds, even though she did forever 
abandon her poetic pursuits, met, at no very advanced agC; 
with a husband worthy of her? 

'J’lic tw(» tall Misses Richards ceased to be serious as soon as 
it became decidedly mduraia ton at AVrexhilJ to be so : and in 
])rocess of time tliey too married ; leaving their charming 
little mother leisure to cultivate the friendship of Rosalind, tvho 
retaiiii'd lur ])artiality for her, and enjoyed her friendship and 
society for many ha))py years. 

it be said that llosaliud and Helen were married on 
the same day ^ — So it was, however ; and Mr. Edward Wal¬ 
lace jterfortned the ceremony, the A'icar of M'rexhilJ being in- 
di>pus<'<l. Indeed the air of tlic \’iearage evidently disagreed 
with him ; but,' by tlie influence of some of the most distin- 
guislu'd of his ]).'irty, both in religion and polities, he soon 
^)btained .an exeliangt’ with a gentleman w-ho hold prefer¬ 
ment in the F«'iis. He did not, however, obtain a mitre, 
tbougli a great iu;my .serions people declared that be deserved 
it : a di.saj)])oiiitment which w'as perhaps thc^inore cutting from 
the cireumstance of Mr. Jacob’s having joined a troop of 
strolling jdayers; and as be W’as not sulficieutly successful 
amongst them to add any glory thereby to the family name, 
tlu' lo.ss of e}*ivc<>pal honours was the more severely felt. 

Every thing-else, J think, went just as it ought to do. Poor 
M iss Miuiima was scut off to licr mamma, wrho never again 
ventured to show her face at Wrcxhill; probably fearing that 
she might cease to be considered as the principal person of the 
village. 

•Mr. IMowhray speedily re-established Mr. Marsh in ills 
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school ; the old lawyer and ajiothecary iTtunu'd ; tlu- lu'wly- 
hired serious servants retreated before tlie returnin'^ honest ones 
— and, in short, a wiiole fiijj;!!! of^f.natieals followed their 
incomiiarable vicar, till tin? jrretty ,!'illa!;e oi‘ M're.vhill om;e 
more became hap]»y and p:ay, and tlj* memory of their seriom 
t;]>ideinic rendered its inludntants the most orderly, ]>eaceabk 
and orthodox population in the whole country. 


Tin: i-Ni'. 


l.oMKiS : 

'lillU it liV S)-<i r'l (s\\ ('mill. 
New -Mi trol-Sijunri.' 
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'I'hctail p:cutk'niau tliou drcxv fortli t'luui ias pocket anolhor 
]>an.'!nuenit, ]iuii>ortiac* .to be the last will of the same lady, 
eomaiiiiiif^ even inore<fe Iins that tiie first; and running over 
x\iih technical vohibiiiw a^reunihle, only important as de- 
scribiii” tlu* testator’s st^* o'f mind, he pioceede»i to the mote 
I's.sential portion of tlie document, and then road slowly and 
loiidiv, so that idi men might hear, tile be(|uest of all she died 
jtos' csscil of to her helox'ed stm Charles iMowhray ; the only 
deductions being legacies of filly tltousund pounds to each oi’ 
her voimin'r ehildreii, and her jtnvels to her damrliter liclen, 
[)rovi(!(al that nlihin one year from the dale of the xvill she 
'-iiould itiarry, or have married. Colonel W'iliiam llarringlon. 
oi'lii.s Majesty’s- Ibagoons. 

'i'he name of Cartwright appeare<l not in any shajio; p1^ 
hal»!v became the provishm for Irt younger elnldren would 
liave incIiMled the ijilaiit yet unhorn when this will was made, 
had it snrvieed la-r. 

'rids document was .as fully at id satisfactorily signed, sealed, 
u i;e.es>ed. and delivered, as the fminer one; the only difference 
l)i iug tiiai il was d.ited some months later. 

'file pen that has traced ihesi- events is too feeble to pour- 
uav t!u stale into which thi^; cliangc of scenery and decorations 
threw t!u' \'icar of ^\'rt'\hilL It would have been a great 
nua-ev for liiiti if he had altogether lo.st Ids sense.s ; but no 
symjngm oi tins sort appeared, beyoml a short paroxysm, 
tluniRi w hich*lu“ ealk'd uiiott I-leavcn to witnes.s his promise of 
gVijtig to law wii.li Mr. Mowliray for the purpose of setting ashle 
ins mother's will. 

After the first hu//. produced by this .second lecture had 
sni'sid.cd. ^ir tdlbert Harrington arose and addressed the eom- 
p'iiiy with rajual good taste ami good feeling. A few minutes’ 
eeiiversatioii with Ids voutig fritud Mr. Mowbniv, he said, 
.mllioriV.eil him to assure the \'icar of ^\'rexhiil that whatever 
piTvate pvojierty lie eouhl lay claim to (a w-ig here whispered, 
“ isermons,'- surplices, and the like”) .should he packed up and 
si iit tt) the \ icarage, or any other j>lace he would name, with 
the utmost attention and care. He added very succinctly, and 
without a single syllable unnecessarily irritating, tliat circum- 
•■'tance* eonneeted with the situation of the ladies*of the family 
rendeivil it nei’issar/ tliat the reverend gentleumn should not 
continue m the hoiist : a ijgcossiu which, it might Iretfoped; 
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’W’hile his old friend wus utterine'‘(his extren .. 

harangue, ('haries escaped hy a dnle ,toor from th<‘ room, ;md 
Irouuding up the stairs to Uosalin'^^s dn'ssijig-ruom. where 
(thcmgh as yet he had Insnlly spokeii to lu'r) lu? pta tty well 
knew she was sitting with his sister Ih'-iiny, he hu»st open the 
door, rushed itt, and fell on his knees ludore iu r. clasping her 
most daringly in his arms, and almost devouring lier ha\nis with 
kisses. 


Fanny stood perfectly aghast at this scene. During the few 
days that t.diarles ha<l been at hojue she had truly grievid to 
see the decided coldness and estrangement that was hetuaen 
Ivosalind and him ; and what could have produced this sudileii 
change she was totally unable to guess. 

Not one of the family i>arty had entertained tin- slightest 
doubt that the will, wliich Mr.(^artwiigl)t had more than oiua- 
alluded to, w^as such as to render his late rvife’s children wliolly 
dependent upon him ; and this painful exja’etation had been 
already fully confirmed: hut even if it had j.roved otherAvise. 
Fanny knew no reason why this should so change the eomluct 
of Charles towards Miss Torrington. 

Not so, howewer, the young lady herself. I'ln- vehement 
caresses of Mowbray explained the Avliole matter to iter as fully 
and as clearly as the will itself could have done; and if'slie did 
bend forward her bead till her dark tresses almo .t covered his 
— and if under that thick veil .she im[)res.sed a wild and ray id 
kiss of joy upon his forehead, most j>e<>[)!e Aviadd ' fi.u’giu- 
her if they knerv how well .she had all tla- while- gmssed at 
his misery, and how often her young heart bar! ached to ihitik 
of it. 

This impropriety, however, .such as it was, was really the 
only one committed on the occasion. Sir (iilhert was an excel¬ 
lent man of business, as was likewise the tall gentleman his 
attorney ; so seals were put upon all ])late-chests, ji wel-eases, 
and the like, except such as were proved .satisfactorily hy 
Mr.Stephen Corbold to have been purchased since the marriagt^ 
of the widow Mowbray and Mr. Cartwright. All such Avere 
given over to the packing-cases of the serious attorney and the 
serious butlerj and at half-pa.st nine r.M, tlic Vicar of W rcxliiJl 
stepped into his recently-purrhased (hut not paid-for) travelling 



TIIK A ICAR OF «i«'R/XHITiFi. •l-S.'i 

v‘arriap;(>, ami turned his-back .on the Park—once more ilfou?- 
hruy Park — for ever. 

P>ut little remains tol)FTIlid that may not easily be guessed 
at by the aceomplished il%vel-reader : — and for such, of course, 
these pages are prepared. 

kittle Mary. Richards speedily became Lady Hilton ; and 
I'amiy Mowbray, during a visit of some months at her Scotch 
castle, learned to think of her religious sufferings with sufficieut 
e()ni])osure to ciiahlt! her once more to look forw^ard as well as 
around her, witli hope and en.joyment. And who is there that 
can doul)t that the lovcdy Fanny Mowbray, with recovered 
senses ami fifty thousand pounds, even though she did foretiil 
abandon her poetic pursuits, met, at no very advanced age, 
witli a husband worthy of her? 

'1 he two tall Misses Richards ceased to be serious as soon as 
it became decidedly nntuvans ton at M'rexhiil to be so : and in 
process of time they too married ; leaving their charming 
little motlier leisure to cultivate the friendship of Rosalind, who 
retained her partiality for her, and enjoyed her friendship and 
society fbr many happy years. 

Need it be ^aill that Rosalind and Helen were married on 
the same da) ? — It^o it was, however ; and Mr. Edward Wal- 
laci }!offonned the ceremony, the \’icar of W^exhill being in- 
(lisp{i.-,ed. Indeed the air of the Vicarage evidently disagreed 
with him ; bat, by the induenee of some of the most distin. 
guisbed of bis jiarty, both in religion and politics, he soon 
olitained* an exchange with a gentleman wbo held prefer¬ 
ment in the J'ens. Hi* did not, however, obtain a mitre, 
though ii great many serious people tleclared that he deserved 
it: a (iisiijijiointment which was perhaps tly? more cuttingfrom 
the circumstance of Mr. Jacob’s ’having joined a troop of 
strolling.players ; and as he wtis not suflijcicnlly successful 
anionj>;st them to add any glory thereby to-the family name, 
the loss of episcopal honours was the more severely felt. 

Every thing cl.se, I think, went just as it ought to do. Poor 
Miss iMimiina was sent off to her mamma, who never again 
ventured to show her face at Wrexhill; probably :^aring that 
she iniglit cease to be considered as the principal person of the 
village. 

^Ir. .Mowbray speedily r^-estabhshcil IMr. Marsh in his 
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school; the old lawyer and n})(>thecary relumed ; dientwly- 
hired serious servants retreated before tl,»e returning boiu'st ones 
— and^ in short, a wliole ilight of ’Vaticals followed* their 
incomparable vicar, till the preWy’ Vfltlage of* Al'rexhill^ onee 
more became happy and gay, ainl the-^nemory of ilioir seritjus 
epidemic rendered its inliahitants the most orderly, j»eatv!ibk’, 
;uid orthodox population in the Avholt* country. . 


Till-; 
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